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THE  GREAT  PABIS  FETES. 

[The  accompaDying  namtirei  which  has  readied  ua  somewhat  eir- 
coitonsly,  hat  with  full  pennissbn  to  give  it  to  the  world,  oontains  a 
fiuthfbl  record  — apparentl j—- of  the  hospitalities  of  our  excellent  friends 
the  French,  on  the  occasion  of  that  gathering  of  our  countrymen  in 
Paris  irfiich  will  hereafter  form  an  era  in  the  annals  of  both  nations. 

It  is  difficult  to  imagine  anything  more  graceful  in  conception  or  more 
magnificent  in  execution  than  the  whole  series  of  Fetes  on  wUch  our 
generous  rivals — rivals  now  in  the  arts  of  peace  alone — displayed  the 
resources  of  their  fertile  minds,  and  expended  the  substantial  treasure 
which  they  called  in  aid,  to  welcome  and  entertain  those  who^  as  Lord 
Granville  happily  observed,  had,  '*  for  centuries^  had  no  opportunides  of 
knowing  anything  of  the  French  people,  except  their  bravery  and  their 
military  genius.** 

From  the  hi^iest  to  the  lowest,  from  the  first  moment  to  the  last, 
every  Frenchman  extended  the  hand  of  cordiality  to  his  brother  Engfish- 
man.  President  and  Prefect-— corporate  bodies  and  private  individuals 
— the  cultivated  men  of  art  and  the  scantly-lettered  Nouses — all  vied  in 
the  endeavour  to  do  honour  to  their  guests;  and,  in  that  efEbrt,  suc- 
ceeded as  only  a  nation  can  succeed  whose  aims  have  ever  been  directed 
to  the  attainment  of  the  highest  reach  of  drilisation. 

Honour  to  each  and  all  in  this  noUe  emulation!  May  it  prove  the 
first  link  of  a  chain  of  enduring  (Tiendship,  to  be  rent  asunder  by  no 
mistaken  interests,  to  be  severed  by  no  unworthy  jealousies  I  Let  France 
and  England  henceforth  and  for  ever  show  the  world  how  two  great 
people  can  meet  and  admire  in  each  other  the  bright  qualities  which  distin- 
guish either,  without  the  slightest  alloy  of  hostile  or  envious  feeling! 

Of  one  thing  we  are  certain :  no  Englishman  will,  from  this  time  for- 
ward, set  his  foot  on  the  shores  of  France  without  feeling  assured  that 
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there,  too,  he  finds  a  home.  Instead  of  apostrophising  the  soil  as  he 
crosses  soine  celebrated  battle-field,  and  exclaiming  with  the  poet, 

Our  countrymen  were  warring  on  that  day— 

he  will  only  remember  that  it  was  by  France  the  impnlse  was  giTen 
which  shall  at  no  distant  time  obliterate  every  recollection  of  all  former 
feud.  Again  we  say,  honour  to  France ;  nor  in  that  general  wish  must 
we  exclude  one  who  has  long  been  domiciled  with  us,  and  who^  in  his 
individual  and  public  capacity,  so  greatly  assisted  *in  rendering  French 
hospitality  perfect:  we  mean  M.  Salandronze  de  Lamomaix,  the  chief 
French  Commissioner  to  the  Great  Industrial  Exhibition. 

But,  in  thus  expressing  our  sentiments  of  thankful  recognition  for  the 
kindness  of  our  French  hosts,  we  have  a  few  words  to  say  respecting  the 
manner  in  which  the  elite  of  this  country  was  represented  during  the 
Fites.  Amongst  the  Royal  and  Executive  Committees,  and  in  some  other 
instances,  names  of  British  subjects  appear  of  whom  England  is  deservedly 
proud ;  but  a  most  elaborate  mistake  was  committed  by  those  who  had 
the  ordering  of  the  arrangements,  in  affording  fieunlities,  too  great  to 
be  neglected  by  persons  of  their  caste^  to  the  hangers-on  and  depen- 
dents of  the  Corporation  of  London,  to  figure  as  the  most  notable  and 
the  most  distinguished  amongst  the  hundreds  to  whom  the  hospitalities 
of  France  were  extended.  The  Timei  has  justly  asked,  '^  What  must 
be  thought  in  France  of  England  and  the  English  if  a  batch  of  Alder- 
men and  their  civic  fugleman  are  accepted  as  specimens  of  the  highest 
breeding  and  most  distinguished  manner  extant  in  this  country  ?"  and 
we— to  whom  opportunity  was  given  to  notice  the  *' breeding*'  and 
''  manners"  of  the  civic  ''  batch"  and  its  long  queue  of  retainers — ^have 
ample  reason  for  repeating  the  question.  **  Of  course,  we  won't  let  any- 
thing go  out  of  the  city,  if  we  can  help  it,"  appears  to  have  been  the 
motto  inscribed  on  the  brazen  badge  of  the  London  Corporation ;  and  in 
every  instance  that  fell  under  our  own  observation,  the  worthies  who  re- 
presented that  body  (and  Great  Britain  into  the  bargain)  took  care  to 
act  up  to  its  spirit. 

No  privacy  could  repel,  no  delicacy  restrain,  the  obtrusive  resolve  of 
these  <'  privileged"  persons, — and  if  England  has  not  suffered  in  the  esti- 
mation of  our  neighbours,  it  wiU  be  more  owing  to  the  innate  politeness 
that  would  not  see  a  fault,  than  to  any  desert  on  the  part  of  those  who 
arrogated  to  themselves  all  the  honours  of  these  memorable  festivities. 

We  need  not  say  more  :  the  tale  which  Mr.  Clutterbuck  tells  in  the 
following  pages,  is  a  sufficient  exposition  of  the  spirit  in  which  Aldermen 
and  Common  Councilmen  set  forth  on  their  travels. — Editob  N.  M.  J/.] 
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BT  MR.  CLUTTERBUCE,  OF  CRIFFLEQAXE. 


Chaptbb  I. 

THB  START  TBOM  LONDON. 


A  ¥KW  words  will  do  to  say  who  I  am,  and  why  I  write  this  accoant 
of  my  late  visit  to  Paris. 

B&ng  a  Common  Coancilman  of  the  City  of  London  and  a  Past 
Warden  of  the  Whipmakers'  Company,  I  naturally  move  in  the  first  city 
eirdes,  and  am  proportionahly  intimate  at  the  Mansion  House,  where  I 
have  shaken  every  Lord  Mayor  by  the  hand  for  the  last  twenty  years. 

My  place  of  business  is  in  Fore-street ;  most  people  in  the  city  know 
it»  and  most  of  'em  go  there  when  they  want  a  good  whip  or  saddle,  or 
an  undeniable  set  of  harness.  I  have  a  villa  at  Brixton,  a  paddock  with 
a  run  for  three  horses  when  I  turn  'em  out  to  grass,  a  wife,  two  grown-up 
daughters,  a  bull-dog  called  '*  Snap,"  and  a  son  at  the  University  of  Ox- 
ford, stndyinfi^  for  the  Church  I  am  fifty-eight  years  old  myself,  Mrs. 
Clntterbuck  is — no  matter  for  her  age — but  she's  a  splendid  woman  still, 
and  my  daughters  are  two  as  fine  gals  as  ever  went  to  a  ball  at  GuildhalL 
I  don't  see  any  reason  why  I  should  say  any  more  about  my  family  at 
present,  as  ihey  had  nothing  to  do  with  my  excursion,  except  the  pride 
and  pleasure  of  knowing  that  I  was  particularly  invited  by  the  Pren^  of 
the  Seine  himself,  as  all  my  •friends  can  satisfy  themselves  of  when 
they've  a  mind,  for  Mrs.  Clutterbuck  has  stuck  the  Preffy's  note  into  the 
firame  of  the  looking-glass  in  our  front  drawing-room,  and  that's  a  place 
few  people  forget  to  cast  their  eyes  on,  whether  they're  handsome  or  the 
levene. 

Well,  I've  been  a  supporter  of  the  Great  Exhibition  ever,  since  his 
Royal  Highness  came  to  unfold  his  mind  about  it  to  us  in  the  city,  on 
which  oocanon  I  put  my  name  down  for  ten  pound,  and  the  cheque  went 
through  Jones  Loyd's,  where  I  keep  my  accoant,  next  day.  In  the  next 
place  I  was  appointed  chairman  of  the  local  comnuttee  of  the  ward  of 
Crim>legate-within  for  collecting  subscriptions  for  ihebuildbg;  and  last  of 
all,  I  wasn't  forgotten  on  the  international  jury  when  it  came  to  the 

Suestion  of  what  was  what  in  the  way  of  saddlery  and  such  like,  for  I 
idn't  exhibit,  not  I;  if  folks  want  anytning  of  me,  I'm  easily  found,  as  I 
said  before.  Besides,  vainglory  isn't  in  my  line.  I'm  stnught-forrard, 
and  there's  an  end  of  it. 

I  suppose  I've  said  enough  now  to  show  that  the  Pre%  wasn't  fSur 
wrong  when  he  had  the  honour,  as  he  said  in  his  note,  to  send  me  an 
invite  to  Paris,  though  Mrs.  Clutterbuck  was  almost  beside  herself  with 
Texation  when  she  found  that  she  wasn't  included.     My  girls  laughed, 
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and  Bsld  they  were  puzzled  to  know  how  I  should  get  on  in  France,  as  I 
didn't  understand  the  language ;  but  *'  never  you  mind,"  says  I,  **  about 
that ;  I've  got  a  tongue  in  my  head,  and  what  I  want  Fll  ask  for, — ^and 
what's  more,  I'll  get  it  too,  or  my  name  isn^  John  Clutterbuck !" 

The  Preffy's  note  wasn't  long  of  being  answered ;  I  didn't  do  it  myself, 
because  I  don't  speak  French  like  a  native,  but  my  daughter  Jane  does, 
and  she  wrote :  for  the  matter  of  that,  her  sister  Susan  could  have  done 
it  as  welly  for  they  both  of  'em  learnt  when  they  were  at  Mrs.  Clack's 
finishing  ieu^ademy  at  Clapham  Rise,  as  I  know  to  my  cost.  All  I  did 
was,  to  tell  Jane  to  say  that  the  Prefiy  should  ha%je  the  honour  of  my 
company ;  and  in  three  or  four  days  there  comes  back  an  answer — ^most 
polite — ^from  the  Commissioner  with  the  long  name  in  George-street, 
Hanover-square,  enclosing  a  lot  of  bUlies,  pink,  and  green,  and  blue,  to 
admit  me,  *^  Mounseer  Clntterbncks" — (the  first  time  /  ever  was  called  a 
Mounseer) — to  all  sorts  of  entertainments  at  the  Hotel  de  Wheel  and  thef 
Palace  of  Wersales,  where— so  Jane  translated  it — "the  great  waters 
enjoy  diemselves  from  three  to  five  hours."  Besides  this,  the  letter  said 
I  was  to  send  the  address  of  the  hotel  where  I  ^'  descended  in  Pari^ — 
those  were  the  very  words — ^to  No.  23,  on  the  Poisonous  Bullrard, — 
wherever  that  nught  happen  to  be, — ^and  that  .a  good  many  more  invrta- 
tions  would  follow.  There  was  a  parag^ft  also  which  stated  that  a  special 
train  would  be  ready  at  London -bridge  at  nine  o'clock  on  the  morning 
of  the  1st  of  August,  to  transport  me  and  the  Royal  Commissioners,  the 
Executive,  and  so  on,  to  Paris, — free  of  expense, — not  that  I  cared  about 
the  expense :  I'm  sure  I  shouldn't  have  minded  franHng  the  whole  kit  of 
'em  myself. 

I  had  my  trials,  however,  before  the  day  arrived,  (br  it  came  to  Mrs. 
Qutterbuck's  knowledge  that  ladies  had  been  invited ;  and  ''  she  didn't 
see  any  reason,"  she  said,  *^  why  she  should  be  left  out,  no  more  than  any- 
body eke ;  she  was  quite  as  good  as  Mrs.  Deputy  Bullodc,  and  it  wouldn't 
have  done  the  Pre£^  of  the  Sane — tn-sane  she  called  him — it  wtmldn't 
have  done  him  any  harm  to  have  inqmred  whether  there  was  a  Dbs. 
Clutterbuck,  or  whether  she  hadn't  got  two  handsome  dauglitera •** 

At  this  point,  of  course,  the  gals  broke  in  supporting  thmf  moiiierV 
view  of  the  case,  but  vowing  and  declaring,  at  the  same  time,  that  they 
hated  andf  detested  Frenchmen,  and  everything  that  vras  French,  and  that 
wild  horses — or  something  to  that  effect — ^wonldn^t  be  able  to  drag  them 
to  Paris  after  sudi  a  slight. 

♦•No,"  said  I,  laughing — for  I  do  like  to  tease  *em  a  bit, — '^ horses 
wouldn't,  wild  or  tame,  perhaps — but  steam  might;"  on  which  they  all 
puffed  and  screamed  as  if  they'd  been  so  many  engines  in  a  hurry  to  start. 
I  took  no  notice,  however,  but  went  on : 

**  As  to  hating  what's  French, — ^why,  look  at  the  very  gowns  and  caps 
you  stand  in ;  them  *  visits,'  too,  what  s  they,  I  should  like  to  know?" 

^  That,"  said  Mrs.  Clutterbuck,  tossing  her  head,  "  is  quite  a  ^ffereuft 
thing." 

*<  And  Frenchmen,  too,**  continued  I ;  '^  pray  where  did  that  gent  oome 
from  as  took  Jane  into  the  crypt  at  GtnldnaE  when  the  Queen  was  «t 
supper,  after  they*d  tried  to  dance  and  couldn't?" 

**  Papa!"  exclaimed  my  eldest  daughter,  with  an  air  of  ofifended^Sgnity, 
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''yoor  zeBBik  is  bmial;^  «a  obterratian  Mn.  Cbitterbiiok  deofllied  bjr 
an  «^remoQ  of  her  own — a  faronrite  one  wheii  dha'a  aogiy,  I'm  aoifj 
to  aaj— iriuch  made  ihe  matter  rather  nu»e  penooaL 

^AbrvteT  flaid  I,  kindling--'' a farate^  am I?-rIKdn't I bo^ ]^ 
seascm  tickets  for  the  Ezhibitiony  and  hadn't  you  all  new  dresses  and  new 
bonnets  to  go  in?  Look  at  ihe  wear  and  tear  of  my  hones'  feet  ever 
sino^  'speetallv  on  Satmrdays^  when  the  poor  animals  is  so  done  up  that 
they  ean  hardly  crawl  to chnreh  on  Sundays!  Ijook  at  all  your  relatJons, 
Mrs.  Qutt^hudcy  ^rom  Ipswich  and  Bury  St.  Edmund's — firrt  one  set> 
then  another,  till  they'Te  pretty  near  eat  me  out  of  house  and  homey— ^aad 
more  of  'em  connng,  for  mat  I  know.  I  ilunk  I've  paid  for  the  Ezhifai- 
tioDy  and  I  think  Ftb  a  right  to  iodemnify  myself,  and,  what's  more,  I 
wiU, — and  that^"  said  I,  putting  on  my  hat  and  giving  the  break&st-isUe 
a  Uow  with  my  stick  that  made  the  tea-things  dance  again — '^that's  ail 
about  it" 

This  bit  of  domestic  shindy  took  place  on  the  Thursday  morning,  and 
when  Icame  back  at  six  to  dmner  there  was  no  Mrs.  Qotterbuck  to  help 
the  salmon. 

''  Ma's  got  a  nervous  headache,  Fa,"  said  Susan,  with  a  sniffls^  and 
looking  as  red  about  the  eyes  as  a  young  ferret :  ''  Ma's  laying  down,  and 
Jane's  watdnng  over  her !" 

So  we  two  had  a  silent  "  dose^doe^  as  the  French  call  it  when  two 
people  are  left  together  and  one  of  'em's  sulW  and  won't  speak. 

There  are  only  two  ways  that  I  know  of  mr  soothins^  an  angry  wife^ 
one  is,  to  Imodc  under — the  other,  to  stand  out  Which  I  dii^  I  leave 
anybody  to  guess,  and  they'll  do  that  easy  when  I  say  that  knocking  under 
isn't  my  fiuhion.  However,  before  I  got  into  bsid  that  night,  I  made 
Mrs.  C.  ahandsome  present,  and  promised  the  gals  a  run  over  to  BuUoan 
for  a  month  or  six  weeks  this  autumn ;  and  I  couldn't  hdp  laughinp^  to 
myself  when  I  saw  how  quickly  they  dried  their  eyes,  and  fbigot  how 
tiiey  hated  the  French. 

I'm  an  early  riser, — ^business  has  made  me  so :  it  wasn'^  tberefiose,  any 
hsrasfaip 
Aiunisl 
Mrs. 

and  made  the  tea  like  an  angel,  while  I  made  nlay  at  a  cold  tongue  and  a 
^'vestevday's  quartern,"  and  the  gab  cut  a  pde  of  ham  and  beef  sand- 
wicfaesfer  the  journey,  and  packed  up  half  a  dosen  hardbiled^gs  with  a. 
screw  of  salt  to  'em ;  I  topped  my  hreak&st  with  a  tUmUefiil  of  brandy, 
which  made  me  all  right,  and  then,  afiter  kissing  'em  all  round,  got  into 
the  four-wheeled  diaise,  witih  the  boy  and  my  carpet-beg  and  portinan- 
teau  behind,  and  drove  off  to  the  London-bridge  station,  where  I  anived 
just  as  St.  Saviour^s  was  stnfcing  eight* 

There  wesen't  many  people  on  the  platform  ijrhen  I  got  there,  but 
they  soon  came  thick  enough,  and  in  ^  course  of  five-and-twenfy  minutes 
I  rather  think  there  wca  a  crowd.  I've  fought  mjir  way  to  supper  at  the 
Lord  Mayor's  ball,— I've  been  to  the  pit  of  the  Qpera  on  a  Jenny  lind 
night, — ^I've'  stood  a  pretty  good  cram  at  a  Converting-of-thcHjews* 
Meeting  at  Exeter  Hall,  wheie  there  was  some  tdemUe  screeching  and 
Ueking  a-going  in,— I  saw  Bontelory  executed,  and  George  the  Fourth 
crowned— 4>ut  this  crowd  beat  everything  that  ever  I  saw.     It  wasn't  so 
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much  on  aceonnt  of  the  numbeis,  though  a  couple  of  thousand. people 
jammed  into,  one  small  pen  is  as  like  a  crowd  as  can  he,  but  the  scrimmage 
for  every  man — and  every  woman,  too,  for  that  matter — to  get  close  to 
tbe  bamer  was  the  thing.  It  was  well  for .  me,  being  a  goodish-sized 
man — I  measure  pretty  nearly  a  yard  across  the  shoulders— or  I  should 
have  been  squeezed  as  flat  as  a  biffin.  As  it  was,  Fm  of  opinion  I  must 
have  spread  out  at  least  an  inch  in  the  struggle ;  such  driving  and  tearing 
I  never  saw  out  of  Smithfield,  and  as  to  the  cussing  and  swearing,  neither 
Newgate  nor  Exeter  Hall  ever  came  nigh  it  There  was  Deputy  BuUock 
and  his  "  lady,"  as  he  calls  Mrs.  B.,  right  in  the  middle  of  the  crowd, — 
I  knew  her  at  once  by  the  blue  bonnet  and  yellow  feathers  which  she 
wore  at  church  the  Sunday  before,  and  which  Mrs.  Clutterbuck  took  such 
a  dislike  to,-^be8ides  she's  a  head  taller  than  Bullock,  and  safe  to  be  seen, 
like  the  monument,  anywhere ;  but  as  for  her  husband,  if  he  hadn't  given 
tongue  in  the  most  uncommon  manner,  he  might  have  been  suffocated, 
and  nobody  a  bit  the  wiser  till  the  platform  was  swept  up.  At  last, 
after  swaying  about  like  a  collier  in  the  pool  without  a  rudder,  Mrs. 
Bullock  somehow  got  turned  round,  and  seeing  me,  called  out  for  me  to 
help  her. 

«  Bless  you,"  said  I,  laughing,  ''  I  might  as  well  try  to  fly  as  stir  a 
peg  from  this  spot  It's  as  much  as  I  can  do  to  keep  my  elbers  out  of 
my  own  ribs,  let  alone  helping  other  men's." 

Mrs.  B.  didn't  seem  particularly  pleased  at  this  remark ;  but  that  was 
no  time  for  picking  and  choosing  one's  words,  and  Fd  hardly  uttered  my 
joke  before  plump  comes  a  man's  head,  like  a  battering-ram,  right  into 
the  pit  of  my  stomach;  and  if  there  had  been  room  for  doubUag  up, 
doubled  up  I  should  have  been. 

<^  Halloa!"  said  I,  <' where  are  you  coining  to?  Dammee,  I'm  not 
a  target     Take  your  head  out  of  my  wescot-pocket." 

"  1  will,"  says  the  individual,  "  as  soon  as  I  can ;  but  if  you'd  had  a 
forty-horse  power  portmanteau  driven  into  your  back,  you'd  have  made  a 
start  too,  I  think.' 

The  speaker  raised  his  head,  and  who  should  I  see  but  Bullock 
himself. 

'^I  might  have  known  it,"  says  I,  *'by  the  way  you  came  at. me. 
What  were  you  hollering  at  just  now  ?" 

**  When  a  man's  got  Us  boots  full  of  corns,"  groaned  he,  "  and  every 
one  of  'em's  trod  on  at  once,  it's  time  to  holler,  I  think.  Oh !  there  goes 
Mrs.  B.     Do  stop  her,  like  a  good  fellow." 

*'  I  will  if  I  can,"  says  I ;  '*  but  it's  no  easy  matter  getting  hold  of 
anything  in  such  a  crowd  as  this ;  and  when  you've  got  it,  you  can't  keep 
it     Gently,  sir.     Where  are  you  a  shoving  to  ?" 

^'  Pardon,  Musseer,**  says  a  Frenchman  with  a  beard  like  a  fire-shovel, 
and  as  rusty  as  a  cinder — <*  pardon.  I  will  to  get  in  here ;  I  have  my 
billy.  Ah !  excusez,  madame.  A  leetel  more  diov  dis  way.  Now  you 
get  him  in." 

This  was  addressed  to  Mrs.  Bullock,  whose  arm  I  had  managed  to  seize, 
and  was  dragging  her  by  it  to  the  hairier. 

"Oh,  Lord!"  she  cned,  "do  take  caie!  I  wish  you'd  take  care, 
everybody!  There! — ^tiiere  it  goes  again— *fonr-pound-ten — ^my  new 
yisit.    I  sha'n't  have  a  rag  of  it  left" 
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•  '^  Hold  on,  Mrs.  B.!"  says  I;  ^*  this  is  a  reglar  Tisitation,  and  no  mis- 
take !     Oh,  here  comes  the  Lord  Mayor  and  Mr.  Macgregor!" 

«Make  way,  there,  for  the  Lord  Mayor  !"  ''  Now  then,  keep  close — 
now's  your  time  I"  ''  Elhers  down,  gentlemen !"  '<  Oh,  Lord !  I  shall 
be  stove  in  agin  this  rail!"  "Now  for  it!"  "Let  this  lady  pass  I" 
<'  What  a  brute  you  are,  sir !"  '<  Policeman !"  "  I  shall  faint  on  the 
spot !"  "  Oh,  my  back  !'*  '^  That  infernal  umbrella's  gone  right  into 
my  eye!"  •* Pity  it  wasn't  your  mouth!"  "I'll  have  satisfaction  for 
that  when  I  get  out."  "  Who  are  you  a  shoving  of,  I  should  like  to 
know?"  "That*s  more  than  I  can  tell  you;  if  you  don*t  know  who  you 
are  you've  no  business  here."  "  I  ve  lost  my  pass  !"  "  I've  lost  my 
wife!"  "  Has  anybody  picked  up  a  card  with  a  blue  border  ?"  "  Who  s 
got  a  wife  that  don't  belong  to  him  ?"  "  Well,  this  m  a  go !"  "  Thank 
goodness,  we're  in  at  last !"  "  Which  is  the  carriages  ?"  "  Where  is 
my  carpet-bag  ?"  "  Whatever 's  become  of  the  luggage  ?"  "  Tickets 
here,  tickets,  here,  ladies  and  gentlemen, — now  then,  easy,  one  at  a  time, 
—pass  on,  if  you  please !" 

This  was  something  like  the  conversation  that  took  place  while  every- 
body was  striving  and  straining  and  fighting  and  pushing  to  get  through 
the  barrier  all  at  once.  Hats  were  jammed  down,  coat-tails  tore  away, 
feet  trampled  on,  shins  kicked,  bacl^  pummeled,  as  if  a  legion  of  devils 
had  just  bad  their  orders  to  do  the  very  worst  they  could  think  on  to 
damage  and  irritate  mankind.  At  las^  as  everybody  said,  we  did  get 
through,  but  there  was  no  getting  at  the  carriages — no  getting  near  any- 
thing. I  just  caught  sight  of  little  Bullock,  half- smothered  beneath  a 
heap  of  carpet-bags,  and  none  of  *em  his  otrn,  while  Mrs.  B.  was  trying 
to  pull  him  out  by  die  scruff  of  his  neck,  and  he  gasping  and  getting 
blue  as  if  he  was  strangulated.  I  broke  my  shins  over  a  aharp-cornered 
deal  box — a  lady's  box,  of  course;  full  of  finery,  no  doubt — and  tore  my 
pantaloons  against  a  nail  that  was  sticking  out,  and  never  found  my  port- 
manteau after  all,  though  I  could  have  sworn  I  saw  it  not  a  moment 
before  I  measured  my  length  on  the  platform. 

However,  there  was  no  help  for  it,  and,  limping  along,  I  made  the 
best  of  my  way  to  the  train,  was  hoisted  into  the  carriage  by  a  rush 
firom  behind,  plumped  down  into  a  lady's  lap  and  bounced  off  again  into 
an  empty  seat  opposite,  as  if  I  had  set  down  on  a  corking-pin — which 
most  likely  I  had — ^for  the  lady  laughed  when  she  saw  me  rubbing 
myself.  The  door  was  closed  behind  me  with  a  bang,  the  steam-whistle 
sounded,  and  I  had  hardly  settled  down  into  my  place  before  the  train 
was  in  motion.  That  was  a  comfort^  at  any  rate ;  but  I'd  fairly  earned 
it,  for  I  was  bruised  and  battered  as  though  I'd  been  at  a  pnze-fight 
The  first  thing  I  did  was  to  see  if  all  was  safe  about  me^puss  and 
watch,  and  so  forth ;  they  were  all  right  enough,  but  when  I  came  to 
feel  in  my  coat-pockets  for  the  eggs  and  sandwiches,  a  pretty  mess  I 
found  there.  What  had  been  eggs  was  all  jammed  into  a  sort  of  compo, 
whites  and  yolks  and  shells^  as  flat  as  a  crumpet ;  and  as  for  the  sand- 
wiches, if  anybody  could  have  told  me  which  was  outside,  the  bread  or 
the  meat»  I  should  have  called  him  a  clever  fellow.  However,  I  didn't 
say  anything  about  the  matter,  but  made  up  my  mind  to  drop  all  quietly 
overboard  ^en  once  I  got  into  the  steamer.  One  reason  why  I  didnt 
empty  my  pockets  out  of  the  window  was  on  account  of  tfie  lady  oppo- 
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ate,  who  fixed  her  eyes  on  me  the  momeDt  I  set  down,  aad  didn't  teem 
to  be  in  a  hurry  to  take  'em  off  again.  There  was  a  amile  on  her  fiwe 
all  the  time,  as  if  she  was  enjojingc  some  private  joke  of  her  own>  and 
wanted  some  one  to  tell  it  to.  She  was  very  good-lookingv  and  as  there 
was  no  one  I  knew  in  the  carriage,  I  thought  I'd  make  up  to  her. 

Aooordinglyy  when  I  had  just  mopped  a  little  with  my  silk  handkercber 
—-for  the  tosde  had  made  me  rather  warm — I  obsenred  that  this  was  a 
splendid  occasion,  and  very  proud  and  happy  I  felt  to  belong  to  iL  The 
lady  replied  that  it  was  much  more  agrem>le  than  it  had  been  a  lew 
minut4w  before.  She  had  seen  me  tumble,  I  suppose;  but  I  took  no 
notice  of  that,  and  answered  as  if  she  had  been  only  speaking  of  the 
crowd.  I  said  there  kad  been  a  tolerable  squeese,  and  wondered  how 
she  had  managed  to  get  through. 

'^  Oh  I"  replied  she,  "  I  came  another  way.  For  half  an  hour  I  am  in 
ihia  caxriage." 

^  Friendb  at  court,  ma'am/'  says  I,  pointing  oyer  my  shoulder.  **  Re* 
lation  of  the  Lord  Mayor,  perhaps  ?  Can't  have  better  interest  in  the 
city.  First  man  in  Europe  at  this  mcMnen^  die  Lord  Mayor  I — not  a 
doubt  of  it!" 

The  lady  smiled,  showing  two  rows  of  the  whitest  teeth  I  ever  saw,  and 
said  she  had  never  seen  the  Lord  Mayor,  and,  what  was  move^  wasn't  an 
English  woman. 

^  Not  an  English  woman  ?"  says  I;  ''  why,  you  speak  English  as  well 
as  I  do.     What  country,  may  I  ask,  ma'am  ?* ' 

"lam  French,  sir." 

^  God  bless  me!'*  I  replied,  <'  I  didn't  think  the  French  ladies  had  been 
half  so  handsome." 

The  lady  coloured  at  this  compliment,  and  turned  away  her  head.  1 
followed  her  with  my  eyes,  and  then  notftoed,  for  the  first  time,  that  there 
was  a  foroigner  sitting  next  her  with  a  laige  pair  of  moustayshios  looking 
at  me  as  fierce  as  a  tig^r-cat  '^  What's  m  the  wind  now?"  thought  I. 
^*  I  hope  I  haven't  put  my  foot  in  it  at  the  very  beginning."  So  I  made 
up  my  mind  to  tell  the  lady  at  once  who  I  was,  that  she  might  see  that 
she  had  got  into  good  company. 

^'  I'm  one  of  the  Intematioiuils,"  says  I, — *'  friend  of  the  Lord  Mayor, 
Prinoe  Albert,  the  Commissioners,  and  that  aet — hand  and  glove  with 
'em  allr-name,  '  Clntterbuck' — well  known  in  the  city — ^pay  my  way 
with  any  man— -expect  to  be  knighted  one  of  these  days — got  a  partieolar 
mntation  from  your  Frefl^." 

As  I  told  her  this  I  took  out  my  pocket-book,  and  showed  h«r  the 
billies  with  my  name  on  'em.  I  didn't  say  anything  about  Mrs.  Chit- 
terbuck  and  the  g^als,  as  that  wouldn't  have  dcme  them  any  good — nor 
me  neither." 

The  lady  turned  to  the  foreigner  who  was  sitting  beside  her,  and  spoke 
to  him  in  a  low  tone  of  voice.  I  don't  understand  much  of  Fieneh,  botl 
heard  her  call  him  "mong  ammy,"  and  that,  I  know,   means  '<my 


^Ohol"  says  I  to  myself;  «'  'fiiend,'  hey?  There's  no  mistakeebovt 
that     No  wonder  he  looked  so  confounded  jeakms  just  now." 

What  the  lady  told  her  fiiend  besides  I  don't  pretend  to  know,  hot  it 
nttde  him  fook  more  ciTil,  aad  he  said  something  to  ne  in  Ids  laR? 
guage. 
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^  No  parly-TooFnmeej,*'  says  I ;  and  shook  my  head*  as  maeh  as  to 
let  bim  know  that  it  was  of  no  use. 

**  Musseer  does  not  speak  French?"  asks  the  lady,  addressing'  me. 

"  I  comprenny  a  little,**  says  I,  ''  but  I*m  not  quite  up  to  pazley- 
Tooing." 

So  she  turns  round  once  more  to  her  ^'ammy"  and  gabbles  away  ten  times 
fiister  than  she  did  before — the  only  words  I  could  cateh  being  my  name 
and  something  that  sounded  like  '*  shorel-here."  When  she  had  done, 
the  **  ammy"  spoke  to  me  again,  trying  it  on  in  Entrlish  this  time — ^but 
sudi  English!  I  was  quite  a^amed  to  hear  him  talk  so  nonsenneal.  I 
think  if  mrdgners  are  allowed  to  come  to  England,  the  least  they  can  do 
is  to  talk  so  as  to  be  understood.  But  they  can't  learn,  and  that's  the 
fact.  I'm  sure  when  1  was  four  years  old  I  could  speak  better  English 
dian  he  did. 

^  Saar  Cattle-box,**  says  he — and  I  thought  I  shodd  have  n>Ht  as  soon 
as  he  opened  his  mouth — *^  Saar  Cattle-box,  we  have  a  fine  time  to-day 
— he  is  yaarr  handsome — yas,  but  superb — ^you  go  to  Paris  once  nerare 
before  r 

**  No,**  says  I,  at  a  venture,  for  the  deuce  a  bit  could  I  make  out  what 
he  meant. 

"  Ah  V  he  replied,  '^  it  is  one  grand  fdeasure  for  my  nation  to  show 
herself.     You  shall  rest  some  days  is  it  not  ?** 

I  suppose  I  must  have  looked  rather  bhmk,  for  the  lady  struck  in  here 
and  explained  her  friend's  meaning,  tiling  me  how  happy  everybody 
would  be  to  see  us  in  Paris.     I  then  comprehended  him  pemctly. 

'^  Qhf  wee,  wee,"  says  I,  and  burst  out  a  laughing;  and  then  the  lady 
laughed  and  so  did  her  friend,  and  we  soon  got  very  pleasant  and  sociable, 
and  by  the  time  we  reached  Folkestone  we  were  as  thick  as  you  please; 
and  I  had  told  *em  pretty  nigh  everything  about  myself — Cleaving  out 
Mis.  Clutterbuck,  vrfao  didn't  seem  somehow  to  fit  into  the  conversation. 

Chatte&IL 
thb  joubnet  to  pxbis. 

The  ^hole  Duty  of  Man — ^wheo  he  is  on  the  rail — is  to  take  care  of 
Number  One.  That's  a  maxim  I  laid  down  when  I  first  took  to  travelling 
hf  it  Women  are  niee  things  in  ikeir  way,  hut  when  they  get  in  oars, 
the  case  is  altered.  Now,  as  my  fair  companion,  if  I  may  be  allowed  the 
caqgression,  had  already  got  a  **  friend,"  it  was  his  duty,  not  mine,  to 
sttond  to  her;  so,  as  soon  as  the  train  stofmed,  out  I  bolted  to  look  after 
my  own  coDoems.  Of  course  I  did  the  pdtte  thing,  and  told  her  I  should 
he  glad  to  see  her  agun,  vidien  she  was  comfortably  settled  on  board  the 
steamer,  but  it  wasn't  to  be  expected  among  such  a  rush  of  people  that 
I  ilieuld  inoonvenience  myself  by  waiting  for  her. 

I  therefore  made  the  best  of  my  way  down  to  the  boat,  to  secure  a  good 
place  on  dedc;  and  well  it  was  I  dad  so,  for,  before  you  could  look  round 
¥00,  the  place  was  full  even  to  the  paddle-boxes  and  the  captain's  walk 
between  W.  I  thought  I  cav^^  a  glimpse  of  the  lady  and  her  ^amony" 
coming  down  the  steps  of  the  whaHF,  but  I  was  too  busy  watching  the 
Imga^o  as  it  wos  pot  on  board  to  pi^  insch  atteofcioa  to  anything  else. 
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It  was  Teiy  vexatious  that  I  couldn't  see  my  portmanteau  and  carpet-bag 
anywhere,  thou^^h  they  were  bran  new,  and  had  my  name  on  'em  quite 
conspicuous.  What  was  I  to  do  if  they  were  not  to  be  found  ?  Where 
should  I  get  any  things  to  put  on  ?  All  my  best  clothes  were  in  my  port- 
manteau, and  not  only  them  but  the  regimentals  I  used  to  wear  when  I 
was  in  the  "  S.  L.  O.,"  as  Sir  Willum  Curtis  called  us,  and  which  I  meant 
to  wear  at  the  ball  at  the  Hotel  de  Wheel,  having  heard  that  most  of  the 
aldermen  and  common  council  meant  to  do  the  same,  just  to  give  the 
French  an  idea  that  there  were  some  military  men  among  us  after  aU.  I 
asked  the  sailors,  who  were  lowering  the  baggage  into  the  hold,  if  they'd 
seen  anything  with  the  name  of  "  Clutterbuck"  upon  it,  but  all  I  got 
from  them  was  a  surly  recommendation  to  stand  out  of  the  way,  or 
perhaps  I  should  be  knocked  into  the  hold  myself.  As  the  boxes  and 
bags  came  rattling  down  on  deck  as  fast  as  a  dozen  pair  of  hands  could 
pitch  'em,  I  took  their  advice  and  went  back  to  my  seat,  into  which  I 
got  just  in  time  to  prevent  a  female  from  occupying  it.  She  wanted  me 
to  give  it  up  to  her ;  but,  as  she  was  neither  young  nor  pretty,  I  told  her 
the  best  thing  she  could  do  was  to  go  below.  If  it  had  been  wet  or 
windy  she  should  have  had  the  place  and  welcome ;  but  on  a  fine  day, 
such  as  this  was,  I  thought  it  uncommon  selfish  in  her  to  ask  it. 

The  captain  of  the  Princess  Helena — that  was  the  name  of  the 
steamer — kept  shouting  to  everybody  to  make  haste,  and  when  I  had 
made  myself  all  snug,  I  didn't  care  how  soon  we  shoved  ofi^  and  joined  in 
the  cry  not  to  let  any  more  people  come  aboard,  for  they  crowded  in  so 
fast  I  was  afraid  they  would  sink  the  vessel.  At  last  the  paddle-wheels 
went  round,  the  ropes  were  cast  ofi^,  and  we  got  dear  of  the  jetty.  It 
was  smooth  enough  inside  the  harbour,  and  I  had  a  good  laugh  at  a 
parcel  of  Frenchmen  who  were  lying  in  a  heap  on  the  deck,  like  a  lot  of 
calves  (only  their  faces  were  hairier)  being  taken  to  market,  the  mere 
smell  of  the  salt  water  being  enough  for  them ;  and  I  dare  say  I  shouldn't 
have  been  any  the  worse  for  crossing  over  if  this  calm  would  have  lasted. 
But  the  moment  we  got  outside,  there  was  what  the  steward  called  '^  a 
nasty  jabble  of  a  sea,"  and  the  sensations  I  felt  were  anything  but  pleasant. 
It  was  like  coming  down  in  a  swing  when  you  prepare  for  a  shock  and 
don*t  g^t  it,  and  something  keeps  fluttering  about  the  pit  of  your 
stomach  like  a  bird  that  tries  to  get  out  of  its  cage  and  can't  I  wasn't 
sick  exactly,  but  qualmish  and  all-overish,  and  didn't  dare  to  turn  my 
head  right  or  left  for  fear  I  should  be.  However,  there  was  others 
worse  than  me,  that  was  my  comfort.  Even  the  Lord  Mayor  took  a 
turn  over  the  side — at  least  so  my  friend  Sharpies  said,  who  was  sitting 
next  to  me,  for  I  was  afraid  to  look  round.  Sharpies  keeps  the  great 
pickle  ware' us  in  Barbican;  he's  got  the  constitution  of  a  horse;  nothing 
makes  him  ill,  and  he  did  nothing  but  cut  his  jokes  on  everybody  he  saw 
gasping  about  us. 

^'Isay,  Clutterbuck,'.' says  he,  ''look  at  the  Lord  Mayor-r-can't  see 
him,  hey  ?  Well,  I  can,  and  I'll  tell  you  what  he's  doing.  Just  put  up 
the  first  lot — ^genuine  property  of  a  nobleman  going  to  the  Continent — ^no 
further  use  for  the  same — premises  cleared  without  delay — Alderman 
Moonshine  has  his  month  open — valuable  reversion — going,  going- 
gone  !" 

And  if  I  hadn't  called  for  a  slass  of  stiff  brandy-and-water  and  swal- 
lowed it  without  winking,  I  shomd  have  been  '^  gone"  too. 
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Bat  the  Frenchmen  were  the  wont  of  any;  there  they  lay,  the  ck>lotir 
of  their  own  beans  afere  they're  biled,  with  no  more  sense  in  'em  than  so 
many  sacks  of  taters.  Sharpies  compared  'em  to  oysters  just  opened  with 
their  beards  on.  As  I  was  running  my  eye  oyer  the  heap,  I  caught 
mght  of  Moimseer  **  Ammy"  amongst  'em,  and  about  as  bad  as  he  well 
could  be.  When  he  saw  me  looking  at  him  he  tried  to  grin,  but  the 
effort  was  a  most  ridiculous  failure,  and  put  me  in  mind  of  what  I'm  told 
the  Flench  call  ^'laughing  yellow,"  which  means  on  the  wrong  side  of 
the  mouth.  Haying  found  him  out,  it  wasn't  long  before  I  lit  upon  the 
lady,  who  was  sitting  very  quiet  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  deck,  propped 
up  against  a  pile  of  doaks,  a  little  paler  than  when  I  last  saw  her,  but 
quite  as  handsome  as  ever.  "  NoVs  the  time,"  thought  I,  ''for  putting 
tnat  fellow's  nose  out  of  jint."  So  up  I  got  and  made  a  morement  to 
cross  over  to  her  side ;  but  just  as  I  had  got  on  my  legs  the  vessel  gave  a 
pitch,  I  gave  a  heave,  and  what  followed  it*s  not  necessary  for  me  to  men- 
tion ;  au  1  need  say  is,  that  Sharpies  behaved  most  umeeling,  and,  al- 
luding to  my  profession,  observed,  with  a  loud  laugh,  that  *^  Clutterbuck 
had  got  into  uie  slar-ups  at  last." 

Of  course  I  couldn't,  under  these  circumstances,  think  anything 
more  about  the  lady,  and  I  shouldn't,  indeed,  have  been  sorry  to  have 
had  Mrs.  C.  by  me  at  that  moment^  just  to  have  held  my  head  and 
steadied  me  a  bit ;  but  it's  always  the  case  :  a  man's  wife  is  never  of  use 
to  him  when  he  most  wants  her.  I  dsae  say  she  was  amusing  herself  all 
the  time  I  was  suffering  at  the  Surrey  Flower  Show  or  the  Zoological 
Crardens,  and  thinking  more  of  the  orang-outang  and  a  parcel  of  caper- 
ing monkeys  than  of  her  own  lawful  husband.  Such  at  least  were  my 
ihouehts  as  I  was  rocldng  about  on  board  the  Princess  Helena,  and  you 
may  be  sure  I  wasn't  sorry  when  I  heard  somebody  say  that  we  were 
dose  upon  Bulloan. 

A  few  minutes  after  this  announcement  the  steamer  run  in  between 
two  pier  heads,  and  brought  up  alongside  one  of  the  wharfs,  that  was 
covered  with  people,  who  set  up  a  tremendous  hooray  in  their  language ; 
the  women,  who  all  wear  red  petticoats,  and  short  ones  into  the  bargain, 
screaming — as  women  always  do — louder  than  all  the  rest  put  together, 
^  Veeve  langley  tare,  veeve  layzangley !"  and  all  the  while  the  euns  kept 
gmng  off  fit  to  split  one's  head  into  shivers.  We  were  not  all  of  us  m 
the  best  possible  trim,  but  there  was  a  pretty  good  muster  round  the 
gangway  as  we  shouldered  up  to  the  ladder  following  the  Lord  Mayor 
and  the  Executive  ashore.  Tne  odd  part  of  sea-sickness — though,  per- 
haps, it's  onlynatural — is,  that  you're  so  confounded  hungry  directly 
afterwards.  This  was  my  case.  I  felt  uncommon  peckish,  and  so  1 
made  a  push  to  get  on  shore  as  soon  as  I  could,  that  I  might  get  a  good 
place  at  the  breakfest-table,  for  I'd  heard  something  sud  about  an  enter- 
tidnment  that  the  Lord  Mayor  of  Bulloan  had  provided.  A  good  many 
more  were  of  the  same  way  of  thinking,  for  where  there's  g^b  to  be 
had  we  City  gents  don't  like  to  be  behindhand ;  but  I  flatter  myself  I 
was  one  of  the  first  to  put  his  foot  on  the  French  terrify-me,  as  my  son 
says  when  he  talks  Latin.  It  was  terrifying  enough  to  see  so  many 
muskets  and  bagnets  and  drawn  swords  bristling  round  one  in  every 
direction,  but  it  was  only  the  weapons ;  for  when  I  came  to  look  at  the 
tittle  fellers  that  carried  'em,  I  thought  it  wouldn't  be  a  very  difficult 
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■Mtter  to  eat  balf^ft-dona  of  such  Jack  Sprats  for  l»edc£ui  myael^  and 
pick  my  teeth  with  their  bagnets  afWwazda.  *^  If  the  grand  Datioo,"  saya 
I  to  myself  "  caii*t  turn  out  anything  bigger  than  these  gents  in  red  pants, 
it's  no  wonder  that  one  Englishman  is  more  than  a  match  for  anyfunonmt 
of  French  whippersnappers.**  But  I  was  mistaken  it  seems.  The  red* 
legged  soldiers  were  only  what  they  call  troops  of  the  hne — ^mere  nobodSes 
when  compared  with  the  Nationals,  who  were  of  aU  siaes,  and  some  of 
'em  aa  fine  fat  men  as  any  of  the  Corporation  of  the  city  of  London, 
Whatever  they  were,  however,  there  waa  plenty  of  'em  ;  and  what  with 
the  flags  of  liberty,  the  bands  of  mnsic,  the  presenting  c^  aims^  and  the 
bowing,  scrapings  and  jabbering  of  the  Mounseen,  one  had  enough  to 
do  to  keep  oneself  from  being  thoroughly  and  entirely  flabbergasted. 
What  pleased  me  most  were  the  women  in  the  short  pettiooste,  with 
nightcaps  on  their  heads,  and  large  gold  earrings,  and  hearts  and  crosses 
on  their  breasts,  and  blue  stockings  on  their  l^s,  and  wooden  shoes  on 
th^  fjeet.  They  call  'em  maidotis^  which  means  a  sort  of  she-sailors^ 
but  the  proper  name  for  'em  is  fish&gs^  for  that*s  theb  occupation. 
Sharpies,  who  would  have  his  joke,  said  it  was  no  wonder  the  French 
navy  was  so  badly  manned,  when  they  made  the  women  do  all  the  duty 
fcr'em. 

The  Bulloan  authorities  seemed  a  good  deal  struck  vrith  the  appear^ 
ance  of  the  Lord  Mayor,  though  he  hadui't  his  robes  of  office  on;  nnd  the 
common  council  of  course  came  in  for  their  share  of  admiration ;  one  of 
'em  did  at  any  rate,  for  I  saw  several  mattlotta  handfome  ones  too — 
eyeing  me  very  hard ;  indeed,  I  may  say  that  they  paid  us  all  manner  of 
attention,  and  showed  us  into  the  carriages  that  were  waiting  to  take  us 
to  the  railway  station,  as  if  they  really  felt  the  honour  we  were  conferring 
npon  'em,  which  no  doubt  th^  did. 

That  station  was  as  prime  a  place  as  I'd  seen  for  a  long  while,  all  hung 
out  with  banners  and  garlands,  and  red  and  white  curtains,  and,  what 
was  BK»e  to  the  purpose,  with  jolly  rows  of  tables  covered  vnth  what  the 
French  call  the  '^come-at^ahles,"  pies  and  hams  and  lobster  salads,  and 
no  end  to  champagne.  A  lot  of  us  '^  blues"  from  the  dty — I  mean  such 
as  had  the  ^'  blue  tickets,"  £ree  to  go  into  everything^ — ^got  together  at  one 
end,  and  I  think  we  contrived  to  astonish  the  Frenchmen,  There  was 
me  and  Shaiples,  Moonshine,  Kidney,  Brownmother,  Grahbs,  and  a  few 
more  i — ah  1  it  would  have  done  any  one  good  to  see  our  appetites  after 
the  sea  voyage.  We  were  much  too  old  travellers  to  wait  for  their  cere- 
monies, and  set  to  work  the  moment  we  sat  down,  leavine  all  the  speechifi- 
cation  to  the  Lord  Mayor  of  Bulloan  and  our  "  first  Lord,''  who,  however, 
made  short  wwk  of  it,  being  quite  as  ready  to  &11  to  as  any  of  us.  It 
seems  to  me  that  Frenchmen  don't  understand  this  sort  of  thing  nf^kAm 
The  eatables  are  good  enough,  I  won't  deny  that — 'specially  the  savoury 
mes — but,  they  never  give  you  time  enough  to  get  'em  down.  I  thought 
Kidney  would  have  choked  himself  trying  to  bolt  a  large  lump  of  dobe — 
something  made  of  turicey  and  tongue,  all  done  up  without  bones — for  just 
as  he'd  got  his  fork  into  it^  the  bell  rung,  and  everybody  made  a  rush  to  the 
''  convoy*'  to  get  the  best  places;  he  wasn't  one  to  let  go — ^he's  a  regular 
bulldog  for  tlukt — so  what  does  he  do^  but  whips  the  dobe  into  his  mouth 
just  as  it  was,  and  there  it  stuck,  and — something  like  *'  the  Baron"  who 
can't  take  his  seat  in  Parliameoi  and  won't  make  room  for  anybody 
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dioi.  ■wooMnridtorgDinBorconieoat  He  got  qaite  Uack  in  the  fine, 
•ad  I  began  to  think  there'd  soon  be  a  TAcmnt  gown  id  one  of  the  wsnfa^ 
idten  be  mede  n  defpenle  effiirt^  end  down  it  went.  Shaiplef  bust  out 
mAmsglntkgy  and  dapped  him  on  the  bade,  tellings  the  aMennen  not  te 
■ind  what  he'd  taken,  a»  it  was  only  ,/brveil  hmceL  Kidney  dadn*t  aeem 
te  seKah  the  joke;  but  there  wat  no  time  for  looking  g^om,  ae  the  efeeam 
^wae  whiaBDg,  and  the  Loid  Mayor  making  the  best  of  hie  way  to  the 


In  we  all  got  as  fittt  as  we  coeki,  some  of  'em  who  made  a  misfeafce  and 
get  into  the  wvoi^  camages  being  left  behind  to  come  on  how  they 
eoold,  bat  we  ^  bluee"  took  care  of  ouiselTes ;  wfacrerer  our  Lord  Mayor 
went  we  followed,  and  as  we  wers  the  first  people^  why,  of  ooorse,  erery^ 
body  made  way  fcv  us.  The  6at  place  we  stopped  at  waa  the  tkj  of 
Ameens,  where  there  was  another  turn-out  of  **  Nationab,"  besides  pnesis 
in  long  blade  petticoats  and  broad-brimmed  hats  turned  up  at  the  sides 
—the  Quaker*8  hats  are  fools  to  'em — and  plenty  of  pretty  women,  and 
young  ^'  polytechnics,*'  with  loog-tailed  coats  and  cocked-hats  and  swords 
by  their  sides,  looking  as  fierce  as  rats  with  their  whiskers  singed.  Here 
they  gave  ue  what  they  call  the  '*  Tanffdonner,"  which  ia  French  for 
**  the  loving-cup,"  only  instead  of  mulled  claret  it  was  champagne,  and 
while  we  were  drinking  of  it— out  of  tumblers^  yoo^l  obserre-— the  drums 
they  set  to  beating,  and  when  that  row  was  orer — and  a  predous  row 
Frendi  drums  can  make  when  they've  a  mind — the  Pre£^  of  Ameens 
jumps  on  his  legs  and  makes  some  sort  of  a  speech,  as  much  as  to  aay 
^  Tou*ie  wdcome  to  these  parts.**  Of  course  onr  **  first  Lord*'  had  to 
reply,  and  so  he  did,  telling  'em  we  were  very  happy  to  see  'em,  and 
tiien  the  band  struck  up  a  tnne,  **  Grod  save  the  Queen"  some  one  said  it 
was,  but  it  wasn't  much  like  the  one  we're  aecostomed  te  in  the  city. 
Sharpies  said  the  reason  of  the  diffisrenoe  was  owing  to  change  of  air. 

Off  we  went  again,  and  in  about  an  hour's  time  stoj^d  at  a  place 
they  call  Creel,  but  only  juet  long  enough  to  get  a  snaek.  There  were 
no  Fraffiee  nor  any  of  that  nonsense  here,  hot  only  a  batch  of  railway 
ollidali,  who  showed  ns  into  the  station,  where  we  helped  oorsdves  to 
hot  patties  and  glasses  of  brandy,  just  to  keep  the  wolf  out  of  oar 
stomachs;  and  after  that  we'd  no  more  stoppages — leastways  &at  I  know 
o^  for  I  fell  asleep  as  soon  ae  the  train  moved  off  again,  and  didn't  wake 
np  till  it  stopped  at  the  '<  Grar" — that's  the  **  station" — ^in  the  ibbug  Mount 
Marter. 

There's  some  pretty  good  long  counters  in  the  retail  line  in  the  city 
of  London,  and  a  goodish  amount  of  budness  is  done  over  'em  every 
day,  but  if  yon  were  to  put  all  the  eonnters  in  Lcmdon  on  to  each  other, 
and  pife  'em  up  with  goods  how  you  pleased,  yon  couldn't  come  nigh 
the  length  of  the  railway  counter  in  the  *^  Chur,**  nor  equal  the  nmnW 
of  bags  and  boxes  that  was  heaped  a-top  of  it.  This  was  our  baggage, 
and  such  a  scramble  to  get  at  one's  own  I  hope  I  may  never  have  again. 
I  was  hoarse  with  hoDering  to  the  stupid  fellers,  who  wouldn't  under- 
stand what  I  said  when  1  told  'em  what  I  wanted. 

^'Donny  moy  mong  box,"  said  I,  as  plain  as  I  could  speak,  ^'je 
TOoily  mong  bag!"  ^ 

But  I  might  as  well  have  talked  Dutch  or  anything  else;  for  as 
often  as  I  toM  'em,  they  at  me  again  with  somethmg  abwit  '^mal"  and 
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''sack,"  till  Sharj^fifl^  who  kept  dose  to  me,  and  is  up  to  a  thine  or  two, 
said  he'd  ^'Give  'em  the  sack  if  they  didn't  look  out,"  and  then  they 
began  to  tumble  over  the  things  in  eamest ;  and  at  last  I  disooyered 
my  identical  carpet-bag  and  portmanteau,  and  laid  hands  on  *em  '^  -with 
a  wiU,**  as  the  city  bargemaster  says,  when  he  sits  in  the  stem-sheets  on 
a  swanhopping  day,  and  gires  the  oarsmen  a  hint  that  it  would  be 
agreeable  to  bun  if  they'd  puU  a  little  harder.  As  soon  as  I'd  got  mxf 
things  I  left  Shaiples  to  look  out  for  himself  and  got  into  a  caniage 
provided  for  the  specials,  along  with  Grabb,  Moonshine,  and  Kidney, 
and  away  we  drove  through  the  streets  of  Paris  till  we  got  to  the  Hotel 
de  Wheel,  where,  after  a  hearty  meal  on  cold  fowl  imd  sassage—- my 
stomach  was  too  weak  to  take  anything  else — ^we  were  shown  to  our 
bedrooms,  and  turned  in  for  the  mght ;  not  sony,  /  can  tell  you,  to  be 
at  last  between  the  blankets. 


Chapter  III. 

THE  DINNXB  AND  COITOEBT  AT  THB  HOTEL  DE  VILLE. 

Wren  first  I  opened  my  eyes  next  morning  it  puzzled  me  to  make 
out  where  I  was,  the  room  was  so  large  and  hieh,  the  winders  so  queer, 
and  the  place  altogether  so  strange.  The  chairs,  or  *^  shays,"  as  the 
French  say — ^though  why  they  should  call  a  chair  a  shay  is  more  than  I 
can  tell— were  all  covered  with  red  velvet,  the  tables  had  marble  tops, 
and  the  floor  was  as  shiny  and  slippy  as  ice.  I  found  that  out  to  my 
cost,  for  the  very  first  step  I  took,  when  I  got  out  of  bed,  sent  me  slap 
on  my  back,  just  as  if  something  invisible  had  come  behind  and  tripped 
me  up ;  and  every  time  I  tried  to  get  on  my  legs  again  down  I  went  as 
flat  as  a  flounder. 

I  was  almost  afiraid  to  stir  after  this,  but  somehow  I  managed  to  shu£9e 
on  a  few  things  in  a  sitting  posture,  and  seeing  a  bell-rope  hanging  down 
by  the  bed  side,  I  crawled  towards  that,  and  gave  it  a  good  hard  tug, 
but  I  had  to  repeat  it  more  than  once  befine  anybody  came.  At  last  the 
door  was  opened,  and  «  man  in  a  short  linen  jacket  and  apron,  with  a 
pair  of  curhng-irons  in  his  hand,  made  his  appearance. 

''  Cur  deseery  voo^  musseer  ?"  says  he. 

*'  Help  me  up,"  says  I ;  '*  this  floor's  so  cussed  slippy  I  can't  keep  my 

The  man  stared  at  me  with  all  his  might,  and  then  shook  his  head. 

*'  Donny  maw  a  lift,"  says  I,  making  another  attempt  to  rise. 

He  appeared  to  understand  me  at  last,  for  he  put  down  his  curling- 
tongs,  and  came  and  hoisted  me  up. 

*'  Tomby  l"  says  I,  pointing  to  tne  floor. 

"Ah,  parky!'  says  he,  "wee,  wee,  tray  glissong." 

He  paused  a  moment,  as  if  to  consider,  and  then,  uttering  something 
that  sounded  like  ^'shareshy  pantoofles,"  rushed  out  of  the  room. 

Presently  he  came  back,  bringing  with  him  a  large  pair  of  list  slip- 
pers, which  he  flourished  over  his  head,  clapping  them  together  like « 
pair  of  <^mba]s.  He  Uien  went  down  on  his  knees,  thrust  them  on  my 
feet,  and  cried  out,  "Marshy,  marshy,  tray  bang,"  as  much  as  to  say. 
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*'  Tonll-  do  now."  I  was  able  to  walk  across  the  room,  and,  going 
to  my  portmanteau,  took  out  my  dressing  things. 

"  Jer  boEwong  mer  shavy,**  says  I;  "aroy  voo  any  hot  water?" 

*<  Freezy  ?**  says  he,  taking  up  his  tongs. 

"Freezy?— nojhotr 

The  man  pointed  to  my  head,  and  repeated  what  he*d  said  before.  I 
then  guessed  that  he  was  a  barber,  and  pulling  off  my  nightcap,  showed 
him  my  head,  which  is  as  smooth  as  a  saddle,  and  no  more  hair  on  it 
ihan  there  is  on  a  soup  ladle.  As  soon  as  he  saw  it  he  bust  out  laughing, 
and  I  took  up  a  razor  and  made  signs  with  it  as  if  I  was  shaving.  He 
sodded  his  nead  twice  or  three  times,  and  disappeared  again,  returning 
after  a  while  with  a  thing  like  a  work'us  coffee-pot,  (ull  of  hot  water, 
which  he  slapped  down  on  one  of  the  marble  tables,  grinning  like  a 
Cheshire  cat,  and  crying  out,  **  Voilar,  musseer !"  I  then  shaved,  and  he 
stood  by,  evidently  enjoying  the  sight.  How  long  he'd  have  stayed  is 
more  than  I  can  sinr — most  likely  till  I  was  quite  dressed — ^but,  *'  An- 
twong!  Antwong!  cridS  a  female  voice  on  the  staircase,  and  away 
whisks  the  barber  like  shot  out  of  a  shovel.  I  then  finished  my  '*  tylet," 
thinking  all  the  time  that  my  French  must  be  pretty  good  after  all, 
since  I'd  made  that  barber  understand  what  I  wanted. 

Ab  soon  as  I  was  dressed  I  had  another  pull  at  the  bell,  for  I  wanted 
my  breakfast.  This  tame  there  comes  a  man  dressed  all  in  black  except 
a  white  wescot,  with  his  shirt  collar  turned  over  a  black  satin  stock,  as 
spruce  as  if  he  belonged  to  the  London  Tavern.  *^  Dejuny,"  says  I,-— 
*^  Sweevy  maw,"  says  he, — and  down  stairs  he  goes,  and  me  after  him. 
He  led  the  way  through  all  manner  of  passages  until,  at  last,  he  stopped 
at  a  door  and  threw  it  wide  open,  standing  by  for  me  to  pass  him.  It 
was  a  large  **  sallong,"  where  ever  so  many  people  were  at  break&st. 
I  didn't  much  notice  who  they  were  till  I'd  taken  my  seat,  and  then  I 
found  I  was  right  opposite  our  Lord  Mayor. 

**  Morning,  my  liivd"  ssya  L 

**  What,  Clutterbuck !"  says  he,  looking  up  from  a  dish  of  mutton  cutlets 
that  seemed  to  be  disappearing  very  fast;  "  why,  how  came  you  here  ?" 

"Here!  my  Lord!     I  slept  here!" 

*^  The  dooseyou  did !  I  thought  none  but  my  sweet  was  invited  to 
the  Hotel  de  Wheel." 

"  Sweet  or  sour,"  replies  I,  '*  here  I  am,  and  here  I  mean  to  stay. 
Never  slept  better  in  all  my  life.  Ill  trouble  you,  my  Lord,  to  shove 
that  ham  my  way." 

The  "first  Lord"  opened  his  eyes  very  wide,  and  looked  as  if  he  was 
tiying  to  put  me  down ;  but  he  wasn't  Sir  Peter,  and  if  he  had  been  I'm 
not  Joseph  Ady,  so  I  fell  to  without  more  ado,  just  as  if  I'd  been  at  home 
at  Martingale  Villa,  and  his  Lordship  was  wide-awake  enough  to  see  that 
if  there  had  been  any  mistake  in  my  taking  up  my  quarters  at  the  Hotel 
de  Wheel,  the  best  way  was  to  say  nothing  about  it  What  do  they  call 
it  a  hotel  for,  I  should  like  to  know,  if  everybody  can't  use  it  whenever  he 
pleases  ?  One  sign's  as  good  as  another ; — what's  in  a  Wheel,  that  I 
shoul&'t  put  up  there  as  well  as  at  tJie  Spread  Eagle  or  the  Bull  and 
Mouth  ? 

When  breakfast  was  over,  the  Lord  Mayor  came  np  to  make  me 
a  sort  ci  apology  for  having  been  so  short,  explaining  that  the  Hotel 
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de  Wheel  wasn't  a  place  wbere  a  man  ooald  otder  hb  dinner  and  bed 
when  he  wanted  'em,  but  amweved  to  the  Mansion  House. 

'^Hows^erer,  QatteibaeV'  ^lys  his  Lordship  <' least  said's  soonest 
mended,  and  as  the  Water  Bailiff,  whom  I  meant  to  have  brooght  with 
me,  was  too  ill  to  come — he  hasn't  got  over  oar  last  whitebait  dinner-  at 
the  Trafalgar — why  70a  can  611  his  place." 

This  was  agreed  to,  and  I  took  the  title  of  "<  W.  B."  all  the  time  I  stayed 
in  Paris* 

We  then  said  we  should  like  to  have  a  look  at  the  sights,  and  half  a 
dosen  French  Internationals,  who  had  picked  up  aame  English  while  they 
ware  over  here,  yolonteered  to  show  us  about.  So  we  turned  out  in  a 
body,  and  at  it  we  want.  Some  took  one  way  and  some  another ;  but  I 
and  Gzabb  and  Moonshine  and  Kidney  kept  together.  The  first  tfaii^ 
they  showed  us  was  the  quays;  but  what'a  ^e  yalue  ef  quays  when  theve's 
no  shipping  ?  There  wasn't  so  much  as  a  lighter  to  be  seen  on  the  riveiv 
and  the  washerwomen  seemed  to  be  the  only  people  that  made  any  use 
of  the  water ;  then  they  were^  in  long  floating  houses  moored  at  each 
end,  leaning  orer  the  sides,  and  dipping  and  spUtthing,  and  battering  and 
SBnibbing,  and  making  each  a  hoUabaloo  that  one  would  have  thought 
the  Frenchmen  had  only  got  one  shirt  apiece,  and  were  waiting  at  home 
to  put  it  on.  Talk  of  liouaes  !  why  the  Lnpregnables  at  AlbertGate  are 
nodnng  to  'em  for  hdght!  There  they  go  diooting  up  to  the  sky/  one 
story  after  another,  till  it  cracks  your  backbone  to  look  up  at  'em.  I 
eotmted  ten  stofys  in  one  bouse,  that  went  tiqpering  off  till  at  last  there 
was  only  one  room  left,  and  in  fixmt  of  it  there  sat  a  man  in  a  blue 
smockfrock,  in  a  sort  of  garden  full  of  bird-cages,  singing  with  all  his 
might,  as  if  he'd  got  die  grandest  yoioe  in  Paris,  and  wanted  everybody 
to  hear  it  "  TIm  Paris  people  must  be  fond  of  children,'*  thought  ^  as  I 
glanced  my  eye  along  the  quay  where  we  stood,  for  on  the  front  of  every 
third  house  was  a  picture  representing  a  new-bom  infiuit  in  long  dothes^ 
being  dandled  bv  a  stout  lady  in  hat  and  feathers,  as  if  she  was  most  un- 
common ibnd  of  it.  These  pictures  had  all  of  'em  got  somebody's  name 
written  underneath,  with  the  words  ^'  suge  femme"  af^  it  From  the 
quay  we  crossed  over  to  the  church  of  Noter  Dam,  and  saw  the  Hotel 
Doo— a  petfeet  '^do,"  as  Sharpies  said,  who  joined  us  on  the  qpot,  for 
it's  not  a  hotel  but  a  hospital.  Then  we  went  to  the  Palley  de  Justice^ 
which  is  the  French  Old  Bailey,  where  the  judges  wear  square  caps,  like 
our  painters  and  glaziers,  only  they're  black;  then  we  looked  into  the 
Scent  Chapel,  built  by  one  of  the  King  Looeys,  so  called,  I  suppose,  on 
account  of  the  smell,  whidi  made  me  sneeae  a  good  desl  directly  I  went 
in.  After  that  we  went  to  the  Moig,  the  Paris  dead-house^  where  they 
lay  out  the  fellers  that  drown  and  fix  themselves  with  charcoal,  for 
everybody  to  look  at,  and  daim  if  they  know  'em :  they  hang  their 
clothes  beside  'em,  and  when  one  sees  how  the  common  people  aien  in 
Paris,  it  wouldn't  surprise  me  if  I  was  told  that  the  bodies  was  claimed 
on  account  of  the  dothes.  As  soon  as  we'd  done  with  this  part  of  the 
town,  we  crossed  the  Pone  Noo^  and  made  for  the  Loover,  and  the 
Tooleries,  and  the  Bullvards,  and  I  don't  know  where  all,  for  I  can't 
remember  half  we  saw;  and  everywhere  we  went  there  was  great  posters 
OB  the  walla,  in  all  sorts  of  colours,  announcing  the  difforent  Feats  that 
was  to  be  given  in  honour  of  us.    While  we  were  looking  at  some  of  these 


The  Great  Paris  FSiei.  17 


hShf  die  Lord  Major  paawd  us  in  Us.  state  coach  oq  bis  way  to  tha 
AsKBCklAy,  and  it  wotdd  haira  done  aa jbod/t  heart  good  to  see  how  the 
Fnndi  pec^le  ran  after  him,  and  how  ibe  gammons  of  Paris — ihatfs  the 
hojs — shonted  oat,  **  Veere  noter  graod-mttre,"  which  Sharpies  told  me^ 
thoogfa  I  dare  aaj  he  was  qmziing,  means  "  Long  live  my  grandmother!" 
In  tihos  manner,  with  (me  tlui^  and  another,  we  made  oat  the  day  ▼ery 
weU  till  it  was  time  to  go  and£«ssfor  the  banquet  at  the  Hotel  de  Whee( 
whidi  was  to  be  the  beginning  of  oar  festiyities. 

Half-past  six  was  the  boor  named  on  the  billies  for  setting  down  to 
dioDCi^  and  ready  enoogfa  I  was  when  the  time  came;  but  the  Fr^^ 
of  the  Sane  kept  as  waiting  a  fall  quarter  c£  an  boor,  which,  I  must 
sar,  wasn't  the  tidLet,  seeing  that  we  badn^t  had  anything  that  could  be 
called  a  dinner  since  we  left  homeu  At  last,  as  Giabb  and  Kidney  was 
beginning  to  gramble,  he  arriTed,  and,  taUng  the  Lord  Mayor  by  the 
arm,  led  the  way  into  the  Gnmd  Sal,  where  the  banquet  was  served.  I 
tiiong^  when  I  first  went,  in  that  the  lights  would  hare  pot  my  eyes  out^ 
there  was  so  many  of  'em  in  the  diandcSaers  that  hung£n>m  the  ceiling— 
a  matter  of  three  thousand  wax  candles  which,  as  Alderman  Dip  said, 
must  have  cost  a  tremendoas  sight.  Nothing  can  be  done  in  France  with^ 
out  flags,  and  in  this  Sal  there  must  have  been  a  flag  for  evexy  man  to  eat 
imder — a  much  pleasanter  lUng  than  fighting.  VFho  the  people  were, 
besides  oar  nobs,  it's  quite  beyond  me  to  say,  except  as  to  a  few  that  was 
|Mnted  out^ — sndi  as  Monnseer  Carrybaldhead,  the  Pope's  Nunsher — 
Longtin,  the  Pieadent  of  the  Municipals — Call-here,  the  head  of  the 
police  (answers  to  Danid  Whittle) — Doopin,  the  French  Speaker — 
Marshal  Excellent — Creneral  Magnum — Hiuiycai  de  Tory,  one  ci  the 
Freuch  Commisaioners — and  Monnseer  Cockroach,  the  Minister  for  Foreign 
Affidrs.  The  IVesidong  of  the  Public  wasn't  present,  but  his  bust  was,  and, 
as  ererybody  praises  him  for  doing  nothing,  he  couldn't  have  had  a  better 
lepieseatatiTe. 

Next  to  the  dinner  itself  the  number  of  semmts  most  astonidbed  me ; 
there  was  cme  behind  almost  ereiy  chair,  and  our  '<  first  Lord"  wasn't  con- 
tent with  that,  but  had  three  w  his  own,  in  their  state  liveries,  to  wait 
upon  him.  I  should  say  the  French  had  never  seen  such  fine  fellows  be- 
fore, for  they  scarcely  took  their  eyes  off  'em.  But  the  dinner  was  the 
thing.  I  got  a  French  gent  who  sat  on  my  right  to  read  the  bill  of  fare 
to  me  whole  I  was  eating,  and  he  kept  telHn^  me  all  the  best  dishes, 
seemingly  as  pleased  as  Pmich  to  see  how  I  pitched  in.  Til  just  mention, 
as  well  as  I  can  recollect,  what  I  partook  o£  I  began  with  soup,  of 
course — not  so  good  as  ours — not  tmck  enough — ^piroperly  speaking,  your 
sptxxk  should  stand  upright  in  it — ^however,  it  wasn't  bad,  though  it  didn't 
sti^  to  the  ribs  like  tmHe  or  ox-taiL  Then  I  had  a  platefiil  of  Dutch 
torbot — another  of  salmon  dressed  with  salad — three  or  four  young  wild- 
boar  ^ops,  capital  ihej  were — some  fillies  of  fowl,  the  Frendi  oiill  'em 
supreme,  and  tiiey're  iJbout  right — a  dish  of  things  tasting  all  game  and 
gravy,  just  large  enough  to  pot  in  your  mouth  and  let  em  meh  there, 
called  **  busheys"  on  tliAt  account,  I  wish  Mrs.  ChttterbudL  had  the  receipt 
— something  eke  that  he  said  was  ^'  Kremouskies,"  I  never  heard  tell  of 
them  before,  but  they  was  uncommon  nice,  and  I  helped  myself  three  times 
— half  a  doien  qnaib  roasted  in  vine  leaves,  ate  'em  bones  and  leaves  and 
all — the  wings  and  breast  of  a  turkey  poult,  or  *^  ding-dong-o,"  crammed 
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with  troofles — ^a  slice  or  two  of  roast  beef,  jnst  to  see  how  French  roast 
beef  tasted,  and  'twasn't  bad,  but  then  I  heard  the  ox  was  a  Hereford-^ 
a  cut  of  Westphalia  ham  done  up  in  jelly, — and  some  of  the  primest 
venison  I  think  I  ever  set  my  teeth  into,  with  lots  of  fat  four  inches  deep. 
These  was  the  solids, — ^now  fi>r  the  sweets  :  first  I  had  a  Roosnan  Char« 
lotte,  put  me  in  mind  of  Charlotte  at  Joe's,  only  this  was  a  good  deal  colder 


than  her — then  followed  maccarony  timbles — green  flagelets,  quite  a  new 
kind  of  thing — vanille  cream— cabinet  puddings— and  a  parcel  of  haw^ 
doovers,  such  as  lobsters*  daws,  gooseliver  pie,  prawns,  anchovies,  and 
pickled  "  tongs,**  which  last  ate  very  like  stuigeon.  Then  for  the  drink- 
mg, — there  was  three  bottles  of  champagne  before  every  knife  and  fork, 
to  begin  with, — Sherry  and  Madeira,  and  Romany  and  Margo,  and  the 
doose  knows  how  many  more;  but  when  we  came  to  the  cheese,  I  must  say 
one  thing  was  left  out  that  certainly  ought  to  have  been  there.  It  wiU 
hardly  be  believed  that  there  wasn't  a  glass  of  port  wine  to  be  had, — and 
the  cheese — RockfSaw's  the  name  of  it — wanted  something  to  make  it  ga 
down,  for  it  was  higher  than  I'd  been  used  to,  though  I  like  a  thing  that's 

famey ;  I  was  obliged,  therefore,  to  content  mysdf  with  brandy.     If  I 
ad  time  I  could  say  a  good  deal  more  about  this  dinner,  but  I  must  get 
on  with  what  followed. 

As  soon  as  the  dessert  was  put  on  the  table,  without  any  ''Non 
nobis"  or  grace  of  any  kind,  up  gets  the  FieSy  of  the  Sane  and  pro'^ 
poses  the  health  of  the  Presidong  of  the  French  Public,  after  which  ho 
makes  a  bow  to  the  Presidong's  bust  in  fix>nt  of  him,  and  then  he 
gave  ''The  noble  guests  of  the  city  of  Paris,"  meaning  our  noble 
selves.  Lord  Granville,  who's  got  what  I  call  a  tcmeue  in  his  head, 
g^ve  him  a  reply  in  oar  names;  but  as  he  spoke  French  just 
the  same  as  the  natives,  I  didn't  quite  understand  what  he  said,  and 
there  was  a  many  more  of  us  in  the  same  predicament;  but  it  told 
tremendous,  and  was  the  speech  of  the  evening.  Mounseer  Longtin 
spoke  next,  and  toasted  the  Corporation  of  London  ;  and  then  the  Lord 
Mayor  put  the  finish  to  it  in  his  speech,  which,  for  a  private  reason  of 
his  own,  was  delivered  in  English.  The  Frenchmen  thought  it  was  all 
over  when  the  Lord  Mayor  set  down,  but  they  was  mistaken;  for  then  I 
riz,  and,  giving  the  signal,  up  we  all  got,  and  gave  'em  three  times  three 
in  the  English  fashion,  till  we  made  the  walls  of  the  Hotel  de  Wheel 
ring  again.  When  this  was  done  with,  we  made  a  move  for  the  drawing* 
rooms,  which  we  found  filled  with  ladies  and  gents  who  hadn't  been  to 
the  dinner  on  account  of  the  number  of  invites.  There  were  as  many 
there  as  would  have  filled  Guildhall  twice  over,  and  I  met  fif^ — ay, 
perhaps  a  hundred— of  our  city  people;  some  with  their  wives,  some 
with  their  daughters,  and  some,  like  me,  luckily,  with  neither.  I  never 
saw  such  a  swell  as  Alderman  Clinker  had  made  himself.  He  lost  his 
lugg*^  altogether,  and  as  there  wasn't  time  to  fig  him  out  in  a  new 
suit — he's  so  big  he  takes  an  acre  of  broad  cloth  to  cover  him — he'd 
been  pereuaded  to  hire  a  dress  from  a  masquerade  ware'us  that  was  made 
for  Looey  the  Eighteenth,  and  hasn't  often  been  worn,  few  Frenchmen 
being  fat  enough  to  fill  it.  He  seemed  amazing  proud  of  the  royal 
tights,  and  showed  as  fine  a  pair  of  Mollies — that's  calves— as  ever 
shook  on  a  footboard.     Little  Bullock  and  his  wife  had  got  there  among 
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the  rest,  aod  he*d  a  long  story  to  tell  about  being  sbut  up  in  a  luggage-* 
tan  and  nearly  smothered ;  but  I  was  obliged  to  cut  him  short,  on 
account  of  the  amusements  that  was  going  on.  One  was  a  play  of  some- 
body's of  the  name  of  MoUjer,  but  I  fell  asleep  directly  it  begun,  and 
didn't  wake  up  tiU  it  was  oyer ;  so  what  it  was  about  I  can't  pretend  to 
say.  The  entertainments  finished  with  a  concert ;  but,  except  norns  and 
drums,  Fm  not  fond  of  music,  so  I  stole  away  as  soon  as  I  oould,  and 
long  before  they'd  done  I  was  snoring  on  my  pillar. 

CBArrsB  lY. 

THE  OBANDE8  EAUX  AT  YEBSAILLBS — ^THE  FETE  AT  ST.  CLOUD  :  LORD 
NOBMAITBT's  BECEPTION,  the  GBAlfD  BALL,  AND  THE  GREAT  BBYIEW. 

As  nothing  disagrees  with  me  in  the  way  of  eating  and  drinking, 
provided  its  good  of  its  kind,  and  I  get  enough  of  it,  I  was  as  fresh  as  a 
iaik  next  momiug,  and  ready  for  anything.  This  was  the  day  for  the 
*^  Granzo"  at  Wersales,  and  at  breamst  we  made  up  a  party  to  go 
together ;  but  as  the  waters  wasn't  to  play  till  the  afternoon  there  was 
plenty  of  time  for  other  things  before  then ;  and,  being  Sunday,  Moon- 
shine, Grabb,  little  Whipcord,  and  your  humble  servant,  thought  we*d 
go  to  church  first.  So  we  told  our  Commissioner  to  get  us  a  citt^'deetp-^ 
that's  a  cab — and  drive  to  the  best  church  in  Paris :  he  took  us  to  the 
Magdalen  on  the  fiullvard,  out  and  out  the  splendidest  place  I  ever  saw 
—very  different  from  our  Magdalen  over  by  the  Surrey, — but  as  to  its 
being  a  church,  there  wasn't  no  signs  of  such  a  thing.  It  was  all  pic- 
tors,  and  coloured  glass,  and  gold  and  silver,  and  not  feeling  over-corn- 
fi>rtable  at  being  there  on  a  Sunday  morning,  we  told  the  Commissioner 
it  wouldn't  do,  and  asked  him  to  show  us  to  another.  We  then  went 
down  to  St  Rock,  but  had  some  difficulty  in  persuading  Alderman 
Criabbs  to  go  in, — ^he  didn't  like  the  name,  as  it  put  him  in  mind  of 
somebody  he's  not  over-fond  of, — but  he  was  repaid  for  doing  so,  for  we 
heard  a  French  sermon,  a  thing  I  should  never  nave  believed  if  anybody 
had  oome  home  and  told  me,  being  of  opinion  that  preaching  sermons 
ain't  much  in  their  line. 

When  the  service  was  over,  as  there  was  time  to  spare,  we  thought 
we'd  do  the  polite  thing,  and  make  a  few  calls  on  some  of  the  gents  as 
dined  at  the  Hotel  de  Wheel ;  and  having  brought  lots  of  cards  with  us 
we  sowed  'em  about  pretty  diickly  at  the  *<  Presidong's,"  our  Ambassa- 
dor's, and  such  of  the  Ministers'  hotels  as  lay  within  reach.  I  found  oat 
afterwards  that  I'd  been  leaving  my  shop  cards  instead  of  my  private 
ones,  having  forgot  to  put  my  spectacles  in  my  pocket,  and  not  seeing  the 
difference.  However,  perhaps  it  won't  do  me  any  harm  in  the  end,  as 
Looey  Napoleon  and  me  rest  of  'em  will  know  where  to  apply  when 
liiey  want  a  nice  bit  of  pigskin.  Why,  there's  the  Lord  Mayor  himself 
has  done  a  good  stroke  of  business  by  letting  'em  know  he's  professional; 
if  the  French  hadn't  heard  that  he  was  a  commissary  preezer — a  reg'lar 
knock  'em  down — they'd  never  have  employed  him  to  sell  off  their  Exhi- 
bition goods,  as  I'm  told  they  have !  * 

As  soon  as  this  job  was  over  we  drove  to  the  station,  and  took  the  rail 
to  Wersales.  Carriages  was  ready  there  to  convey  us  up  to  the  Palace 
— ^the  biggest  I  should  say  m  all  the  world.    Why,  you  could  put  Buck- 
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ingluun  HooBe,  new  £n>nt  tnd  all,  into  ifae  ooor^rard  mmie  the  grill  at 
Wevsales,  and  not  stop  the  way  ndther.  I  needn't  tdl  anybody  that 
there's  no  king  liyes  there  now — ^dieyVe  made  a  Mewrf  of  it»  and 
crammed  it  full  of  pictnies :  there's  acres  of  'em,  and  there  s  need  to  be, 
to  represent  all  the  battles  the  French  hare  fit;  for  if  ever  these  was  a 
nation  of  wild  cats  their  sogers  is  that.     J£  we  hadn't  been  took  into  « 

rivate  salong  and  had  some  refreshment  I  dunk  I  dioukl  hove  dropped, 
was  so  tired  of  looking  at  all  their  scrimmages;  hot  the  French  are 
never  tired  of  looking  at  'em — not  they.  Talk  about  fighting,  and  say 
anything  but  '*  Waterloo,"  and  you'll  hear  enough  about  the  grand 
monarch  and  Napoleon  to  last  you  all  your  life. 

I  mentioned,  when  first  I  begun  to  write  this  aoooont,  that  the  waters 
was  to  begin  playing  at  three  o'clock.  They  didn't  ihongh,  and  ihere 
we  set  for  two  hours  on  the  turf  slope  round  the  principal  fountain, 
without  so  much  as  a  bubble  stirring.  The  little  'uns  scattered  about 
the  garden  spouted  &8t  enough ;  but  such  as  them  can  be  seen  any  day 
at  Hampton  Court.  What  we  wanted,  was  to  see  the  big  feller  they 
call  Neptune  at  it  It  seems  that  the  Lord  Mayor  had  miased  his  way 
somehow — come  down  by  one  rail  and  gone  back  again  to  Fans  by 
another  before  he  found  out  his  mistake^  and  tiaen  had  to  make  a  finesh 
departure ;  and  the  Preffy  of  the  Sane  wouldn't  let  the  main  be  turned 
on  till  his  Lordship  came.  K  I'd  been  water-bailiff  in  earnest,  and  had 
the  key  of  the  plug,  there  shouldn't  have  been  no  waiting.  However,  at 
last  my  Lord  made  his  appearance,  the  signal  was  given,  and  splash  went 
the  water  from  five  hundred  places  at  once,  fizang  up  and  ^Kmting 
across,  and  gushing  out  right  and  left,  as  if  a  million  of  bottled  rainbows 
had  been  let  loose,  or  a  sea  of  soda-water  suddenly  set  flying  in  all 
directions.  Several  of  the  ladies  ^o  went  too  near,  and  weren't  pre- 
pared for  a  daift  of  wind,  got  tolerably  well  sprinkled;  Mrs.  Deputy 
BnUock's  blue  bonnet  and  yellow  feathers  came  in  for  a  good  sousings, 
and,  to  judge  by  the  redness  of  her  face,  I'd  radier  not  have  been  Mr.  B. 
for  the  rest  of  ue  evening,  though,  poor  feller,  he  wasn't  to  blame  thai  I 
oonld  see.  I  fimcy  I  caught  a  ^mpse  of  the  French  lady  and  gent — 
my  companions  on  the  rail — but  if  it  was  them  I  missed  'em  in  the 
crowd.  The  disappointment,  however,  didn't  take  away  my  i^petite ; 
and  if  ever  a  Frenchman  wanted  to  see  how  a  City  of  Loudon  party 
could  say  ditto  to  yesterday's  feed,  he  need  only  have  gone  to  the  Hotel 
Besierwaw,  in  the  town  of  Wersales,  after  the  '*  Granxo"  was  over,  and 
he'd  have  been  satisfied.  Savage,  the  M.P.,  who's  a  dab  at  French, 
ordered  dinner ;  and  as  he  always  wears  the  red  ribbon  in  his  button- 
hole  that  was  given  him  by  Looey  Philip,  the  waiters  took  him  for  one 
of  theirselves,  and  let  us  want  for  nothing ;  not  that  we  didn't  pay  for 
what  we  had,  and  pretty  handsomely  too,  but  everything  was  of  the  best, 
particularly  the  drmk,  tor  which  I  strondy  recommend  that  house  to  any 
one  that's  fond  of  Burgundy.     Moonsmne  and  Kidney  complained  a£ 

Slitting  headaches  next  day ;  but  as  they  ctiuldn't  keep  from  singing  all 
e  way  to  Paris,  it  was  more  likely  their  own  voices  disagreed  witii  'em 
than  any  ftfblt  of  the  wine. 

Amongst  the  new  lollies  that  had  been  sent  to  us  since  we  arrived,  was 
cards  of  invite  from  the  Presidong  of  the  Public  himself,  to  see  the 
diatto  and  gardens  of  Saint  Ck>o.     This  was  on  Monday ;  and  Moon- 
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■Um^iAo  told  IIS  lie  wasIuHid-aad^ovewkh  iMoeyT^mpdecmjTeaoVmg 
io  ^  tin  eoR«el  tkuig^  hizcd  a  Gttnriage  aiid 

ivkidi  1m  filled  inode  and  ovt  wMi  as  sany  as  h  would  liold,  and  to 
Utiat  doo  wa  weni,  aB  the  Pluif  gammoBS  noorajing  like  mad  as  the 
poatilieaa  etaeked  their  long  wlnps  and  we  idio'ved  our  heads  out  of  the 
windeia  If  the  people  at  Saint  Cloo  didn't  make  sock  a  row  as  the 
gammons^  they  was  quite  as  mack  on  the  kee  wee  to  see  us  when  we 
afighted  at  the  gates  of  the  shatto;  and  for  the  matter  of  tiiat,  we  was 
eonalljr  on  the  A«e  vee  to  see  them.  There  were  thousands  of  hofidar- 
fcilk  throngine  into  the  park,  laughing  and  talking  as  if  they  were  the 
haf^st  people  on  the  me  of  die  earth,  as  I  dare  say  they  would  be  if 
there  weren't  no  demmycrats  nor  newspapers.  Give  tne  French  plenty 
of  feats  aad  fireworks^  and  3ron  may  ride  'em  without  a  cmh. 

The  inside  of  the  shatto  of  Saint  Cloo  is  a  wonderful  place.  There^ 
the  state  bed  that  old  Nap  shared  betwixt  his  two  wives,  being  much  too 
fine  to  think  of  sleeping  in  by  himself  whidi  was  the  reason  why  he 
named  again.  Tlien  there's  the  gallery  of  ApoHer,  where  Boney's  last 
marriage  took  plaee,  and  "little  Joey"  (Napoleon)  was  diristened ;  the 
udang  of  Mars,  all  filled  with  Heathen  Gods  and  Goddesses — ^most  of 
'era  in  their  buff;  the  salong  of  Looey  Says,  tnnied  into  a  bUliard-room, 
asid  hung  with  patdhworic,  representing  Mary  de  Medkine  and  her 
Court;  and  the  salonp  de  Jew^  which  Alderman  Moses,  who  was  of  our 
party,  thought  yery  handsome,  and  meant  as  a  perBonal  compliment.  It 
took  us  a  good  two  hours  to  go  through  these  rooms ;  the  heat  of  'em 
was  stifling,  and  ^ad  I  was  men  we  got  into  the  gardens  and  spied  the 
lefireshment-tables  laid  out  in  the  building  where  tiaey  keep  their  potted 
oiai^;e»trees  in  the  winter.  Kidney  and  Giabb  and  I  made  a  rush  at 
the  glass  doors  the  moment  we  saw  ^em,  but  the  doose  a  bit  ooukL  we  get 
any  lurdier ;  they  was  bolted  inside,  and  was  to  be  till  all  the  company 
Ind  assembled,  so  we  were  forced  to  promenade  about  and  fill  our  eyes  if 
we  couldn't  our  bellies.  There  certainly  was  ereiybody  to  be  seen,  as 
was  anybody — prime  ministers,  opera-dancen^  representalxyes  of  the 
people^  and  mountebanks  of  all  sorts  in  every  kind  of  dress  that  eysr 
was  thought  of.  Some  of  the  rummiest  of  ihe  lot  was  the  soger-officers, 
who  looked  as  if  they  would  bust  out  of  their  scarlet  breeches,  they  was 
so  fikt  and  active.  I  was  in  plain  clothes ;  but  if  Fd  known  that  so  many 
mifitaxy  men  would  haye  been  at  Saint  Cloo^  I  should  hare  turned  out  in 
the  tights  and  hessians  of  the  S.  L.  O. ;  however,  I  didn't  forget  'em 
afterwards. 

fiut  although  Fd  been  in  France  a  matter  of  three  days,  I  hadn't  yet 
seen  the  FresidcHig  of  the  Public,  and  I  says  to  myself,  '^  My  fine  fellow,  if 
you  went  about  as  much  as  our  little  Queen  does,  I  diould  have  seen  you 
afixre  now ;"  for  it's  not  our  custom  in  England — ^let  alone  in  the  city — 
not  to  make  use  of  our  eyes  and  dbers  when  we  can  have  a  stare 
at  royalty*  Just,  however,  as  it  was  striking  three  by  the  clock  of  the 
shatto,  I  neard  the  word  "  Preridong"  flying  mm  mouth  to  mouth ;  and, 
vpeetting  little  Whipcord,  who  got  right  in  my  way,  I  made  a  drive  at 
tfie  spot  where  I  was  told  he  was.  I  expected  to  hay^seen  him  on 
Ahorseback,  covered  all  over  with  ribbons  and  cromes;  but  there  he  was 
dressed  in  black,  as  you  or  I  might  be,  walking  along  with  a  lady  on  his 
am,  and  bowing  to  every  one  as  aflhble  as  you  please.    I  took  a  good 
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look  at  him,  that  I  might  tell  my  gals,  when  I  got  back,  what  he  waa 
like,  and  didn't  pay  much  attention  to  the  lady.  But  she;  hiqipening  to 
turn  her  head,  completely  flabbei^asted  me,  for  who  should  it  be  but  the 
identical  lady  that  was  in  the  same  carriage  with  me  coming  from  London 
to  Folkestone  1  A  stuck  pig  was  a  fool  to  me  on  the  occasion.  You 
might  have  knocked  me  down  with  a  feather.  '^Where's  her  ammy 
now  V*  says  I  to  myself,  as  soon  as  I  could  think.  And  when  I  lodced 
again,  there  he  was,  walking  behind  the  Presidone,  in  a  fine  military 
uniform,  covered  with  stars  and  garters,  and  a  sworc^  six  feet  long,  undor 
his  arml 

''Who's  that?"'  says  I  to  a  Frenchman  beside  me,  pointing  to  the 
officer. 

''  General  Somebody,"  says  he.  I  couldn't  catch  the  name  for  the  life 
of  me. 

<<  And  that  there  lady  ?" 

''  Oh,  that's  Madam  his  feunm.*' 

"  His  '  famm !'  Why,  that  means  his  wife  !  Blest  if  I  haven't  been 
making  love  to  a  Frendi  general's  wife,  and  he  sitting  beside  her.  Ill 
make  myself  scarce  !*' 

And  so  I  did,  as  quickly  as  I  could,  without  turning  round  to  look  at 
the  Pl«sidong  or  any  one  else ;  and  I  don't  mind  saying  that  my  feelings 
was  anything  but  agreeable  as  I  was  cutting  away,  and  thinking  eveiy 
minute  that  two  or  three  inches  of  cold  steel  was  probably  dose  to  my 
hin4  quarters.  You  might  have  wrung  me  out  by  the  time  I  had  fairly 
pushed  through  the  crowd,  and  got  safe  on  the  other  side. 

I  was  rather  done  up  with  thinking  of  my  narrow  escape,  and  was  obliged 
to  set  down  for  some  time  before  I  could  recover  myseLP,  and  before  I  got 
up  I  took  a  private  oath  that  1  would  not  think  of  any  woman  but  l&jn. 
Clutterbuck  as  long  as  I  stayed  in  France.  While  I  was  a  setting  still, 
Sharpies  came  up;  he'd  been  wondering  where  I  was,  and,  catching 
hold  of  my  arm,  he  lugged  me  along  to  the  orange-house,  where,  he  said, 
the  grubbing  was  going  to  begin.  This  put  some  sperrit  in  me,  and  I 
viras  soon  well  up  with  the  foremost.  It  wasn't  an  easy  matter  to  get 
through  the  doorway,  but  Sharpies  and  I  did  it,  and  there  was  the  bufi^ 
before  us.  As  luck  would  have  it,  we  got  into  the  first  row,  and  out  of 
that  I  wouldn't  budge,  in  spite  of  all  the  elbering,  and  kicking,  and 
screaming  that  was  going  on  all  round  me.  My  plan  was  this :  I  held 
on  to  my  plate  and  glass  with  one  hand,  while  I  dug  my  knife  or  fork,  as 
it  might  be,  into  the  nearest  thing  I  saw,  and  into  that  I  pegged,  drink- 
ing wine  with  myself,  and  taking  care  of  myself  just  as  everybody  elae 
was  doing  that  wanted  you  to  help  them.  Sharpies  was  fool  enough  to 
listen  to  some  request  for  a  g^ass  of  champagne,  and  the  moment  he  did 
so,  a  French  colonel  seized  his  plate  and  glass,  and  all  that  was  on  and  in 
it,  and  before  he  could  turn  round  again,  the  patty,  and  tongue,  and  wine 
was  down  the  Frenchman's  throat.  One  feller  tried  it  on  with  me :  ^<  If 
you  pleeeese  Saar ! — paarmeet  me, — oon  damm  T'  But  I  was  up  to  a 
thing  or  two,  and  d — d  him  in  return,  without  looking  round.  At  last 
the  squeezing  became  so  tremendous  that  I  thought  the  bu£^  must  have 
given  way,  and,  having  eat  as  much  as  I  could,  I  gave  my  place  to  Mm 
Bullock,  who  told  me  she  was  mad  for  something  to  drink, — and  when 
she  got  it  she  was  madder  still,  for  about  half  an  hour  afterwards  I  saw  hfir 
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Idddxig  up  her  haeb  under  the  trees,  dancbg  a  gtdlop  with  a  Fienck  ofl^ 
and  rming  along  aa  hard  aa  she  could  p^  I  dian't  dance  myself,  as  it 
don't  suit  me  after  a  meal,  but  I  sat  down  on  the  gxass  and  looKed  at  'em 
whiaking  and  whirling  about,  and  that,  perhaps,  was  the  pleasantest  part 
of  the  day's  entertunment,  for  Alderman  Grabb  had  man^;ed  to  get  hold 
•of  three  or  four  bottles  of  Sillyrj,  and  silly  enough  we  made  'em  before 
we'd  done.    That  put  an  end  to  Monday. 

On  Tuesday  we  had  a  turn-out  of  a  diSiairent  kind.  Lord  Normandy 
gave  what  they  call  a  "reception''  in  his  garden.  None  of  the  raffs 
was  there,  but  only  us  and  the  alUeij  and  so  we  got  a  capital  lunch 
without  any  scrowging,  and  some  of  us  was  introduc^  to  the  rresidong, 
who  hadn't  anybody  on  his  arm  this  time,  and  wasn't  foUered  by  that 
general  officer. 

We  did  it  ibis  way — ^for  Lord  Normandy  said  he  couldn't — ^'twasn't 
the  ticket :  Moonshine,  who's  an  optician,  and  a  politician  into  the  bar- 
sain,  had  made  a  telescope  for  Looey  Napoleon-^that  he  might  carxy 
it  about  like  his  undo — and  the  Presiaong  shook  hands  with  him  ;  and 
then  Mo(Mishine^  giving  us  the  office,  introduced  Clinker,  and  Clinker 
introduced  Kidney,  and  Kidney  me,  and  me  Sharpies,  and  so  on,  till  all 
our  set  was  quite  ftmiliar  with  his  royal  highness,  and  was  begmning  to 
4xmyene  with  him,  when  he  was  suddenly  called  away  by  affiurs  of  state, 
and  couldn't  be  introduced  to  any  more.  This  was  a  msappointment  to 
A  good  many,  and  especialiy  to  Mrs.  Bullock,  who  came  bustling  up  as 
soon  as  she  saw  me  talking  to  his  royal  highness ;  but  I  kept  my  eyes  off 
her,  though  I  felt  her  shan>  elber  in  the  small  of  my  back,  nudgine  me 
to  turn  round  and  present  her.  "  No,  no^"  thinks  I,  ^*  you  sha'n't  haye 
•that  crow  oyer  Mrs.  Clutterbuck  and  the  gals— it's  bad  enough  as  it  is ;" 
and  when  once  I'ye  made  up  my  mind  not  to  be  moyed,  why  nothing 
atirs  me.     That's  what  I  call  firmness. 

As  I  wanted  to  keep  myself  light  and  aiiy  for  the  ball  that  night  at 
the  Hotel  de  Wheel,  I  dimi't  accept  no  invitation  to  dinner  from  any  of 
the  ministers  or  ambassadorB,  wluch  I  might  haye  done  if  I'd  liked,  for 
it  was  open  house  with  'em  all,  and  who  should  haye  the  city  gents ;  so 
a  few  of  us  did  a  priyate  little  thinfl^  in  the  Pally  Royal,  at  the  "  Fro- 
Tanso,"  as  the  best  restorong  is  caned.  The  disnes  are  mostly  dressed 
with  t2e,  and  that  makes  'em  slip  down  easy,  so  that  you  may  swaller  a 
good  deal  before  you  actually  find  out  you'ye  been  eating  at  aJL 

The  ball  turned  out  a  stunner,  as  i  expected  it  would,  for  I  noticed 
at  different  times  Mounseer  Sheyy3r's  people  going  in  and  out  of  the 
Hotel  de  Wheel  all  the  day ;  it  was  him  tluit  supphed  the  dinner  on  the 
Saturday,  and  whateyer  he's  got  to  do  he  takes  care  and  does  it  perfect. 
It  was  a  comfort  to  look  into  his  shop-winder,  as  I  did  on  my  way  to 
•the  Froyanso,  and  to  think  that  in  a  few  hours'  time  I  should  be  at 
aiqiper,  walkiog  into  everything  I  saw  there. 

People  of  fashion  don't  go  so  late  to  parties  in  Paris  as  they  do  in 
London,  and  by  nine  o'clock  the  Hotel  de  Wheel  was  as  full  as  it  could 
hold, — leastways  the  rooms  fitted  up  for  the  ball.  I  got  nigh  one  of  her 
winders,  and  looked  out  on  the  Plass  de  Grave,  where  the  fo^  seemed  gay 
enough  now,  and  of  all  the  sights  I  ever  saw,  duU  beat  'em.  There  was 
thousands  and  thousands  of  people  upon  the  quays,  and  so  it  was  with  the 
carriage-company  inaide.    I  don't  thuk  I  shall  ever  be  daxiled  again :  you 
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*t  poi  a  6]]er*s  ayes  mift  aiore  thaa  onee^-^xii  if  700  cooU,  dia  figbti 
at  ihe  IwU  waa  mkOfoA  to  do  H^  People  may  talk  of-  Ae  Wg  di'moDd  ia 
the  Cryslal  Palaee,  Sat  gite  me  the  dropo  of  the  chandeken  keeping 
time  to  ihe  dancing.  At  to  B^pag  who  wae  therc^  tke  only  difieolfy  was 
to  fay  who  wmm*t 

I  don't  think  Fve  made  any  mentioB  yet  of  the  Chinee  that  Kves 
aboard  the  Junk  in  the  Thames,  and  goes  ewywhen  whether  he's  atked 
erno.  Wdl,  there  he  was  among  the  crowd,  caparing  away  with  aU  the 
pretty  women  jnst  as  if  he'd  been  bRmgfat  1^  to  it,  and  sunpering  at 
'em  as  if  a  Mandarin  wasn't  the  next  remoive  from  a  monkey ! 

Bat  he  hadn't  all  die  game  to  himself  no  more  had  the  French  officers 
with  their  dieRy-cdoared  pants  and  narrer  waists.  The  Cofpeiation  of 
London  did  its  auty  on  that  occasion  as  it  had  done  on  so  many  oAers; 
and  what  with  lieutenants  of  the  city  and  Devoty-LieatenantB  of  connties, 
— 4ihe  Artillery  Company  and  sodi  as  had  oeen  in  the  Vohmteen  yean 
and  years  ago^ — there  was  as  grand  a  show  of  uBilbnn  as  ever  tamed  cot 
tm  Wormwood  Scrabe,  or  at  the  Brighton  Parilion  in  the  time  of  the 
Tnaee  Regent.  Alderman  Moses  had  cm  a  scariet  cost,  gold  epperlets^ 
white  kersey  shorts^  pink  silk  stoddnsfs,  huddes  in  his  shoes,  and  feathos 
in  his  cocked  hat;  and  what  with  his  wlnricen^  his  eyebrows,  and  the 
hook  to  Ins  nose^  he  kwked  so  fierce  and  wariike  that  some  took  him  lor 
Ghariey  Ni^^er,  some  fw  Lord  GoS,  and  some  for  the  Duke  himselC 
As  I  wore  cavdry  regimentals^  it  was  supposed  I  was  either  the  Maiqnia 
ef  L  or  the  Marqais  of  A        »  those  ornaments  of  the  British  set^ 

▼ice, — and  nnder  this  impression  a  NetUfyean^  of  the  Presidong's  came 
op  and  informed  me— as  well  as  he  could  in  English,  poor  fellow — that  I 
shoidd  have  a  **  mounf  for  the  review  next  day.  It  wasn't  for  me  to 
say  '^no**  to  a  good  offer,  so  I  told  him  I  should  be  proud  and  happy, 
and  all  I  hoped  was  that  the  Presidong  had  got  a  horse  in  hb  stables  that 
was  equal  to  my  weighty— ^r  I  ride  two-and-twenty  stun  when  I  get 
into  the  saddle. 

*<  Be  not  frightful,"  says  lie,  with  a  grin,  when  I  let  him  into  this 
secret;  '*tiie  beast  shall  resemUeyon  completely,  but  large  and  heavy — 
oh,  certainlTi  yasT 

But  I  didn't  go  to  the  ball  nwrd|y  to  be  stared  at;  so  I  handed  out 
Mrs.  Bullock,  and  stood  up  witii  her  in  a  quod-rifl.  She  gave  me  a  hint 
about  woltring  afterwards^  but  I  didn't  tnink  the  seams  of  my  tights 
would  stand  that,  and  hegged  to  decline.  I  think  her  head's  turned  with 
all  ihafs  happened  to  her  since  she  came  abroad;  and  what  Btdlock  wXL 
do  when  he  gets  back  passes  my  comprehension.  Unless  he  goes  in  for 
Sheriff  next  time,  I  tmak  Mrs.  B.  will  be  off  with  tiie  first  Frendunan 
that  asks  her — only  he'll  be  a  hM  man  that  does. 

Well,  what  wim  danobg  and  promnardii^,  and  eating  ices  and 
taking  a  quiet  glass  of  champagne  in  the  passages  now  and  then,  as  the 
waiters  was  carrying  the  bottles  into  the  supper-nxmis,  I  made  it  ^ut 
tolerably  well  till  supper-time ;  but  after  that  I  can't  distinctly  recollect 
what  happened.  I  Miieve  I  got  to  bed  about  ^we  o'dock  in  the  momiag, 
and  have  soiae  idea  that  I  dreamt  I  was  dancing  with  the  general's  lady, 
and  when  I  went  to  g^ve  her  a  salute  I  found  it  was  Mrs.  Clutterbu^ 
and  that  woke  m^  or  perhaps  I  might  have  overslept  mysetf  and  nussed 
the  review. 
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Bat  U'0  my  plan  always  to  get  up  whenever  I  open  my  eyes.  Vm  like 
^a^Duka"  in  that  lespeet  So  oat  I  got,  and  on  went  the  S.  L.  OA 
rd  a  break&st  to  eat»  however,  befim  I  started  for  the  *'  Sham  de 
Mbib" — so  ealled  on  aoooont  e£  the  sham-fights  that  take  plaoe  there — 
and  a  good  'on  it  wa8»  being  given  to  the  London  corporation  by  the 
French  mnnicipak.  It  was  something  like  sapper  and  dinner  both  in 
one.  Tnist  old  I^Mwy  for  knowing  what  he's  abont  when  there's  prog 
to  be  served  oat;  and  trnst  me  for  knowing  what  to  do  with  it  when  it 
«oines  within  my  veachl  Fnmna  is  the  things  I'm  fondest  of  in  a 
momtng,  and  there  they  was  anMmg  the  kmps  oi  ice,  as  big  ae  lobsters. 
There  was  pine-apples,  too,  and  boar's-h^  and  diooolate,  and  hot 
partridges  and  Vang  de  BordOf  with  a  b^oke^f  to  it  that  the  Winter 
Garden  w<m't  beat  whenever  it's  built.  It  was  all  served  up^  too,  apon 
gold  plate,  which  the  French  call  worm^eel. 

As  soon  as  bmakfsit  was  ovw  some  of  the  party  went  with  the  Ptefiy 
to  see  the  prisons;  but  as  I  didn't  think  they'd  any  in  Paris  that  beat 
Newgate,  I  stayed  behind  till  it  was  time  to  go  to  the  Review.  The 
Neddycong  was  troe  to  hu  word,  and  sent  np  ms  orderly  with  a  charger 
for  me  to  ride.  Hae  saddle  was  rather  higher  in  the  canile  than  I 
altogether  liked,  bat  it  wasn't  a  bad  aaddle  neither,  though  I  question 
if  it  would  stand  wear  and  tear  like  some  that  I  know  o£  It  hadn't  got 
the  spring  that's  pat  into  the  pigskin  in  Fore-street,  Cripplegate,  natfaer 
had  it  quite  enough  "  mead."  However,  as  I  said  before,  the  saddle 
was  good  enongfa,  and  what  with  the  holsters  and  the  shabrac,  and  me  in 
my  regimentals,  the  turn-out  was  anything  but  bad.  The  horse,  too, 
wasn't  amiss  for  a  French  horse — a  little  too  much  of  the  carter  in 
him— more  bone  than  blood,  but  master  of  my  weight,  which  was  all  I 
cared  for. 

Kidney  and  Moonshine  looked  on  rather  envioos  as  I  mounted  at  the 
steps  of  the  Hotel  de  Wheel,  and  the  gammons  gave  a  loud  hooray ;  but 
as  I  knew  the  outade  of  a  horse  didn't  suit  either  of  them,  I  advised  'em 
to  be  content  with  the  special  tribunes,  for  which  they'd  got  tickets,  and 
then  I  left  'em,  and  rode  off  to  the  Sham  de  Mars. 

It's  not  to  be  expected  that  a  man  who  hasn't  done  military  duty  for 
thirty  years,  and  finds  himself  all  of  a  sudden  among  a  parcel  of  whbkered 
foreigners  who  don't  know  what  duty  means  if  it  isn't  military,  could 
give  as  good  an  account  of  this  review  as  if  he  was  the  writer  of  the 
*'  Wellington  Despatches,"  or  had  been  at  the  battle  of  Wagram,  where 
the  French  charged  and  fired  till  nobody  was  able  to  wag  and  nothing 
was  left  to  ram.  You'll  excuse  me,  therefore,  if  I  refer  you  to  the  mili- 
tary correspondent  of  the  Times  new^per,  who'll  tell  you  how  the  core 
darmeys  bivouacked  on  their  flanks  and  debouched  on  their  rears — how 
they  battered  each  other's  breaches  and  breached  each  other's  batteries, — 
how  they  attacked  places  that  wem't  defended  and  defended  places  that 
wem't  attacked.  I  had  a  beautifal  plaoe,  the  Neddycong  told  me,  directly 
behind  the  Fresidong;  and  after  the  sham-fight  begun  all  I  saw  was  smoke. 
Looey  Ni^leon  asked  me  what  I  thought  of  it,  and  I  said  he  couldn't 
do  anything  better,  and  General  Magnum,  the  commander-in-chief,  who 
heard  what  I  said,  smiled  to  himself  as  much  as  to  say  it  isn't  Lord 
Granville  only  that  knows  how  to  pay  compliments.  I  wuted  to  see  the 
French  troops  defile  before  the  Fresidong,  as  they  always  do  on  public 
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occasions,  and  then  I  came  away  speculating  in  my  own  mind  what 
the  members  of  the  Peace  Society  who  saw  the  sham-fight  thought 
of  it,  and  whether  it  seemed  likely  to  them  that  fellers  like  the  French^ 
who  are  so  ready  to  fight  amongst  themselves,  whether  in  fun  or 
earnest,  wouldnH  be  ten  times  readier  to  fight  with  strangers  if  they  only 
had  a  chance.  You  may  tickle  a  tiger  through  the  bars  when  he's  sleepy 
and  had  his  bellyful,  but  open  his  cage  when  he's  hungiy,  and  ask  him 
to  g^ve  you  a  paw,  and  where  are  you  then  ?  Tigers  are  fine  things  to 
look  at — as  long  as  you're  friends  with  'em — and  so  are  the  French, — ^but 
rile  either  of  'em,  as  Jonathan  says,  and  then  see !  However,  I've  no 
call  to  say  anything  against  the  French;  they've  behaved  uncommon 
well  to  me,  ana  I  shall  carry  back  with  me  to  Brixton — together  with  a 
bonnet  apiece  for  Mrs.  C.  and  the  gals — a  most  agreeable  recollection  of 
my  visit  to  Faiis. 

But  though  the  Review  was  over,  the  entertainments  given  to  us  wasn't. 
In  the  evening,  we  all  went  in  state  to  the  Grand  Opera,  and,  after  hear- 
ing some  sacred  music  out  of  those  two  religious  plays,  the  Joane  and 
the  HewgonotSf  were  regaled  with  a  fancy  article,  cslled  The  NatUmi^ 
expressly  got  up  in  honoitt  of  the  Lord  Mayor  and  Corporation  of  the 
City  of  London,  m  which  England  and  France  were  represented  by  young 
ladies  in  veiy  thin  muslin  skirts. 

On  Thursday  we  went  in  a  body  to  shake  hands  with  the  Presidong 
once  more,  and  wish  him  g^ood-by — ^and,  in  taking  my  leave,  I  said  then — 
whi^  I  say  now — GrOOD  luck  to  him  ! 


THE     PATRIARCH. 

BT  J.  E.  CABFENTER. 

Give  me  my  staff  and  lead  roe  forth. 

And  let  me  see  the  sky, 
Tiiat  I  may  feel  the  warm  sunshine 

To  glad  me  ere  I  die. 
Beneath  the  waving  chestnot-tree 

Remove  my  old  armchair. 
And  let  roe  look  towards  the  west — 

My  only  hope  is  there. 

I  do  not  mourn  that  time  has  cast 

His  shadow  o*er  roy  brow, 
I  only  grieve  that  I  should  live 

The  trunk  without  the  bough. 
While  all  the  branches  of  roy  house 

Lie  sleeping  side  by  side, 
The  patriarch  only  lives  to  tell 

Of  those  who  earlier  died. 

The  oak  that  stands  a  thousand  years 

At  last  must  quit  the  ground, 
But  ev*ry  spring  and  summer  rears 

Its  progeny  around ; 
Not  so  the  human  tree,  if  once 

Its  roots  are  rent  in  twain. 
Extinct  the  noblest  race  becomes. 

And  never  thrives  again ! 


(    27    ) 


THE  ENGLISH  IN  AMERICA.* 

The  United  States  have  grown  up  in  population,  prosperity,  and  power, 
as  it  were,  under  the  yery  eyes  of  our  immediate  ancestors,  and  yet,  strange 
to  say,  the  history  of  their  origin,  that  is  of  the  separate  states,  of  the 
progress  of  population  and  prosperity,  and  of  the  gradual  rise  to  power, 
by  the  cementing  of  social,  commercial,  and  political  bonds  with  one  another, 
are  ahnost  as  litfie  known  in  this  country,  and  from  peculiar  circumstances 
as  much  inyolyed  in  obscurity,  as  the  early  annals  of  Germany  or  Gaul* 
The  way  in  which  this  occurred  is  briefly  but  explicitly  alluded  to  by 
Judge  Haliburton,  the  well-known  author,  in  the  work  now  before  us. 
The  eariy  settlements  made  by  the  English  in  America  were  eflfected 
dther  by  indiyidual  speculators  or  associated  companies.  They  were  in 
general  situated  at  a  oistance  from  each  other,  haying  at  first  little  or  no 
connexion  amon?  themselyes,  and  deriying  but  trimng  assistance,  and 
less  protection,  from  the  mother  country.  They  grew  up  into  powerful 
colonies,  in  neglect  and  obscurity,  with  a  rapidity  and  yigour  that  asto- 
nished Europe.  They  were  without  precedent  in  the  preyious  annals  of 
England ;  and  the  political  agitation  of  the  public  mind  at  the  time  un- 
happily afforded  no  opportunity  for  establishing  their  relation  on  a  pro- 
per foundation,  or  arranging  a  consistent  and  uniform  plan  for  tneir 
goyemment.  The  accounts  we  haye  of  them,  therefore,  fire  detached, 
and  their  interest  is  destroyed  for  want  of  continuity.  Eyery  plantation 
has  had  its  annalist,  but  the  narratiyes  are  too  local,  too  minute,  and  too 
similar  in  their  details  to  be  either  interesting  or  instructive.  No  attempt 
has  been  made  to  separate  the  political  from  the  proyincial,  and  the 
general  firom  the  indiyidual  and  petty  personal  history.  This,  doubtless, 
is  the  reason  why  so  little  is  known  of  the  old  colonies  previous  to  her 
independence,  and  so  little  benefit  has  accrued  from  past  experience, 
either  to  Great  Britain  or  her  dependencies. 

Judge  Haliburton  argues  that  it  is  a  great  mistake,  and  a  very  common 
one  to  believe  that  the  American  Republic  took  its  rise  in  a  successful 
resistance  of  the  provincials  to  an  attempt  on  the  part  of  Great  Britain 
(in  a  parliament  m  which  they  were  not  represented)  to  tax  them  with- 
out their  consent,  and  that  resistance  led  to  a  revolution  in  which  they 
asserted  their  independence,  and  finally  obtained  it  in  the  year  1783.  On 
the  contrary  Republicanism  in  America,  he  asserts,  took  its  origin  finom 
the  wondertiil  working  of  a  variety  of  accidental  causes,  and  its  success 
has  been  contributed  to  by  the  ability,  unity,  energy,  and  practical  skill 
of  the  people,  who  worked  the  machine  and  kept  it  in  order  and  repair« 
Republics,  or  at  least  Republican  institutions,  ne  tolls  us,  were  coeval 
with  the  colonisation  of  the  United  States,  for  one  was  first  formed  at 
Plymouth,  in  New  England,  in  1620,  and  another  far  more  extensive  and 
flourishing  one  was  erected  in  Massachusetts,  in  the  years  1628  and 
1629 ;  both  which  subsisted  in  full  force  for  a  period  of  more  than  fifty 
years  without  submitting  to  the  power  or  acknowledging  the  authority 
of  the  parent  state.  These  independent  communities  founded  the  insti- 
tations  and  disseminated  the  democratic  opinions  that  were  subsequently 

*  The  English  in  America.    By  the  Author  of  "*  Sam  Slick,  the  Clockmaker,** 
"«  The  Attache,"*  *<  The  Old  Judge,**  &C.    2  vols.    Colbum  and  Ck». 
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adopted  by  the  continental  provinces.  The  former  are,  wiih  some  small 
modifications,  such  as  are  in  existence  there  at  the  present  day,  and  the 
latter  are  identical  with  the  views  of  their  descendants.  It  is  then  from 
this  new  startii^  point,  and  with  the  epiaode  <ji  these  little  Imown  com- 
monwealths, that  the  '^  History  of  the  English  in  America"  eommeooes. 
Hie  author  saya  thai  in  so  doing  he  eaters  into  no  specolatioDs,  and, 
ahoife  aH»  he  ofen  no  opinioBa  as  to  tke  dunldiAj  of  Am  gieat 
of  Am  Western  WctM,  or  how  it  will  woik  when  the  population  thaii  ba 
pioportionaUy  as  laige  as  that  of  E>iropew  To  the  question  as  to  whe* 
ther  there  is  anything  analogous  in  Europe  to  those  wcumstanees  which 
were  most  indispensably  necessary  to  sueoess,  and  whether  the  same  foim 
of  government  may  not  be  copied  and  adopted  in  England  or  France,  the 
answer,  he  tells  us,  is  to  be  round  in  every  part  of  tms  history,  to  whieh 
he  also  assigns  another  important  object,  tuit  of  teachings  by  die  ezperi* 
ence  of  the  past,  what  should  be  made  the  basis  of  colonial  rule  in  the 
present  day,  and  one  of  ihe  chief  of  these  appears  to  be  directly  opposed 
to  the  great  and  guiding  colonial  policy  of  the  Whig  government — the 
introduction  of  demoeratie  institutions  and  rei^nsilde  government — into 
distant  colonies  : 

A  connected  sketch  of  Englisli  rule  and  misrule  in  America  (says  the  aafhorX 
it  is  hoped,  may,  to  a  certain  extent,  suppl j  the  deficieacj,  while  it  will  comet 
some  popular  errors  on  the  subject,  and  fdrnish  valoahLe  material  for  reflection, 
not  omj  to  those  statesmen  to  whom  our  destinies  axe  entrusted,  but  to  those 
restless  politicians  who  imagine  a  republican  form  of  government  suitable  to  the 
inhabitants  of  every  country  in  the  world. 

Wanted  by  past  fiulures,  the  foimer  may  learn,  ere  it  be  too  late,  to  abstain 
ihmi  making  experiments  which  have  long  siaoe  been  tried  and  condemned;  to 
supply  deficiencies  which  have  heretofore  cost  the  nation  so  dearly,  to  correct 
abuses  arising  £rom  inconsiderate  concessions,  and  to  cherish  and  foster  those 
establishments  which  in  every  stage  of  colonisation  have  been  the  nurseries  of 
lo^^dty  to  the  monssch,  and  attachment  to  tiie  nation.  It  will  at  lesat  eonrinoe 
them  that  to  substitute  democratic  for  monarchical  institutions  is  not  the  safest 
or  the  best  mode  of  retaining  colonies,  or  enlisting  the  sympathy  of  their  in- 
habitants. 

The  latter  class  (revolutionists)  are  numerous  everywhere.  Astonxdied  and 
dazzled  at  the  extraordinary  success  that  has  attended  the  great  American  experi- 
ment, tiiey  merely  regard  ibe  result,  without  stopping  to  investigate  the  cause, 
and  hastily  conclude  that  that  which  has  worked  so  well  in  the  United  States,  and 
produced  so  mudi  general  prosperity  and  individual  good,  is  equally  applicable  to, 
or  attainable  by,  every  other  people.  This  is  a  great  and  fatal  error.  A  govern- 
ment must  not  only  be  suited  to  the  population,  but  to  the  country  for  whKh  it  is 
designed;  and  the  moral  and  social  condition  of  the  one,  and  the  size,  the  climate, 
and  political  and  relative  position  of  the  other,  are  of  the  utmost  importance  to  be 
thoroughly  understood,  and  maturely  considered. 

Thus  a  constitutional  monarchy  has  proved  inadequate  in  Spain  to  condliate 
the  affections  or  restrain  the  turbulence  of  the  people.  Besponsible  government 
in  Canada  has  £nled  in  its  object,  because  it  is  Incompatible  with  imperial  control 
and  colonial  dependence,  is  unsuited  to  the  poverty,  ignorance,  and  inactivity  of 
the  French  htAUcaUy  and  the  predilections  and  pr^udices  of  the  English  emi- 
jirants,  and  because  it  wants  correlative  and  congenial  institutions,  and  is  defici^t 
m  federal  strength  and  central  gravitation.  Royalty  could  not  be  acclimated  in 
the  United  States,  though  the  experiment  were  to  be  tried  by  a  vote  of  a  large 
maJGnJty,  It  is  contrary  to  the  genius  of  the  people,  their  habits,  institutions,  and 
fe^ings.  For  these  and  other  reasons,  self-government  has  signally  failed  in  all 
the  republics  of  the  southmn  hemisphere,  though  the  constitution  and  example 
of  the  United  States  has  been  followed  as  closely  as  possible.  Democracy  has  at 
present  a  feverish  and  ddirious  existence  in  Frsnce.  It  was  not  the  ddiberate 
choioe  of  the  nation,  bat  the  result  of  an  insunectioB.  It  ofl^ed  a  temporary 
shelter  amid  the  ststms  of  civil  commotion,  and  was  adopted  as  a  harbour  of 
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nAi8^    How  long  will  its  neatnl  chaimster  be  respected  I7  the  i 
parties  that  distract  that  unhappy  nation? 

The  first  settlers  in  tlie  United  States  were  men  rendered  discontented 
with  thttr  £fttherlaiad  bj  religious  fanaticism;  they  were  the  Separatists 
of  Leyden,  called  Brownists,  who  settled  at  Plymouth,  and  English  Non« 
oqpformistBy  who  settled  at  Massachusetts  Bay.  Both  their  parties  com- 
menced their  enterprise  under  the  sanction  en  a  diarter,  ye^  in  the  true 
spirit  of  Dissenters,  tbey  had  no  sooner  kmded  at  a  jdace  whidi  they  knew 
Monged  neither  to  king  nor  company,  than  they  erected  themselves  into 
a  republic,  and  fouuded  a  commonwealth  in  wobediance  or  defiance  of 
rojral  authority.  It  was  a  self-created,  independent,  democratic  govern- 
raent  Th»  next  who  eame  out  were  the  Poritaas,  who  obtained  a  grant 
of  eofporation  by  the  name  of  the  Govenior  and  Company  of  Massachusetts 
Bay,  in  New  England,  under  the  made  of  the  roost  pore  and  sincere  loyalty 
and  orthodoxy.  They  had,  howerer,  fike  th^  predecessors,  no  sooner 
landed,  than  they  evenly  disarowed  "  their  dear  mother  Church,"  and 
reduced  the  Ibim  of  worsiiip  to  the  most  extreme  standard  of  Cabranistio 
simplicity.  Nor  did  they  content  themselres  with  so  wide  a  departure 
from  the  duffter  and  their  oaths,  but  they  persecuted  to  imprisonment 
asid  eipnlaion  from  the  colony  a  lew  £uthfiil  Churchmen  who  had  beea 
entrapped  into  tins  sectarian  league. 

The  company  with,  says  Judge  Haliburton,  **a  caution  and  adroitness 
Aat  never  forsook  them,  and  ever  after  formed  their  chief  characteristic," 
stifled  all  complaints  at  home.  They  had  duped  the  king  and  the  Church, 
they  BOW  resdiired  to  dupe  the  merchant  Mventurers,  co4>rethren,  and 
pecuniary  supporters  of  the  enterprise;  and  Judge  Haliburton  jnstiy 
qualifies  this  feaudulent  and  clandestine  removal  of  the  charter  to  Massa- 
diusetts  as  one  of  the  most  singular  events  in  the  history  of  England,  and 
by  hx  tiie  most  important  one  in  that  of  America.  Thus  it  was,  strange  to 
say,  that  the  great  colony  of  Massachusetts,  which  was  destined  by  a 
second  charter  to  absori)  the  two  Utile  democratic  commonwealths  that 
had  preceded  it,  was  founded  on  deceptive  pretences,  and  was  carried  on 
and  enriched  by  repudiation  and  other  fraudulent  practices.  The  **  cau- 
tion and  adroitness"  which  Judge  Haliburton  alludes  to  as  ever  charac- 
teristic of  the  descendants  of  the  first  pilgrims,  had  evidently  no  small 
touch  of  something  much  worse  in  it,  and  we  will  not  pretend  to  say  that 
^  caution  and  adroitness"  have  alone,  and  without  any  laxity  of  principle, 
remained  a  very  common  characteristic.  There  must  have  been  some- 
thing in  the  feeling  of  treading  the  soil  of  a  new  world — ^the  distance 
that  separated  them  from  the  mother  country,  tiie  great  ocean  which  laved 
the  boundless  shores  of  the  continent^  and  in  the  unexplored  boundless 
interior,  tiiat  with  its  fine  pastures,  noble  rivers,  forests  redolent  of 
living  things,  and  great  inland  lakes,  lay  before  them,  that  forced  upon 
the  new-comers  feelingps  of  independence  and  democracy.  There  can  be 
no  doubt  but  this  yet  unpeopled  Far  West  has  also  kept  up  the  same  feeling 
to  the  present  day.  But  that  there  should  have  been  so  much  low  cun- 
ning and  duplicity  mixed  up  with  the  same  feeling  among  the  eariy  colo- 
msts,  can  only  be  referred,  as  Judge  Haliburton  would  appear  to  do,  to 
the  principles  of  religious  discontent  and  dissent  which  influence  thdr 
minds  and  perverted  their  morality.  If  the  same  laxity  of  principle  is 
observable  anywhere,  we  can  only  refer  it  to  the  hereditary  propagation  of 
the  same  original  colonial  characteristics,  £Bivonred  by  a  climate  and  teiri- 
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tonal  position  which  some  physiologists  hold  to  he  unfieiTOurahle  to  the 
deyelopment  of  the  Saxon  race,  and  hy  which  consequently  the  same 
moral  degeneration  may  be  expected  to  be  occasionally  met  with,  as  the 
more  manifest  physical  degeneration  is  to  the  eye  of  the  traveller  and 
the  observer : 

The  deception  (says  Judge  Halibnrton),  practised  bj  these  people  throughout 
the  whole  of  their  nc^gotiation  in  England,  seems  to  admit  of  no  fdrther  addition, 
but  their  very  last  act  was  to  publii^  a  manifesto  to  the  clergy  of  the  Established 
Church,  assuring  them  that  ^ey  were  in  fact  and  in  heart  members  of  the  same 
communion,  and  solicited  their  prayers  and  their  blessings  on  their  undertaking. 
They  entreated  them  to  belieye—- to  use  their  own  words — **  that  they  esteemed  it 
their  honour  to  call  the  Church  of  England  their  dear  mother,  and  they  could  not 
leave  the  country  where  she  resided  without  tears  in  their  ^yes.  We  leave  it  not^ 
therefore,"  they  said,  "  as  loathing  that  milk  wherewith  we  were  nourished  thme; 
but,  blessing  God  for  the  parentage  and  education,  and,  as  members  of  tbe  same 
body,  shall  rc^joice  in  her  good;  and,  while  we  have  breath,  sincerely  desire  and 
endeavour  the  continuance  and  abundance  of  her  welfare,  with  the  enlargement  of 
her  bounds  in  tiie  kingdom  of  Jesus  Christ."  And  mudi  more  to  the  same  eflbct. 
History  can  scarcely  fiunish  sudi  an  instance  of  consummate  hypocrisy. 

The  accounts  of  their  early  settlement  in  general  circulation  are  chiefly  written 
by  themselves  or  their  descendants,  who  are  their  eulogists.  Such  being  the  case, 
truth  can  only  be  ascertained  by  a  careftd  examination  of  original  documents  and 
o2)Solete  contemporaneous  works.  They  were  always  anxious  to  be  considered  aa 
martyrs,  and  laid  claim  to  all  that  is  noble  in  conduct,  exalted  in  principle,  and 
pure  in  religion;  while  the  sovereign  whom  they  duped  has  been  represented  as  a 
tyrant,  and  the  prelates  whom  they  publicly  flattered  and  privately  traduced,  have 
been  held  up  to  the  world  as  cruel  and  senseless  bigots.  There  was  no  doubt  much 
in  the  conduct  of  the  king  that  cannot  be  justified,  and  in  the  hierarchy  of  the  day 
that  is  deeply  to  be  regretted,  but  rebellious  subjects  compel  monarchs  to  be  cruel 
in  self-defence,  and  a  priest  may  well  be  excused  if  he  thinks  schism  aggravated 
by  deception  and  falsehood. 

Such  were  the  people  who  laid  the  foundation  of  Republicanism  in 
America.  There  is  much  in  their  conduct  to  admire  and  applaud,  but 
still  more  to  reprove  and  condemn.  The  bright  lights  and  dark  shades 
of  their  character  are  in  such  contrast,  that  never  had  historian  a  harder 
task  to  perform  than  Judge  Haliburton,  when  he  resolved  upon  writii^ 
an  impartial  history  of  the  English  in  America.  The  first  settlers  had^ 
when  they  dispensed  with  the  oaths  of  supremacy  and  allegiance,  and 
established  themselves  as  a  republic  from  necessity,  aggression  to  appre- 
hend from  three  sources — the  crown,  the  hierarcny,  and  the  parliament. 
The  courage  with  which  they  resisted,  and  the  ingenuity  with  which  they 
evaded  compliance  with  the  authority  or  claims  of  all.  Judge  Haliburton 
argues,  was  not  the  result  of  accident,  or  of  public  distractions  in  England, 
or  of  their  remote  and  isolated  situation,  though  all  contributed  to  favour 
their  object  (and  we  should  say  most  materially  so),  but  it  was  a  predeter- 
mined and  well-concerted  plan.  They  had  pud  a  large  sum  of  money  to 
the  council  of  New  Plymouth  for  their  territory,  they  had  fortified  their 
title  to  the  soil  by  purchases  from  the  Indians,  and  they  affected  to  believe 
that,  if  the  fortuitous  circumstances  of  prior  discovery  had  conveyed  any 
right  to  the  crown,  the  king  had  formally  surrendered  it  by  the  charter, 
in  consideration  of  the  conditions  contained  in  it.  They  regarded  it, 
therefore,  as  peculiarly  their  own  country,  and  they  were  unwilling  to 
allow  any  intmerence  whatever  from  any  quarter. 

When  the  settlers  found  themselves  a  sovereign  people,  the  exerdse 
of  unlimited  power  was  new  to  them,  and  this  novelty,  as  yet  wholly  un- 
restrained by  constitutional  checks,  increased  their  impatience  of  indi- 
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inAnl  Tenteiice,  and  made  them  both  arbitraiy  and  viodictiTe  in  tiieir 
eo&doet.  This,  however.  Judge  Haliburton,  who  relates  the  story  of 
aa  English  Dissenter,  of  the  name  of  Blackstone^  who,  forced  by  the 
Bepuhheans  from  his  possessions  at  Boston,  remarked,  in  the  bitterness 
of  disi^pointed  feding,  "  that  he  had  lef^  England  because  he  did  not 
like  the  Lord's  bishops ;  but  that  he  should  now  leave  them,  for  he 
eould  not  stand  the  Lord's  brethren,"  justly  remarks,  is  ai  aU  times 
the  nathural  temdencjf  {^democracy. 

It  was  forbidden  to  drink  the  king's  health ;  it  was  enacted  that  none 
but  Church  members  should  be  admitted  to  be  freemen ;  strangers  were 
forbidden  to  settle  in  the  colony  without  a  license ;  petitioning  the  king 
was  called  slandering  the  bretlirai,  and  Mortem,  Sir  Christopher  Gard- 
ner, and  Ratcliffe,  were  punished  for  so  doing ;  and  all  this  time,  with 
the  exception  of  an  embargo  laid  on  some  yessels  in  the  Thames,  the 
colony  was  left  unmolested,  extending  their  settlements  to  Connecticut, 
Bliode  Island,  and  other  places,  and  warring  against  and  exterminatiiig 
the  Indians. 

The  confederation  of  Massachusetts  with  Connecticut,  Newhaven,  and 
Plymouth,  by  the  unity  of  action  which  resulted  from  it,  the  power  it 
gare  to  the  Court  of  Commissioners  not  only  within  their  own  jurisdic- 
tion, but  with  their  French,  Dutch,  and  Indian  neighbours,  and  the 
weight  and  influence  they  obtained  among  all  the  inhabitants  of  the 
omttnent,  first  suggested  the  Congress,  and  then  the  Federal  Gorem- 
ment  of  the  present  day ;  and  to  this  bold  step  may  be  traced  the  origin 
of  the  federal  union  of  the  several  states  of  the^great  Republic.  Dating 
from  this  epoch,  the  two  most  interesting  periods  of  the  colonial  history 
of  America  extend  thence  to  the  English  revolution  of  1688,  and  from 
thence  to  the  peace  of  1783,  that  insured  the  independence  of  the  re- 
volted provinces  constituting  the  United  States.  Of  these.  Judge  Hali- 
burton says,  the  first  is  by  far  the  most  curious  and  instructive,  inasmuch 
as  during  that  time  the  colonies  were  planted,  their  constitutions,  af^ 
various  alterations,  assumed  a  definite  form,  and  they  were  sensibly 
affected  by  every  change  which  the  innovations  of  those  days  introduced 
into  the  parent  countxy : 

If  we  except  Oeor^a,  afterwards  planted,  and  Florida,  subsequently  conquered, 
the  continentid  colonies  were  now  firmly  established,  and  consisted  of  Massachu- 
setts, inchiding  Flymoath  and  Maine,  Rhode  Island  (embracing  ProTidence), 
Conaectieat,  New  Hainpshire^  New  Jersey,  New  York,  Pennsylvania,  Maryland, 
Yii^ginia,  and  the  two  Carolinas,  and  contained  about  two  hundred  and  fifty  thou- 
sand inhabitants,  of  which  at  least  seyenty-fiye  thousand  were  settled  in  New 
Enghuid.  Their  commerce  was  carried  on  b^  twenty-five  thousand  tons  of  ship- 
ping, wMch  was  navigated  by  two  thousand  six  hundred  seamen. 

No  regular  plan  of  colonisation  had  ever  been  adopted.  Settlements  formed 
by  accident  or  caprice  were  left  to  langnish,  or  flouri^  as  the  character  of  the 
people,  or  the  nature  of  tJie  soil  or  climate,  happened  to  operate.  They  were  not 
trained  up,  they  grew  up;  and  being  beyond  the  readi  of  parental  control, 
governed  themselves  in  Uieir  own  way.  Many  constitutions  were  drafted  and 
proposed  for  adoption;  the  most  arbitraiy,  impracticable,  and  absurd  of  which 
emanated  from  men  like  Locke,  whom  England  delights  to  honour  as  one  of  her 
most  distinc^hed  sons.  It  may  be  some  consolation  to  the  admirers  of  that 
great  man,  to  know  that  modem  statesmen,  with  a  wider  experience  and  infinitely 
increased  means  of  informatioD,  have  exhibited  as  little  skill  in  legislating  for 
colonists  as  he  did.  Several  of  these  forms  were  tried  in  different  places  with 
more  or  less  success,  but  at  the  time  we  are  now  speaking  of,  though  varying 
from  each  other  in  many  respects,  they  may  be  classed  imder  three  heads: — 
Charter,  Proprietary,  and  Royal  Governments.  Of  the  first  were  Massachu- 
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setts,  Bhode  Island,  and  Connecticut ;  of  the  second,  were  New  Jersej,  Pennsyl- 
vanla,  Maryland,  and  Carolina ;  and  of  the  third,  New  York,  Viiig^nia,  and  New 
Hampshire. 

The  origin  of  these  charter  goyemments,  as  we  hare  seen,  was  bj  the  snrrep- 
tltions  removal  to  America,  by  the  Puritaiu,  of  a  patent  granted  to  certain  of 
their  number  as  a  trading  company,  whose  court  was  to  meet  and  act  in  London, 
and  the  attempt  to  adapt  this  incomplete  and  incompatible  instrument  to  the  pur- 
poses of  civil  government.  Subsequently  other  charters,  equally  inapplicable, 
were  granted,  in  which  not  even  the  unsubstantial  appearance  of  sovereignty  was 
reserved  to  England.  They  were  pure  democracies.  They  elected  eveiy  one  of 
their  officers,  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest,  and  displaced  them  at  pleasure,  while 
the  laws  they  enacted  went  into  operation  without  transmission  to  England  for 
approval.  The  main  object  in  devising  a  constitution  for  a  dependency  is,  or 
ought  to  be,  as  has  been  very  well  ezpr^sed  by  an  author  of  great  weight  on  this 
subject,  *'to  make  the  new  establishment  as  useful  as  possible  to  the  trade  of  the 
mother  country;  to  secure  its  dependence,  to  provide  for  the  ease,  safety,  and 
happiness  of  the  settlers ;  to  protect  them  from  their  enemies,  and  to  midce  an 
easjr  and  eStetual  provision  to  preserve  them  from  the  tyranny  and  avarice  ot 
theur  governors,  or  the  ill  consequences  of  their  own  licentiousness;  that  they 
should  not,  by  growing  into  an  unbounded  liberty,  forget  that  tiiey  are  subjects, 
or,  lying  under  base  servitude,  have  no  reason  to  think  themselves  British  sub- 
jects." This  is  all  that  colonies,  according  to  the  present  and  best  ideas  of  them, 
can  or  ought  to  be. 

We  do  not  know  what  the  Americans  will  think  of  a  work  in  which 
the  ascribing  to  Washington,  Franklin,  Jefferson,  or  Adams,  and  their 
contemporanes,  the  whole  merit  of  the  invention  and  creation  of  that 
wonderful  Repuhlic,  is  said  to  be  equivalent  to  robbing  the  early  planters 
of  Massachusetts  of  their  well-earned  laurels  ;  but  never  before  have  we 
seen  the  rise  and  progress  of  democracy,  and  the  formation  of  the  mili- 
tary character  with  tiie  real  part  which  the  great  heroes  of  the  United 
States  were  called  upon  by  Providence  to  play,  placed  in  so  clear,  so 
philosophical,  and  so  impartial  a  light,  as  in  Judge  Haliburton's  work. 
In  America,  he  Justly  remarks,  that  that  was  no  pre-existing  monarchy, 
hierarchy,  or  nobility,  to  contend  with ;  thero  were  great  peculiarities  as 
before  noticed  in  the  character  of  the  first  settlers,  and  Massachusetts 
was  a  federative  body  in  miniature.     The  adoption  of  the  federal  con* 
stitution  led  to  a  general  predisposition  to  rebellion,  and  was  an  imme- 
diate cause  of  revolution.     There  were  in  addition  a  vast  territory,  a 
common  origin  and  language,  no  powerful  neighbours,  no  poor,  and 
universal  toleration  (in  consequence  of  which  there  is,  as  in  this  country, 
danger  of  Romish  ascendancy).     The  comparison  established  by  Judge 
Haliburton  between  this  state  of  things  and  that  which  exists  in  England 
and  France,  in  reference  to  a  Republican  form  of  government,  is  at  once 
able  and  condusive,  and  coming  so  opportunely  as  it  does,  will  be  read 
with  great  interest  and  advantage  by  many  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic, 
who  have  not  hitherto  been  put  in  the  way  of  forming  a  correct  opinion 
of  the  rise  and  progress  of  aemocracy,  and  of  the  very  peculiar  circum- 
stances which  have  gfiven  such  long  duration  to  the  Republican  form  of 
government  in  the  United  States,  and  which  are  not  to  bo  met  with  in 
the  Old  World. 
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THE  REQUITAL  OP  FRANCES  HILDYARD. 
bseetg  the  sequel  to  '^an  episode  in  the  life  of  john  rayneb." 

By  the  Author  of  '^  Seven  Years  in  the  Wedded  Life  of  a 

Rohan  Catholic." 

L 

Pour!  pour!  pour! — stream!  stream!  stream! — hail,  rain,  snow, 
wind ! — ^shake,  shiyer,  drip ! — ugh !  ogh !  igh ! 

And  amidst  such  a  storm  as  he  never  hoped  to  be  out  in  again,  did 
John  Rajner,  in  company  with  some  other  diligence  passengers,  find  or 
swim  his  way  into  Lausanne,  the  diligence  itself  having  been  upset  and 
disabled  half  a  mile  off.  He  sought  shelter,  carpet-bag  in  hand,  in  a 
comfortable-looking  hostelrie,  veiy  unpretending  and  retired,  where,  in 
lieu  of  a  string  of  waiters,  the  host  attended  upon  his  guests  himself,  or 
sent  his  wife  to  do  so  when  he  was  busy. 

''  A  good  roaring  fire,  and  a  stiff  glass  of  cognac  and  water,  madame,*' 
quoth  John;  ''we  will  talk  about  dinner  afterwards.*'  And  stretching 
out  his  legs  to  the  blaze,  and  sipping  the  cordial,  he  speedily  regained 
his  equanimity  of  temper. 

What  he  was  doing  agun  in  Switzerland,  and  what  took  him  to  Lau- 
sanne, is  no  business  of  yours,  courteous  reader,  therefore  it  need  not  bo 
alluded  to.  The  object  of  his  journey  was  widely  different  from  that  of 
the  agreeable  tour  of  pleasure  when  ne  visited  the  Glacier  de  Bosson 
eighteen  months  before.  He  was  now  travelling  alone,  and  expected  to 
be  located  for  two  or  three  weeks  in  Lausanne — ^beautiful  Lausanne  in 
summer,  but  a  most  dreary  place  in  winter. 

There  was  no  table-d^hdte  in  the  inn,  and  he  left  the  dinner  to  them. 
It  was  nicely  cooked  and  served,  the  hostess  herself  waiting  upon  him. 

''  You  shall  have  some  creams  to-morrow,  sir,"  she  observed,  placing 
the  dessert  upon  the  table.  "  This  house  is  famous  for  them,  but  I 
could  not  manage  it  to-day,  for  the  saints  know  I  have  had  my  share  of 
occupation  from  sunrise  this  morning.  It  is  no  light  matter,  sir,  to  lose 
a  pair  of  hands  in  the  work  of  a  house,  and  that  house  an  inn." 

"  But  you  have  not  lost  yours/'  cried  John,  looking  at  the  appendages 
in  question  of  his  hostess,  which,  uncommonly  larg^  and  red,  seemed 
formed  by  nature  for  industry. 

'*  But  I  have  lost  my  daughter's,  sir.  She  is  rising  eighteen  years  of 
age,  and  is  very  useful.  We  have  got  a  sick  lady  stooping  in  the  house, 
and  she  has  been  so  much  worse  the  last  day  or  two,  that  1  don't  think  it^ 
right  she  should  be  left,  so  my  daughter  sits  up  vrith  her.  It  is  a  sad 
tmng  to  be  stricken  down  with  illness  in  a  foreign  country,  without  a 
&iend  near." 

''  It  is,  indeed,"  replied  the  g^est.  '^  I  trust  it  will  never  be  your  case. 
or  mine." 

'^  And  she  is  so  beautiful !     But  the  English  women  mostly  are." 

"Is  it  a  countrywoman  of  mine  you  have  been  talking  of?"  he  in- 
quired, aroused  to  sympathy. 

"  I  thought  I  had  said  so,"  answered  the  hostess.  "  She  was  ill 
when  she  came,  about  three  weeks  ago,  and  she  has  been  getting  worse 
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ever  since.     Two  days  past  a  great  change  took  place;  yet,  in  spite  of 
all  we  can  say  or  do,  she  will  not  see  a  doctor." 

The  landlady  left  the  room^  and  John  Rayner  sipped  his  claret,  musing 
on  what  he  had  just  heard.  Before  much  time  had  elapsed,  howeyer, 
back  she  came,  and  drawing  forward  the  chair  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  fire,  ensconced  her  portly  person  in  it»  with  that  unconscious  fEuni- 
liarity  observable  on  the  Continent,  and  which  conveys  anything  but  an 
idea  of  presumption  or  disrespect,  as  it  would  be  too  apt  to  do  in  Eng- 
land. I>own  she  sat,  with  a  '^  Paxdon,  moDSteur,"  and  a  stroking  and 
smoothing  of  her  white  apron. 

^<  I  am  taking  a  great  liberty,  sir,  but  I  have  been  c(mning  the  matter 
over  with  my  husbsad,  and  we  have  come  to  the  resolution  of  asking 
you  to  see  this  sick  lady.  It  would  be  a  terrible  thing  if  she  were  to 
die  in  the  house,  and  without  advice,  which  she  wUl  not  have.  We 
might  have  the  authorities  down  upon  us." 

''  Vety  true,''  answered  John,  not  exactly  seeing  what  tihe  affiEtir  had 
to  do  with  him.     ''  What  is  her  objection  to  see  a  medical  man  ?" 

^*  What  indeed !"  grumbled  the  landlady  ;  ^'  I  should  like  to  know  it 
myself.  She  says  she  has  no  need  of  one,  while  all  the  time  die  is  as  ill 
as  she  can  be  to  be  alive.  And  something  seems  to  weigh  heavily  upon 
her  spirits.  If  it  were  not  that  she  is  so  young,  I  should  say  that  she  had 
seen  much  sorrow." 

^  What  is  her  name  ?"  inquired  John  Rajrner. 

^  Madame  Eef." 

^*  Madame  what?**  repeated  John. 

'^  Eef,"  returned  the  landlady.     ''  It  is  an  English  name  that." 

He  tried  to  twist  the  <'  Eef "  into  shape,  but  he  knew  the  astounding 
metamorphosis  our  vowels,  and  consonants  too^  undergo  in  a  French 
month,  so  he  let  the  matter  drop. 

^^  Will  you  not  see  her,  sir,  and  persuade  her  to  consult  a  physician  ? 
she  may  listen  to  you,  being  an  Englishman*  I  can  take  you  mto  her 
room  without  saying  anythmg,  and " 

^  But,"  he  interrupted,  ''  you  surely  don't  think  I  could  intrude  myself 
into  any  lady's  chamber  without  her  permission  ?" 

'^  Eh,  mercy  me !"  cried  the  dame,  ^  then  I  don't  see  what^s  to  be 
done.     She  must  lie  there  and  die." 

<<  What  can  be  done  ?" 

^'  We  thought,  sir,  you  might  have  paid  her  a  friendly  visit,  as  a  coun- 
tryman, asking  if  you  could  render  her  any  little  service,  hearing  she 
was  cast  down  by  illness  in  a  remote  place.  It  would  be  but  kindness  at 
any  rate." 

**  Suppose  you  were  to  inquire         " 

^It  is  of  no  use  to  inquire,"  interposed  the  landlady;  ^'she  is  very  re- 
served, and  will  not  even  hear  talk  of  a  stranger.  Could  you  not,  sir, 
say  you  were  a  doctor  ?" 

« I  am  a  doctor,"  interrupted  her  guest. 

'^  In  reality  ?"  exclaimed  the  dame,  looking  up. 

''  In  reality,"  smiled  John.  '^  A  bona  fide  doctor,  with  all  the  et 
caeteras,  and  m  good  practice  in  my  own  land." 

''  Then,  sir,  you  have  no  plea  for  refusal.  Should  you  hear  of  her 
death  in  a  few  days^  you  will  reflect  upon  yourself  for  permitting  a 
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joang  coontrywomao,  almost  a  giri,  to  die  unaided  and  uncaxed  for  in 
a  foreign  inn.*' 

And  John  Rajner  yielded  to  her  argoment,  and  laid  aside  the  cigar* 
ease,  which  he  was  upon  the  point  of  opening,  until  after  he  had  paid 
this  strange  Tisit. 

The  hostess  retired,  and  presently  her  daughter  came  for  him,  re- 
questing him  to  follow  her  up-stairs.  Passing  the  hedroom  which  had 
heen  assigned  to  him,  she  preceded  him  down  the  corridor,  and,  gently 
opening  the  door  at  the  end  of  it,  she  heckoned  to  her  mother,  who  was 
in  the  room,  and  retired. 

It  was  %  large  dreary-looking  chamber,  dimly  lighted  by  a  ringle 
candle  and  the  flickering  flames  of  the  wood-fire.  A  sofiei,  corered  with 
calico,  clean  and  white,  was  drawn  towards  the  blaze,  and  sitting  on  it, 
leaning  agunst  a  pillow,  was  the  invalid.  He  could  not  see  very  clearly 
at  first-— she  k)oked  young  and  fair,  but  deathly  pale. 

The  landlady  said  a  few  words  by  way  of  introduction :  they  were 
probably  not  heard,  for  she  did  not  look  up,  but  the  moment  her  ear 
caught  the  sound  of  strange  footsteps,  she  turned  and  started  wildly  from 
her  seat ; — gazing  at  him,  her  lips  apart,  her  hands  clasped  together,  and 
her  bosom  hearing. 

In  the  dim  light  of  the  room,  of  a  greater  dimness  where  he  stood  in 
the  shade,  she  may  have  mistaken  him  for  another. 

He  began  a  short  explanation — that  he  was  an  English  medical  man — 
but  it  was  useless  to  continue  any  statement  or  explanation  just  then. 
Her  whole  frame  was  shaking,  her  diest  and  throat  were  throbbing,  and 
they  could  hear  her  heart  beating. 

Where  had  he  seen  her  before — ^where  had  he  seen  that  face,  ever  to 
be  remembered  from  its  severe  beauty?  For  the  moment  he  could  not 
tell,  but  as  he  continued  to  look  upon  her,  a  dawning  light  stole  through 
his  mind — a  oonfdsed  reminisoence  of  the  being  before  him,  a  handsome 
young  Engfish  nobleman,  and  the  glaciers  of  Switzerland.  Then  he 
remembered  the  episode ;  the  gold  pencil-case^  bearing  the  badge  of  rank, 
and  its  noble  owner  :  she  who  now  trembled  before  him  was  the  one  who 
had  then  leaned  upon  that  owner^s  arm. 

Half  an  hour  afiterwards  he  was  quitting  the  room.  He  had  made 
some  slight  progress;  at  any  rate  she  was  calm,  and  did  not  insist  upon 
his  learing  her  uncared  for,  as  she  had  done  at  first.  I^e  had  even  not 
ooatradicted  him  when  she  heard  him  say  he  would  see  her  at  a  conve- 
nient season  in  the  morning. 

** How  do  you  find  her,  sir?**  wbdspered  the  hostess,  meeting  him  on 
the  staircase. 

^'  She  is  dying,"  was  the  answer.  "  In  a  week's  tame  from  this  I  ques- 
tion if  she  will  be  alive." 

''  Eh,  roon  Dieu !"  cried  the  landlady,  with  a  smothered  shriek,  '<  je 
Fai  bien  pense." 

*^  Will  you  direct  me  to  a  chemist's?"  he  inquired. 

''My  My,  Gnillaume,  shall  show  you,  sir.  Jesu!  quelle  triste  chose! 
quel  malheur  pour  nous  i  quel  malheor  qu'elle  s'est  arrfetto  itn!" 

II. 
Three  evenings  afterwards,  John  Rayner  sat  by  the  side  of  the  invaM 
lA  tile  dimly-hghted  sick  chamber,  the  one  candle,  as  of  yore,  upon  tiie 
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table,  and  the  red  light  shooting  up  from  the  wood-fire.  A  wonderful 
bond  of  union,  considering  the  short  period  of  their  acquaintanceship,  had 
sprung  up  between  them — it  deserved  the  name  of  friendship,  if  ever  that 
name  was  deserved  on  earth.  He  knew  no  more  of  her  history  thao  he 
did  the  first  hour  he  met  her,  yet  he  could  have  cherished  and  protected 
her  through  life,  and  she  could  have  dung  to  and  confided  in  him.  Not 
exactly  with  the  feeling  such  as  lies  between  brother  and  sister;  still  less 
as  a  lover — a  lover !  psha !  he  had  left  his  own  sweet  wife  in  his  native 
country ;  and  she  was  too  passionately  attached  to  another,  too  entirely 
engrossed  with  his  remembrance,  to  allow  even  the  shadow  of  such  a  feel- 
ing to  enter  her  imagination.  Yet  they  had  become  dear  friends,  and  he 
could  have  laid  her  aching  head  upon  his  bosom,  and  have  endeavoured 
to  soothe  away  her  anguish. 

Is  it  not  strange  that  these  feeUngs however,  let  all  that  pass. 

"  Are  you  acquainted,"  she  suddenly  asked,  turning  upon  him  for  a 
moment  her  brilliantly  blue  eyes,  though  their  brilliancy  had  now  its 
origin  in  fever,  "  with  that  part  of  London  where  so  many  of  the  higher* 
classed  lawyers  live,  near  to ?*'  mentioning  a  well-known  locality. 

"  I  know  it  weU." 

'^  Have  you  ever  heard,''  she  continued  to  pant,  in  her  weak  voice,  and 
with  her  laboured  and  heavy  breath,  as  is  otlten  the  case  with  one  near 
the  grave — "  have  you  ever  heard  of  the  firm  of  Hildyard  and  Prael?" 

"  Frequently.     Their  names  are  eminent." 

'<  Mr.  Hildyard  is  my  father,"  she  whispered,  bending  down  her  head 
on  the  arm  of  the  sofa,  so  that  he  could  not  see  her  &ce. 

"Mr.  Hildyard!" 

"  Even  so.     I  was — I  am  Miss  Hildyard." 

Yet  the  wedding-ring  and  keeper  were  on  her  finger.  False,  deceiving 
lings ! — false,  deceptive,  worthless  baubles!  She  saw  his  involuntary  glance 
at  them,  and  her  head  was  bent  lower.  And  John  Rayner,  for  that  re- 
bellious glance,  could  almost  have  plucked  his  eyes  out.  Whatever  may 
have  been  her  errors,  it  was  not  in  his  duty,  no,  nor  in  his  nature,  to 
chastise  her  for  them. 

"  I  know  Mr.  Hildyard  slightly,"  he  resumed. 

"  Have  you  met  him  lately  ? — liow  does  he  seem  ? — when  did  yoa  last 
see  him  ?"  she  reiterated,  looking  up  with  punful  earnestness. 

And  then  he  recalled  a  fact  which  had  escaped  his  memory,  and  he  felt 
the  hot  blood  rush  to  his  face.  Mr.  Hildyard  was  dead — about  six 
months  before.     Should  he  tell  her  ?     No. 

He  relinquished  the  hand  which  he  had  taken,  and  rose  hastily  to 
8nu£P  the  candle,  for  her  eyes  were  still  raised  to  his  face,  and  the  tell- 
tale colour  was  there. 

"  What  dreadful  snuffers  these  are!  If  they  would  but  import  a  few 
English  ones  into  these  remote  places!" 

"  But  my  father?"  she  interrupted,  beseechingly. 

''  I  am  trying  to  recollect,"  he  replied,  with  apparent  indifference,  as 
he  resumed  his  place.  "  I  do  not  think  I  have  seen  Mr.  Hildyard  lately. 
But  I  am  not  much  in  the  habit  of  seeing  him ;  my  residence  is  in  so  du- 
figrent  a  part  of  the  town — you  know,  I  have  told  you  so." 

"  My  dear,  dear  frither !"  she  uttered,  "what  would  I  not  give  to  see 
him  once  again !" 

To  pursue  the  conversation  that  now  occurred  would  be  tedious;  it  was 
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but  a  recapitulation  of  the  life  of  Frances  Hildyard — ^the  heads  of  those 
particulars  already  known  to  the  reader. 

*'  I  cannot  describe  to  you  the  change  when  I  entered  the  convent,*' 
she  proceeded.  "  I  had  been  reared  in  tne  luxuries  of  life,  accuftomed  to 
its  elegances  and  gaieties,  and  they  tore  all  from  me  and  shut  me  up  in  a 
bare,  gloomy  prison.  I  could  but  compare  it  to  a  house  of  death.  Do 
yon  suppose  I  felt  the  change  ?" 

''  A  convent  is  represented  to  the  uninitiated  as  a  peaceful  asylum,'* 
mused  John  Rayner. 

"  Peaceful  asylum !  there  are  some  who  give  that  name  to  the  grave — 
they  have  no  more  tried  the  one  than  they  have  the  other.  I  have  ex- 
perienced the  former ;  I  am  close  upon  the  latter,  and  I  can  only  pray  that 
there  may  bo  no  analogy  between  them." 

*^  Yet  there  are  hundreds  of  women  who  voluntarily  embrace  the  seclu- 
sion of  a  convent,  and  live  and  die  in  it?" 

''  Hundreds  of  girU^  but  for  the  women,  could  you  count  them  by  tens  ? 
And  you  call  it  willingly — you,  with  your  keen  penetration  and  your  sound 
intellect !  They  are  sent  into  the  convents  as  infants,  scarcely  more — 
wild,  laughing,  warm-hearted  children  of  eight  or  ten.  But  go  and  look 
at  them  in  a  few  years — where  is  their  laughter  and  their  merriment? 
the  expression  of  their  countenance,  even  their  very  eye  is  altered.  They 
have  beoi  moulded  to  apathy ;  the  ties  they  came  into  the  world  to  form 
and  cherish  are  banished  from  their  hopes  and  wishes,  and  their  days  and 
thoughts  are  wasted  in  religious  ceremonies  and  absurdities." 

"  Wastedr 

'^  Wasted,"  she  repeated,  turning  her  dear,  feverish  eye  towards  him. 

*^  And  you,  a  Catholic,  tell  me  this!"  he  half  smiled. 

'^  I  am  a  Catholic,  but  I  do  not  less  see  the  errors  in  my  religion.  Had 
I  never  suspected  them  before,  my  sojourn  in  the  convent  would  have  be- 
trayed them  to  me.  Did  Crod  send  uving  souls  into  the  world  to  lead  a 
life  of  indolent  uselessness  ?  No,  no.  He  endowed  them  with  all  noble 
qualities  and  attributes ;  He  placed  them  here  to  exerose  those  attributes 
to  the  utmost  of  their  power  towards  their  own  and  the  general  good, 
and  for  the  manner  in  which  they  perform  their  task  they  must  render 
their  account  at  the  last  day." 

^^  There  is  a  parallel  left  to  us  in  the  New  Testament,"  murmured 
John  Rayner ;  ^*  you  may  see  it  in  its  first  gospel,  which  treats  of  what 
you  speak." 

« I  tiiink  I  know,  though  you  are  permitted  to  read  the  Scriptures 
more  than  we  are :  the  talent  mat  its  possessor  buried  in  the  earth." 

'<  And  that  possessor's  fearful  punisnment !  Are  the  inmates  of  your 
religious  institutions  allowed  to  digest  that  chapter  ?" 

'*  It  is  of  little  moment  if  they  are :  the  bent  of  their  minds  is  formed 
in  childhood,  and  they  are  trained  to  believe  but  as  their  teachers  wish. 
Look  at  my  two  sisters.  They  dare  not  presume  to  have  a  thought  or 
o{nnion  of  their  own  upon  religious  subjects,  and  they  would  not  if  the^ 
ooold.  Talk  of  Eastern  slavery!  the  veriest  despot  never  kept  his 
minioiis  in  more  abject  subjection  than  tiiat  enforced  upon  the  inmates  of 
a  convent." 

^  Tet  they  placed  you  there  to  acquire  peace." 
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^^  They  made  a  wide  mistake.  Had  they  taken  me  thither  in  my  in- 
fancy, I  should  have  been  theirs  heart  and  soul,  without  a  thought  of  le- 
bellion  ;  but,  unibrtanatdy  for  their  projects,  and  perhaps  also  for  me^  I 
was  suffcmd  to  become  attacdied  to  the  world's  ties. 

^'  So  the  monotony  of  the  conyeDt  was  irksome  ?" 

'^  Do  not  call  it  by  that  epithet,"  she  answered.  "  It  implies,  at  leiat 
to  my  ear,  something  that  may  be  borne.** 

'<  And  life  at  a  couTent  may  not?" 

"Not  by  me.  The  rules  seemed  terrible  to  me  then,  and,  afW 
having  had  leisure  to  reflect  upon  them,  they  seem  so  now.  I  was  attired 
in  the  most  simple  manner  when  I  went  down — a  plain  black-olk  dress 
and  a  white  muslin  collar;  but  these  could  not  be  allowed  in  the  eonyent» 
They  were  taken  from  me  before  I  had  been  ten  minutes  in  the  place ; 
before  they  gave  me  any  refreshment,  or  allowed  me  time  to  repoee.  A 
gown  of  black  stuff  or  serge,  looking  just  like  some  of  the  aprons  worn 
by  the  inferior  servants  in  my  father*s  establishment,  was  brought  to  me 
by  a  mm.  I  was  very  obedient,  and  took  off  the  silk  daress  as  she  reqnirBd, 
but  upon  going  to  resume  the  collar — for  I  did  not  then  know  her  inter* 
ctiction  extended  to  that — she  r»sed  a  pair  of  scissors  that  huog  at  her 
girdle  and  deliberately  cut  it  in  two." 

^  ^  Then  I  am  not  to  wear  it  ?'  I  exclaimed. 

*^  *  It  is  a  Tain  omasBent,'  she  said,  '  and  may  have  no  |dace  here.' 

<'  *  And  those  in  my  boxes, — are  they  to  be  serred  the  same  V 

*< '  Your  boxes  will  be  examined  before  they  are  given  up  to  you,'  was 
her  reply,  '  and  all  improper  articles  removed.' 

*^  My  high  spirit  rose  within  me,  b«i  I  chedced  it,  perhaps  fisr  die 
first  time  in  my  life.  She  desired  me  to  take  a  seat,  and  proceeded  to 
remove  the  combs  from  my  hair.  I  atarted  up  then,  and  indignantly 
remonstrated.     I  thought  she  was  about  to  cut  it  off. 

*'  ^Not  so,'  she  answered,  gathering  the  long  eurls  in  her  hands.  ^  i 
am  but  going  to  arrange  it  in  the  mode  permitted  here.' 

*<  I  wrah  you  could  have  seen  me  in  this  Uack  coarse  dros— Hsoaiae 
compared  with  what  I  had  been  accustomed  to— fittmg  tightfy  to  die 
fliu^e,  and  dosing  high  round  the  throat ;  not  &  bit  of  anything  white, 
lace,  or  embroidery,  to  be  seen  about  me,  and  all  ray  hair  coodbed  to  'Aift 
bade  of  my  head!  But  this  was  nothing  ;  nay,  I  do  think  it  was  more 
a  joke  to  me  than  anythii^  else — a  joke,  mind  yon,  if  it  had  not  been 
to  last" 

^  And  your  duties  ?'* 

'^  Do  not  talk  of  them,"  she  answered ;  '^ibey  wefe  to  ne  intokrdble 
labour  and  privation.  The  sisterhood  pvrsned  them  widi  monotonous 
contentment ;  they  were  tnitred  to  them  by  habit ;  but  I " 

She  appeared  to  be  getting  exhausted,  and  John  Ra3n9cr  advanoed  to 
the  table,  and  pouring  out  some  drops,  administered  them  to  her  in 
water. 

^'  The  mornings,  when  I  went  there,  wen  eoU  and  dadc,"  she  n- 
snmed,  *'  and  we  had  to  rise  without  five,  and  be  in  tlie  chapel  at  ftre ; 
at  seven  there  was  a  scanty  break£uit ;  at  nine  the  chapel  M;ain ;  and 
after  that  we  were  dismissed  to  our  cells  to  pray  and  meditate.' 

''  Neither  of  which  was  peribnned  by  yon,  I  oondnde?*'  cried  John, 
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tokmg  ker  emaciated  hand,  and  nnconscnoiisly  twirling  round  and  round 
those  false  rings. 

'^But  they  were.  I  meditated  on  my  bitter  &te;  on  my  sisters' 
cruelty,  for  they  knew  what  they  were  consigning  me  to  when  they  pep- 
suaded  my  parents  to  condemn  me  to  it.  I  meditated  upon  how  to 
escape  it.  I  yearned  for  home;  I  yearned  for  the  world  I  had  left 
behind  ;  and,  more  than  all,  I  yearned  for  the  presence  of  one  who  had 
become  more  to  me  than  home  and  friends.  And  when  I  prayed,  as 
tbey  ordered  me,  I  prayed  that  I  mig^t  be  released  from  their  unnatural 
trammels,  or  be  remored  by  death." 

"^  But  you  were  speaking  of  your  duties." 

**  Why  go  into  the  detaols  ?"  she  rejoined.  '^  I  dislike  eyer  to  think  of 
them.  One  day  was  but  a  repetition  of  another,  one  hour  almost  the 
counterpart  of  the  preceding  one  ;  the  early  rising,  the  continual  prayers 
and  services,  and  the  self-same  daily  routine.  We  dined  at  twelve — such 
a  dinner !  I  had  used  to  wonder  if  the  lady  abbess  had  not  a  second 
one  served  in  her  own  apartment.  Herbs,  vegetables,  a  small  porticm  of 
meat,  and  spring-water,  may  be  good  for  the  health,  but  I  had  been 
accustomed  to  more  generous  food.  Afiterwards  came  the  chapel  again, 
and  then  we  had  to  appear  before  the  lady  abbess,  on  our  hneeSy  and 
give  an  account  of  our  actions,  dispositions,  and  thoughts  during  the 
past  twenty -four  hours.  I  must  have  tried  her  patience  frequently;  but 
that  she  vras  very  kind  to  me,  and  endeavoured  to  win  me  over  gently,  I 
will  not  deny.  A  rebellious  inmate  was,  I  suppose,  unknown  in  tJie 
convent ;  or,  if  their  spirit  rebelled,  they  had  the  art  to  conceal  it  better 
dan  I  did.  It  peeped  out  in  spite  of  me,  and  I  was  mildly  and  continu- 
ally remonstrated  with.  I  dare  say  the  nuns,  regarding  their  mode  of 
life  as  one  that  was  fitting  them  for  heaven,  looked  upon  me  as  the 
sulors  of  old  looked  upon  Jonah :  if  they  could  but  have  read  the  real 
rebdiion  that  was  searing  my  heart !" 

«<  Shall  I  give  yon  more  OTops?" 

"  Not  now.  The  afternoons  were  but  a  repetition  of  the  mornings — 
perhaps  worse :  for  recreation,  in  the  intervals  of  the  prayers  and  the 
chapel  services,  we  were  allowed  to  do  needlework—- our  own  dothes,  or 
embroidering  dnenes  for  the  saints  and  images  in  the  chapel.  In  some 
of  the  nJigions  establishments  of  England  the  domestic  woHc  is  attended 
to  by  the  nuns  indiscriminately,  but  not  in  this  one.  It  would  have 
been  a  relief  to  me  to  do  it,  igpwrant  as  I  am  of  such  labour,  but  a  few 
of  the  sisterhood  there  are  of  inferior  family ;  they  have  paid  nothing,  or 
but  little,  to  enter,  and  they  perform  the  household  work.  There  was  no 
break  to  die  painful  monotony  of  my  existence.  I  never  saw  the  hoarders, 
except  at  a  distance,  in  the  clmpel.  Whether  the  nuns  thought  I  should 
oontanmiate  them  with  my  woridly  spirit,  or  that  they  wodki  wean  my 
attention  from  religious  duties,  I  cannot  determine;  but  I  and  the  lay 
pupils  were  never  suffered  to  meet.  At  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening  we 
wars  consigned  to  oar  dark  and  lonely  cells^  and  might  go  to  bed  or 
remain  np,  praying,  as  we  chose.  I  freqwently  remained,  not  praying, 
hat  thittkiDg  of  ilM  soenes  of  gaiety  I  had  used  to  enter  about  tmit  hour, 
and  that  heme  entering  on  them  then — ^the  lighted  ball-rooms,  the  sweet 
music,  the  perfume  of  vie  flowers;  and  the  raaiaoi  fiwes  we  were  wont  to 
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meet.  And,  oh!  the  continual  confessions!  I  was  planted  for  ever 
before  the  keen  and  questioning  priests — ^I,  who  had  nothing  to  confess 
but  my  painful  regrets,  and  the  bitter  feeling  that  was  eating  away  my 

"Did  you  never  write  home?" 

"  Frequently  ;  and  that  is  the  worst  part  of  all.  I  described  minutely 
to  my  father  and  mother  how  I  had  to  live;  they  would  know  better  than 
words  of  mine  could  tell  them  that  I  was  entirely  unfitted  for  it.  I 
humbled  myself  to  them;  I  promised,  that  if  they  would  release  me,  and 
receive  me  at  home  again,  I  would  be  all  they  could  wish.  At  length  I 
offered  to  give  up  Lord  Winchester ;  never  to  see  or  speak  with  him 
again ;  and  they  kaew  that,  if  I  undertook  this  in  all  honour,  I  would 
have  fulfilled  it.  I  was  suffering  then  because  I  would  not  give  that 
promise ;  for  a  promise  once  made  by  me  is  never  broken." 

"  Did  they  relent  ?" 

^'  /  never  had  an  answer,  I  wrote  letter  after  letter  to  my  father, 
to  my  mother,  even  to  my  sisters,  but  never  did  a  single  line  or  word 
come  to  me  in  return.  I  at  last  wrote,  in  the  very  extremity  of  despiur, 
frequent,  frequent  letters ;  the  lady  abbess  told  me  I  sent  too  often,  and, 
when  I  disregarded  her  words,  the  priests  ordered  me  to  do  penance." 

"  Were  the  letters  sent?"  inquired  John  Rayner,  raising  for  a  moment 
his  keen  glance  upon  her. 

"  I  cannot  tell  you;  I  do  not  know  until  this  hour,  but  I  had  no  suspicion 
then  that  they  were  not,  otherwise — oh!"  she  broke  off  suddenly,  press- 
ing her  hand  upon  her  brow  in  anguish,  "  if  the  nuns  played  me  false  in 
this  they  have  much  to  answer  for !  I  thought  my  parents  had  abandoned 
me :  I  thought  I  was  consigned  to  that  place  for  life,  and  there  were 
moments  when,  in  my  despair,  I  really  prayed  to  die.'' 

"  Be  calm,  be  calm.  Miss  Hildyard." 

"  I  grew  ill,  and  was  removed  to  the  infirmaiy,  and — and — I  cannot 
explain  to  you  how,  and  you  must  never  ask  me,  but  I  effected  my  escape 
from  the  convent." 

He  uttered  an  exclamation  of  surprise. 

"  You  may  well  wonder.  Such  a  thing  had  never,  I  believe,  occurred 
at  that  establishment  before,  and  probably  never  will  again,  for  there  is 
no  doubt  that  most  rigid  precautions  were  taken  after  my  departure." 

"  But  how  could  you  effect  it?" 

''  You  must  not  inquire.     I  did  not  do  it  of  myself." 

**  Why  may  I  not  ?     Do  you  doubt  my  good  faith?" 

"  I  do  not  doubt  it.  But  I  tell  you  i  was  not  unassisted,  and  I  was 
sworn  to  secrecy  upon  the  crucifix.  Had  it  not  been  for  my  illness  it  could 
not  have  been  effected^;  that  much  you  may  know.  Were  it  ever  sus- 
pected at  the  convent  how  I  was  aided,  punishment  the  most  dire  would 
fall  upon  the  author  of  it" 

"  And  the  motive  was  pity  for  you  ?" 

"  Genuine  pity.  Yean  had  endured  her  to  the  despair  of  her  life,  and 
the  diuly  drudgery  she  performed  in  the  convent  tooknom  its  monotony; 
but  she  forgot  not  how  she  had  been  consigned  unwillingly  and  in  her 
earlier  years,  as  I  was,  to  that  living  tomb,  or  the  prayers  for  escape  that 
she  had  raised  unavailingly." 
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**  She  did  not  fly  with  you  ?"  he  asked,  listening  to  the  recital,  every 
syllahle  of  which  hore  too  painfully  the  atamp  of  tru%,  with  breathless  in- 
terest. 

'*  I  tell  you,  years,  long  years,  had  reconciled  her  to  her  life — and  she 
had  nowhere  that  she  cared  to  fly  to  then  ;  it  was  too  late." 

'^It  is  asserted  in  the  world,"  ne  whispered,  ^'and  by  the  authorities  of 
your  own  creed,  that  any  one  may  leaye  a  convent  if  they  find  it  unpala- 
table—leave with  the  full  consent  of  its  superiors  ?" 

*'  You  may  as  well  assert  that  the  stars  you  see  in  the  heavens  can  leave 
their  places  without  the  aid  of  God,"  she  answered,  vehemently.  ''  A  nun 
is  not  told  she  shall  not  leave ;  but  vrill  you  tell  me  how  she  is  to  set  about 
doing  so,  when  every  word  and  action,  ay,  every  thought  is  known  and 
looked  over  with  a  jealous  eye  ?  What  communication  can  she  hold 
with  her  firiends  without  ?  None.  To  whom  can  she  make  known  her 
wishes  save  to  those  around  her,  the  lady  abbess  and  the  priests  ?  and  to 
them  she  dare  not,  for  they  have  every  interest  in  keeping  her  where 
she  is." 

**  And,  knowing  this,  should  it  not  have  led  you  to  suspect  that  your 
own  letters  were  never  suffered  to  see  the  light  ? 

"  It  did  Dot  at  the  time — not  for  long  afterwards.  It  would  have  been 
happy  for  me  had  I  done  so^  for  I  should  have  hastened  home  instead 
of ** 

**  You  allude  to  when  you  quitted  the  convent?"  he  observed,  finding 
she  did  not  conclude  her  sentence. 

**  It  was  in  the  grey  light  of  the  morning  that  I  escaped — spring  was 
&r  advanced  then— 'before  any  of  the  inmates  were  up,  save  one.  I  pointed 
to  the  world  before  me,  and  pressed  her  to  fly  with  me,  but  she  shook  her 
head,  and  asked  me,  if  I  indeed  thought  I  owed  her  a  recompense,  to  offer 
up  unceasing  prayers  that  she  might  be  forgiven  for  aiding  me  in  the  sin. 
I  had  been  under  her  care  in  the  infirmary  for  weeks,  and  she  had  learnt 
to  love  and  pity  me,  but  I  do  not  think  she  would  have  ever  aided  me, 
had  it  not  been  that  she  feared " 

«  Go  on,  Miss  HUdyard." 

**  I  had  paroxysms---dreadful  paroxysms  of  despair,  and  I  believe  she 
feared  I  might  lay  violent  hands  upon  myself.  But  I  never  should  have 
done  that,  unless  insanity  had  overtaken  me." 

"  What  became  of  you — where  did  you  go?" 

"  1  could  not  return  home ;  remember,  I  thought  that  they  had  aban- 
doned me,  and  that  the  step  would  but  lead  to  my  being  placed  in  the 
convent  under  more  astringent  rules.  I  was  helpless,  foodless,  almost 
dotheless;  my  heart  was  nearly  bursting  with  indignation  and  perplexity, 
and  ■  ■  ■!  wrote  to  Lord  Winchester." 

There  was  a  deep  silence.     John  Rayner  did  not  break  it. 

'^  I  ran  miles,  it  seemed  to  me,  away  from  the  convent,  over  cross- 
coontxy  roads :  a  few  people  that  I  met  stared  at  me  until  all  my  limbs 
trembled  with  terror,  for  I  feared  that  anybody  might  divine  who  I  was. 
I  looked  strange,  no  doubt,  for  I  had  no  bonnet^  and  only  a  shawl  pinned 
orer  my  head." 

''  But  where  did  you  find  shelter  ?" 

**  I  came  suddenly  upon  a  mill ;  I  was  in  a  retired  lane,  aod  the  hedges 
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had  hid  it  from  my  yiew.  Adjoining  it  was  a  cottage,  and  seated  on  a 
hench  at  the  door  was  a  young  woman,  tossing  and  playing  with  a  child. 
She  gave  me  good-morrow  kindly.  I  knew  I  could  not  go  much  further, 
and  I  was  afnud  of  being  pursued  and  discoTcred,  so  I  mustered  up  reso- 
lution, and  asked  her  to  take  me  in." 

'*  Did  you  say  you  came  from  the  convent?" 

^'  No,  na  I  told  a  tale  of  a  cruel  stepmother — I  had  been  conning  it 
over  as  I  went  along— and  that  I  had  run  away  from  home,  and  wanted 
shelter  somewhere  for  a  day  or  two,  until  I  could  resolve  what  to  do  for 
the  future.  %e  said  she  would  afford  it  me  ;  that  the  mill  and  cottage 
were  so  retired,  that  sometimes  a  stranger  would  not  be  seen  passing 
for  weeks  together,  and  that  I  could  sleep  with  her  and  the  baby,  for  her 
husband  was  gone  to  a  distant  cattle-show,  and  would  not  be  back  for 
three  or  four  days.  I  wrote  the  letter  that  afternoon,  and  took  it  to  the 
village  myself  in  the  dusk  of  the  evening,  and  posted  it." 

*^  And  he  you  wrote  to  came  ?"  interposed  John,  in  a  low  voice. 

"  He  came.  He  conjured  me  to  abandon  those  who  had  abandoned 
me,  and  to  trust  to  his  honour  ;  and  I  lefb  the  cottage  with  him." 

Again  there  was  an  unbroken  pause,  disturbed  only  by  her  irregular 
breadiing,  as  she  panted  for  respiration.  John  Rayner  did  not  Imow 
what  to  say,  or  how  to  break  it 

^'  Finish  your  recital  another  day,"  he  whispered,  as  he  leaned  over 
her,  and  smoothed  the  pillows  that  were  her  support 

*^  I  must  finish  it  now,"  she  answered,  '*  if  I  am  to  finish  it  at  all.  I 
dare  say  you  cannot  think  worse  of  me  than  you  have  already  done." 

*^  I  have  never  thought  ill  of  you,"  he  exclaimed,  with  his  charac- 
teristic impetuosity ;  ^'  I  do  not,  I  will  not  think  ill  of  you ;  and  were  we 
both  free "* 

Whatever  nonsense  he  was  going  to  utter,  I  declare  he  does  not  choose 
to  recal  unto  this  day,  but  she  interrupted  him. 

^  Hear  the  rest  while  I  have  strength  to  tell  it  We  fled  night  and 
day,  never  stopping  for  rest,  and  scarcely  for  refreshment,  until  we  reached 
Paris.  He  had  reiterated  his  promise  to  marry  me  again  and  again,  and 
the  evening  we  arrived  in  Paris,  an  English  Catholic  clergyman,  in  hb 
canonicals,  was  introduced  to  the  hotel,  and  went  through  the  marriage 
ceremony." 

''  But,  good  Heavens !  my  dear,  dear  young  lady,"  he  ejacu]at«d,  start- 
ing up  and  striding  backwards  and  forwards  across  the  room,  '^  could  you, 
with  even  your  partial  knowledge  of  the  world— could  you  for  a  moment 
believe  tha^  such  a  marriage  was  a  binding  one  ?" 

*^  I  am  but  a  few  days,  it  may  be  hours,  removed  from  the  grave,"  she 
murmured,  ^*  and  I  will  not  go  down  to  it  with  a  fiadsehood  on  my  lip9 — 
not  even  to  purchase  a  tithe  of  good  opinion  from  you.  \f^  that  the 
marriage  was  a  false  one.  I  have  a  doubt  whether  it  was  really  a  priest 
who  performed  it,  for  he  seemed  strangely  bungling  over  his  work." 

^  There  would  have  been  time  for  you  to  retreat  even  ^en." 

^*  There  would,  there  would.  But  I  should  have  been  k>8t  tiieu  in  the 
world's  opinion.  And  where  was  I  to  retreat  to  ?  The  convent  ?  Do 
not  shrid^  from  me.  You  do  not  know  what  it  is  to  feel  that  you  are 
thnut  from  your  father's  home,  that  you  possess  no  n^higib  m  tne  wide 
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world,  and  to  haTe  ooe  by  tout  side  perraading  you  to  sin— one  whom 
yon  worship  ahnost  to  idolatry,  as  I  did  him.  My  imprudence  was 
hunentahiey  my  tboughtlfssness  great — ^yet  do  not  you  shrink  from  me." 

He  drew  her  aching  head  towards  him,  and  bathed  her  beating  tern* 
pies  with  cooling  water. 

*'  There  is  little  more  to  tell  that  you  may  not  imagine :  it  was  but 
what  I  might  have  expected — boasted  profession  succeeded  by  indj£fereiioe 
and  then  desertion.  We  trarelled  rapidly  through  France,  and  lingered 
in  Switzerland;  you  saw  us  at  the  Glaciers.  That  was  my  happy  time, 
if  I  can  say  that  one  hour  has  been  happy  since  I  quitted  England." 

^  We  thought  you  were  his  wife,"  he  whispered,  looking  at  her  closed 
eyes  and  the  tears  that  were  coursing  down  her  pale  cheeks. 

*'  We  passed  on  to  Italy  in  October,"  she  resumed,  '*  and  remained 
there  the  winter.  In  the  spring  we  returned  to  Switzerland,  and  lived 
in  seclusion  in  one  of  those  beautiful  Httle  villas  on  the  border  of  Geneva's 
lake.  We  had  travelled  under  the  name  of  Heath,  and  I  still  retain  it ; 
it  did  as  well  as  any  other — Mr.  and  Mrs.  Heath.*' 

The  Madame  Eef  of  the  landlady  was  explained  now. 

**  And  now  conmienced  my  punishment.  He  had  shown  ^mptoms  of 
emwi  and  indifference,  and  ere  the  green  of  the  spring  had  well  given 
place  to  tbe  blossoms  of  summer,  he  left.  It  was  but  twelve  months 
since  the  period  of  our  false  marriage  in  Paris — and  that  was  the  duration 
of  his  vaunted  love." 

^  Be  cahn,  Miss  Hildyard,  for  your  own  sake." 

''  He  said  he  should  return  shortly,  but  I  doubted  him,  and  the  ter* 
zible  sickness  of  despair  was  at  my  heart.  Let  no  one  talk  of  faithless- 
ness in  love,  until  they  have  been  deserted  as  I  have  been." 

'^  Have  you  seen  him  nnce  ?" 

'^  No — never.  A  few  letters,  affectionate  at  first,  but  growing  gra- 
dually cold  and  colder  as  his  love  had  done,  were  all  the  notice  I  had  from 
him." 


u 


You  bore  your  wrongs  in  silence — you  did  not  follow  him?" 
thi]      ~ 


<<  Do  you  think  I  would  follow  an  estranged  heart  ?  I  lingered  on 
alone  in  my  never-to-be-told-of  anguish — ^yielding  to  my  breaking  heart 
— ^yielding  to  this  disease  which  attacked  and  is  now  kiUing  me.  I  left 
the  house  I  was  in  near  Geneva,  ever  restless,  ever  anxious  and  willing 
to  find  a  more  obscure  place  to  die  in.  I  did  not  mean  to  stay  in  this 
little  inn,  but  my  weakness  increased  greatly  after  I  came  to  it,  and  all 
exertion  seemed  to  have  left  me." 

<<  Your  disease  would  have  been  successfully  grappled  with  if  taken  in 
time." 

"  That  is  very  probable ;  but  what  have  I  left  to  live  for  ?" 

'^  Life  might  not  always  have  been  the  blank  for  you  that  it  is  now." 

'^  It  could  have  been  nothing  else— nothing  but  one  continuous  scene 
of  bitter  feelmg.     He  was  in  haste  to  fly  to  another  idol." 

"Do  not  speak  so  wildly, **  he  implored,  looking  with  terror  upon  her 
feverish  eye. 

She  did  not  answer,  but,  rising,  tottered  to  the  further  side  of  the 
table,  holding  on  by  it  for  support  as  she  did  so. 

"  What  is  it  ?"  he  inquired.     "  Can  I  reach  you  anything?" 
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Still  there  was  no  reply,  bat  she  pulled  open  the  drawer,  and  taking 
firom  it  a  torn  piece  of  newspaper,  crept  back  to  her  seat  again. 

^'  They  told  you  that  two  days  before  you  came  I  was  taken  worse  ?" 
she  resumed. 

^'  The  landlady  said  so— alarmingly  worse." 

"  It  was  excitement  that  did  it---ah !  such  excitement.  I  suppose  it 
robbed  me  of  weeks  of  life.  Had  the  cause  of  that  excitement  been 
spared  me,  I  do  not  think  I  should  have  been  quite  so  near  to  death." 

"  Go  on." 

"  In  the  evenmg  of  that  day  I  was  sitting  here,  as  I  am  sitting  now, 
only  alone,  when  Lucie  brought  me  some  baked  apples.  They  were 
very  hot,  just  taken  out  of  the  oven,  and  her  mother  had  doubled  a  piece 
of  newspaper  and  placed  it  between  the  saucer  and  the  waiter.  In 
lingering  over  one  of  them,  trying  to  eat  it,  my  eyes  fell  upon  the  paper, 
and  I  saw  that  it  was  English.  It  was  GalignanVs,  and  of  recent  date. 
Lucie  said  a  traveller  had  left  it  when  he  quitted  the  inn  that  morning. 
It  was  as  well  to  look  at  that  as  to  sit  brooding  over  my  gloomy  thoughts, 
and  I  took  it  from  under  the  saucer." 

She  put  the  paper  into  John  Rayner^s  hand,  pointing  slightly  to  one 
part  of  it.  He  read  the  paragraph,  which  was  written  in  that  inflated 
style  peculiar  to  such : 

*^  It  is  said  that  preliminaries  for  a  marriage  are  being  arranged  be- 
tween Viscount  Winchester  and  the  lovely  and  accomplished  Lady  Frances 
Gaiton,  only  daughter  of  the  Earl  and  Countess  of  Gaiton.  Both  fami- 
lies are  sojourning  in  the  French  capital." 

John  Rayner  lolded  up  the  scrap  of  paper  and  returned  it  to  her, 
making  no  comment.     What  could  he  make  ? 

<*  Her  name  is  Frances,  too!"  she  murmured,  as  if  communing  with 
herself. 

in. 

The  days  passed  on — but  a  few  days — when  one  morning  John  Ray- 
ner was  awoke  by  an  unusual  bustle  and  commotion  in  the  house.  He 
opened  his  room  door,  and  saw  Lucie  passing  in  tears — ^Frances  Hildyard 
was  drawing  near  to  death. 

With  what  haste  he  could  he  entered  her  chamber;  but  nothing 
more  could  be  done  for  her  in  this  world.  The  landlady  drew  him  away 
almost  immediately,  for  a  priest  of  the  Romish  persuasion,  who  had  been 
sent  for,  was  entering,  and  they  closed  the  door  upon  him  and  his 
penitent. 

When  John  Rayner  was  readmitted  to  the  apartment,  he  was  utterly 
astonished  to  see  Frances  Hildyard  up  and  dressed — dressed  as  if  for 
walking,  the  landlady  and  her  daughter  having  been  assisting  at  the 
toilette. 

**  I  do  not  think  I  can  do  it,"  she  exclaimed  to  him.  "  I  feel  as  if  I 
could  not  walk  across  the  room." 

^'Do  what?     What  is  the  meaning  of  this?"  he  inquired. 

**  Monsieur  le  Cur6  has  enjoined  madame  to  go  and  hear  the  morning 
mass  in  the  church,"  explained  the  landlady.  ''  He  cannot  administer 
the  last  absolution  until  she  has  been  there,  by  way  of  penance  for  the 
expiation  of  her  sins." 

"  But  she  shall  not  go,"  returned  John. 
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<<  Not  go !"  uttered  the  landlwly,  almost  with  a  scream  of  astonishment; 
'^  it  18  the  only  thing  that  will  keep  her  soul  out  of  purgatoiy.  The 
priest  has  said  sa" 

<'  1^88  ffildjard,''  he  exclaimed,  as  he  turned  to  her,  and  solemnly 
took  her  handi^  *'you  are  not  wanting  in  good  sense.  A  prayer  wiU 
ascend  to  the  throne  of  Heaven  from  this  damber  as  readily  as  it  will 
from  the  diurch ;  and  you  know  that  you  are  in  no  fittinef  state  to  walk 
thither." 

''  I  greatly  thank  you  for  all  your  kindness  to  me,"  she  replied — '^  for 
all  your  consideration;  will  you  add  to  it  by  not  attempting  to  dissuade 
me  from  this  duty?" 

'*  But  look  at  the  state  you  are  in ! — ^you  are ^* 

*^  Dying,"  she  added,  filling  up  the  word  at  which  he  had  paused* 
^'  And,  knowing  this,  you  will  venture  into  the  open  air — ^kneel  upon 
the  stone  floor  of  the  cold  church !" 
*'  It  is  a  mild  penance,"  she  said. 
^'  For  one  in  a  fitting  state  of  health,  but  not  for  you." 
^'  Lucie,  are  you  ready  ?"  she  exclaimed,  raising  herself  with  difficulty 
£rom  her  chair,  and  taking  a  tottering  step  forwai^. 

^'  Can  I  say  nothing  that  will  dissuade  you  from  this  ?"  he  asked. 
<'  Nothing.     Though  I  knew  that  I  snould  expire  in  the  exertion,  I 
must  perform  it.     Would  you  have  me  go  to  my  grave  with  my  ana  un- 
absolved  r 

"  Oh,  Miss  Ifildyard  !  you  have  acknowledged  there  are  some  errors 
in  your  creed ;  can  you  believe  that  the  simple  act  of  entering  the  church 
and  kneeling  in  it  to  hear  some  prayers  recited  in  the  Latin  tongpie,  can 
absolve  you  from  all  you  have  done  wrong  from  your  childhood  up- 
wards?" 

'*  My  absolution  rests  with  the  priests,"  she  answered.  *<  If  they  en- 
join me  to  do  this,  it  is  the  only  way  in  which  I  can  obtain  it.'* 

"  It  does  not  rest  with  them,"  he  replied,  in  much  agitation ;  ^*  it  rests 
with  God." 

''  You  do  not  understand,"  she  panted ;  *<  you  have  been  reared  in  a 
difierent  faith." 

Unless  he  used  force,  which  he  had  no  riffht  to  exercise,  he  found  he 
ooold  not  prevent  her.      So  he  gave  her  his  arm  for  support,  Lucie 
walking  on  the  other  side,  and  she  started,  dying  as  she  was,  upon  this  • 
wild  errand.* 

They  carried,  rather  than  led  her,  into  the  church,  but  she  fainted 
belbre  the  mass  was  over,  and  at  its  conclusion  was  borne  back  ag;ain 
and  laid  upon  the  bed,  the  priest  who  had  enjoined  the  penance  follow- 
ing, accompanied  by  one  of  nis  brethren,  to  administer  the  sacraments  of 
the  dying. 

A  ray  of  die  afternoon  sun  had  fallen  upon  the  bed  when  John  Rayner 
entered.  Lucie  and  the  landlady,  who  had  come  in  when  the  priests  left, 
stood  on  one  side  of  it,  and  he  advanced  to  the  other.  Her  eyes  were 
dosed,  and  for  an  instant  he  doubted  if  she  was  already  dead,  but  she 
opened  them  as  he  bent  over  her. 

''  A  few  moments  alone  with  you,"  she  whispered  in  his  ear. 

•  A  Act. 
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He  moticmed  them  away  and  closed  tbe  door. 

'^  What  can  I  do  for  you  ?"  he  inquired. 

^<  Nothing  for  me.  But  when  you  have  returned  to  England,  call 
upon  my  fisither  and  mother,  and  if,  €is  I  now  Mieve,  they  nerer  received 
those  letters,  tell  them  about  me.  But  say  nothing  against  kimy"  she 
continued,  convulsively  pressing  his  hands ;  ''  nothing,  nothiog  against 
him.  Let  them  not  think  I  have  been  unhappy — or — deserted :  it  is  the 
disease  that  has  killed  me ;  they  always  said  I  should  be  liable  to  it." 

The  faint  flush  of  excitement  liglked  up  her  cheek,  and  her  hands 
sliook  with  emotion  as  she  pressed  his.  He  saw  how  it  was,  and  passed 
his  word :  there  was  no  help  for  it. 

"  The  promises  to  the  d&id  are  held  sacred,"  die  whispered. 

'^  And  Lord  Winchester — shall  I  say  aught  if  I  ever  meet  him  ?" 

'*  Not  a  word — not  a  syllable,"  she  answered,  almost  fiercely.  *'  He 
does  not  cast  a  thought  towards  me  in  life,  therefore  it  is  scarcely  pro- 
bable a  regret  would  follow  me  in  death.  And  do  you  forget  when  I  die 
that  such  a  being  as  Frances  Hildyard  ever  existed." 

'^  Have  you  no  further  message,''  he  idiispered,  "  for  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Hildyard  r 

She  turned  her  face  to  the  wall,  and  for  some  moments  he  saw  it  not. 
^  Tell  them  I  have  received  the  fcwgiveness  of  Heaven  for  all  my  sins," 
she  murmured,  "  and  that  I  have  trusted  their  pardon  will  not  be  unac* 
corded.  Tell  them,  that  if  life  had  been  granted  me,  and  I  could  have  r€- 
deemed  the  pasty  I  would  that  I  had  been  as  readily  welcomed  to  their 
hearts  again  as  I  was  when  a  little  diild.  And  tell  them  that  God  has 
taken  me  in  mercy,  for  my  clouded  life  would  have  been  spent  in  one  long 
regpret  and  yeammg  for  nome,  knowing  that  I  could  never  be  received 
there." 

And  this  is  the  repentance  of  a  Roman  Catholic !  The  career  of  Frances 
Hildyard  had  been  one  of  disobedienoe  and  of  sin ;  and  her  expiaticm 
consisted  in  a  confession  of  her  err<»s  to  the  priest,  and  in  attending  a 
mass.  She  then  obtained  absolution,  and  said,  "  Tell  my  parents  that  I 
have  received  the  forgiveness  of  Heaven  for  all  my  sins  I" 

She  was  buried  near  to  Lausanne,  and  John  Rayner,  upon  the  condu- 
non  of  the  business  that  took  him  to  Switzerland,  left  for  England. 

IV. 

It  was  about  twelve  o'clock  in  the  day  when  John  Rayner  called  in 
Square,  the  residence  of  Mrs.  Hildyard. 


Two  plain,  sensible-looking  women  were  in  the  apartment  when  he  en- 
tered. Mrs.  Hildyard  was  too  ill  to  be  seen.  He  had  no  difficulty  in 
recognising  them  to  be  the  elder  sisters  of  Frances.  They  heard  what 
he  had  to  say  with  indifference— at  least,  it  appeared  so  to  him,  though 
it  may  have  been  but  iheir  coldness  of  manner.  They  inquired  whether 
he  was  with  her  to  the  last,  or  whether  it  was  but  the  common  story  of 
desertion  and  death." 

John  Rayner  replied  cautiously ;  he  remembered  his  promise  to  Frances ; 
and  they  saw  his  hesitation.  The  rumour,  too,  of  Lord  Winchester's  ap- 
proaching marriage  had  reached  them :  it  was  not  to  be  supposed  that 
such  a  report  would  escape  circulation  in  London,  when  it  had  travelled 
to  80  remote  a  place  as  Lausanne. 
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"  Did  she  know  of  her  fether's  death  ? "  inquired  Miss  Louisa 
Hildyard. 

«  No,  she  did  not." 

<'  Then  I  see  that  she  enjoined  you  to  silence,  fearing  to  proYoke  his 
vengeance  upon  her  destroyer  ?" 

'*  Pray  spare  me,  madam,''  he  rejoined ;  "  I  will  tell  you  all  I  know  of 
your  sister,  but  upon  Lord  Winchester  and  his  conduct  1  caunot  enter." 

'^  Do  you  wish  to  spare  him  ?" 

*'  I  should  like  to  see  him  horsewhipped  for  a  month  at  the  cart's  tail," 
Whs  Mr.  John's  indignant  and  intemperate  reply. 

*^  Frances  need  not  have  cautioned  you,"  were  the  next  words,  deli- 
vered with  all  the  sadness  of  a  subdued  spirit  *^  Our  father  is  no  longer 
here  to  feel  indignation  or  resent  insult;  our  mother  is  broken-hearted 
and  fast  hastening  to  her  grave;  and  we  are  two  lone  women,  whose  path 
in  life  has  been  fearfully  clouded  by  her  who  is  no  more,  and  whose  ven- 
geance, even  had  we  power  and  will  to  wreak  it,  would  fall  harmless  upon 
the  head  of  one  so  high  in  the  world's  favour  as  is  Lord  Winchester." 

"  Frances  prayed  for  him  in  dying,"  answered  John  Bayner. 

*'  May  ora  minds,  when  this  new  pang  shall  have  passed,  be  brought 
into  the  like  Christian  state,"  they  answered,  bowing  stiffly.  And  what 
with  the  exceeding  stiffiiess  of  all  around  him,  and  the  disagreeable  nature 
of  the  task  he  had  undertaken,  John  was  right  glad  when  the  interview 
was  over.  As  to  venturing  an  inquiry  into  the  fate  of  the  letters,  he 
would  just  as  soon  have  asked  the  two  ladies  before  him  for  the  internal 
rules  of  the  convent — ^the  answer  to  either  question  would  have  been 
alike. 

V. 

It  was  on  a  lovely  day  in  spring  that  John  Rayner  took  his  way  to- 
wards one  of  the  fashionable  west-end  churches.  He  was  later  than  he 
intended  to  be,  and  a  bridal  procession  was  leaving  it  as  he  came  up, 
elegant  carriages,  all  glitter  and  noise  and  white  satin  favours.  A  crowd 
was  standing  to  look  at  the  finery,  and  he  pressed  to  the  front  and  stood 
with  the  rest. 

On  the  panels  of  the  foremost  chariot  were  the  well-remembered  arms, 
supporting  the  viscount's  coronet,  which  he  had  seen  on  the  gold  pencil- 
case  by  the  source  of  the  Arveyron  at  Chamouny,  and  inside  it  sat  the 
scion  to  whom  it  had  belonged.  Singularly  attractive  he  had  thought  him 
then,  but  now  in  this  passing  glimpse  he  appeared  more  so.  The  same 
fond  smile,  which  had  once  fascinated  another,  now  mouldering  in  her 
grave  in  Switzerland,  was  bent  upon  the  beautiful  girl  at  his  side — ^that 
morning  the  Lady  Frances  Graiton,  now  Viscountess  Winchester. 

And  you,  Lord  Winchester,  revelling  though  you  now  are  in  the  world's 
favour,  as  was  observed  by  the  sister  of  the  ill-fated  girl  who  has  been 
called  Frances  Hildyard,  would  do  well  to  give  a  thought  to  retribu- 
tion :  though  its  steps  are  tardy,  it  may  yet  overtake  you  in  this  world. 
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If  we  can  place  anj  confidence  in  the  impresdons  leeeired  bj  M.  de 
Lamartine  himself,  and  the  feelings  experienced  and  now  placed  on  pei^ 
nanent  record  by  M.  Sauzet,  the  president  of  the  last  Royalist  ChamberSy 
and  others  present  at  that  decisive  moment  when  a  princess  appealed  by 
her  presence  and  gestures  for  an  orphan  [Hrince,  a  word  on  his  part  might 
faaye  saved  a  dynasty.  Lamartine,  says  M.  Sauzet,  was  looked  to  for  a 
moment  as  the  saviour  of  the  little  group.  The  possibility  that  so  poetic 
and  chivalrous  a  character  should  abandon  his  previous  principles  of 
loyalty,  and  should  be  insensible  to  the  claims  of  a  supplicating  mother 
and  orphan  child,  never  entered  the  nunda  of  the  most  inveterate  enemies 
of  the  poet  and  the  orator.  Lamartine  has  since  that  epoch  shown  that 
he  is  resolved  to  be  a  consistent  democrat,  so  long  as  democracy  is  in  the 
ascendant;  but  possibly,  like  many  who  have  preceded  him — men  of  the 
Convention  and  of  the  Reign  of  Tenor,  obsequious  before  an  imperial 
will — soldiers  and  statesmen  of  the  Empire  converted  to  loyalty  at  a  first 
and  reconverted  at  a  second  restoration — ready  to  re-enter  into  the  feel- 
ings and  prindples  that  guided  him  in  his  youth,  when  monarchy  shall 
be  once  m<xe  m  the  ascendant.  In  the  mean  time,  M.  de  Lamartine  is 
an  avowed  democrat;  he  voted  against  the  revision  of  the  constitution, 
not  out  of  hostility  to  the  President  ci  the  Republic,  nor  with  any  arrihre 
pensee  of  securing  the  election  as  a  stepping-stone  to  either  elder  or 
younger  royal  branches,  but  simply  because  the  cause  of  democracy  was 
threatened  by  the  revision,  and  a  republic  became  incontinently  a  mo- 
narchy by  the  prolongation  of  power  m  its  elected  chief.  How  the  poet- 
orator,  who  is  ever  ready  to  insist  upon  the  vitality  of  first  impessions 
and  principles,  and  to  acknowledge  the  empire  of  the  heart  over  the  ju^- 
ment,  can  satisfy  liimsdif  as  to  ue  solidity  of  his  newly-acquired  demo- 
cratic tendencies,  is  best  told  in  his  own  words — his  last  personal  and  poli- 
tical revelations: 

Scarcely  am  I  passed  the  middle  of  life,  and  I  have  already  lived  under  ten 
dominations  or  under  ten  different  governments  in  France.  I  have  taken  a 
part  from  childhood  to  maturity  in  ten  revolutions :  the  constitutional  govern- 
ment of  Louis  XVI.,  the  first  Republic,  the  Directory,  the  Consulate,  the  Em- 
pire, the  first  Restoration  of  1814,  the  hundred  days' rule  of  Napoleon,  the 
second  Restoration  of  1815,  the  reign  of  Loub  Philippe,  and  a  second  Republic ; 
ten  cataracts  by  which  the  spirit  of  modem  liberty  and  the  retrograde  or  sta- 
tionary spirit  have  each  in  their  turn  tried  to  descend  or  to  surmount  the  slope 
of  revolutions. 

I  have  palpitated  with  these  emotions,  I  hate  lived  of  that  life  of  thinn  of 
my  time,  I  have  rejoiced  in  or  grieved  for  these  events  and  catastrophes,  I  have 
suffered  from  tliese  tumbling?  down,  and  I  have  instructed  myself  with  these 
spectacles.     My  time  has  vegetated,  has  gained  renown,  has  become  a  man,  has 

fown  aged,  and  has  renewed  itself  in  myself.  I  have  understood,  or  I  thought 
have  understood,  where  the  world  was  going  upon  the  current  of  God.  A 
last  vicissitude  cast  me,  myself,  for  a  moment  at  the  head  of  one  of  these  move- 
ments, between  a  government  that  was  being  engulphed  and  a  society  which  it 
was  necessary  to  gather  together,  to  save  and  to  constitute  upon  a  new  basis. 
The  second  Republic  was  born.     It  was,  for  a  long  time  at  least,  the  only  basis 
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upon  which  the  people  cou)d  rally  and  be  supported.  Monarchies  had  tumbled 
down  one  after  another,  no  matter  what  modifications  they  had  attempted  to 
introduce  into  their  principles.  The  dynasties  at  war  for  the  throne  were 
tbemselres  nothing  but  occasions  and  causes  of  cinl  war  among  their  partisans 
in  the  nation.  The  rights  to  the  crown  had  become  so  many  factions.  The 
nation  alone  was  united^  the  pretenders  to  it  were  divided  among  themselves. 
The  country  alone  could  reign. 

It  was  farther  necessary  to  make  efforts  in  defence  of  the  foundations  of 
society,  which  demanded  the  force  and  unanimity  of  a  people.  It  had  then, 
and  it  has  still,  to  bring  about  energetic  changes  in  the  laws,  in  ideas,  in  the 
relations  of  class  to  class,  in  the  legal  religion,  in  education,  in  philosophy,  and 
in  manners,  such  as  the  hand  of  no  monarchy  is  sufficiently  strong  or  sufficiently 
devoted  to  accomplish.  Revolutions  are  made  by  republics.  They  are  the 
government  of  the  people,  standing  forth  strong  in  experience  of  itself.  This 
age  has  too  many  great  things  to  do,  and  too  many  weighty  questions  of  civi- 
lisation and  religion  to  settle,  to  remain  long  quiescent,  and  not  to  return  fre- 
Quently  to  republicanism.  I  am  republican,  then,  by  my  intelligence  of  things 
that  are  still  to  be,  and  b^  my  devotion  to  the  work  of  the  day.  Without  dis^• 
simulating  to  myself  the  inconveniences  and  dangers  of  democracy,  I  think  that 
they  must  be  heroically  accepted  in  working  out  my  task.  We  must  renounce 
all  great  things ;  we  must  be  content  to  recline  once  more  on  the  hotbed  of 
habit  and  of  prejudices,  or  we  must  hazard  a  republic.    That  is  my  faith. 

It  is  from  this  point  of  view  that  I  undertake  to  write  the  history  of  the  two 
reigns  of  the  Restoration.  Let  the  reader,  however,  not  be  terrified  ;  such  a 
mode  of  viewing  matters  will  not  make  me  unjust.  I  shall  rather  have  to 
defend  myself  for  an  excess  of  impartiality  for  the  things  of  my  early  age. 
There  are  two  men  in  the  historian — the  man  of  impressions,  and  the  man  of 
judgment.  My  judgments  may  be  severe,  but  my  impressions  are  affi^cted  even 
to  weakness  in  favour  of  the  Restoration.  Whilst  I  often  condemn  it  I  nev^ 
cease  to  pity  it.  Wherefore  7  murmurs  some  austere  republican.  I  will  tell 
you.  It  was  the  period  when  sentiment  and  imagination  played  the  greatest 
part  in  politics ;  writers  have  been  unjust  against  tne  epoch  in  question ;  th^ 
nave  written  the  satire  rather  than  the  history  of  the  Kestoration  :  it  is  easy 
to  trample  iipon  that  which  is  fallen :  between  the  enthusiasm  of  the  servile 
g^ory  or  the  Empire  and  the  vulgar  utility  of  the  reign  of  Louis  Philippe,  two 
princes,  two  reigns,  two  generations  of  political  men  more  worthy  or  respect, 
tarve  been  trampled  under  foot ;  but  my  heart  is  still  with  those  of  the  crushed 
and  forgotten  generation,  although  my  intelligence  is  with  the  future. 

I  was  still  b^t  a  child,  just  awakening  to  thought.  I  was  Rojralist  by  blood. 
I  had  been  cradled  in  the  paternal  mansion  by  domestic  stories  of  the  still 
bleeding  dramas  of  the  Revolution.  A  young  and  beautiful  queen  torn  from 
her  bed,  and  pursued,  only  half  dressed,  by  the  daggers  of  the  people  through 
her  palace  on  the  5th  and  6th  of  October,  her  guards  falling  in  her  defence  on 
the  threshold  of  her  door  beneath  the  pikes  of  assassins ;  a  royal  family  in 
flight,  taking  its  children  by  the  hand  from  the  Tuileries  to  the  National  Assem- 
bly on  the  10th  of  August ;  the  towers  of  the  Temple  filled  with  the  mysteries 
or  their  captivity ;  the  scaffold  of  a  king,  of  his  wife,  of  his  sister,  uis  son 
stupified  by  solitude,  the  plaything  of  a  ferocious  workman ;  his  daughter  the 
only  one  left  to  mourn  her  whole  race,  beneath  the  vaults  of  a  prison  worse  tlian 
a  sepulchre,  then  liberated  from  the  darkness  of  her  dungeon  only  on  con- 
ation of  perpetual  exile ;  princes,  once  renowned  for  their  wit,  their  graces,  nay, 
for  their  very  frivolity,  wandering  from  court  to  court,  from  retreat  to  retreat, 
without  any  one  knowins  where  they  hid  their  griefi ;  there  was  enough  to 
move  every  fibre  in  a  child's  heart.  The  heart  is  always,  when  it  is  noble,  on 
the  side  of  misfortune.    The  imagination  is  the  real  plotter  of  restorations. 

Then,  again,  if  that  restoration  coincided  with  my  youth,  its  aurora  mixed 
itself  up  with  that  of  my  life,  and  the  two  were  fused  into  one  another.  It 
was  the  hour  of  enthusiasm.    It  was  poetic  as  the  post,  as  miraculous  as  a 
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resurrection.  Old  men  got  young  again ;  women  wept ;  priests  prayed  ;  lyres 
were  unstrung;  children  were  filled  with  wonder,  and  hoped.  The  Empire 
had  oppressed  their  mind.  A  whole  nation  rose  up  with  a  new  life  at  the 
word  of  liberty,  proscribed  for  ten  long  years.  The  republicans,  revenged  by 
the  fall  of  the  destroyer  of  the  republic,  embraced  the  royalists,  in  a  recon- 
ciliation the  token  oi  which  was  to  be  constitutional  liberty.  This  return  ai>- 
peared  to  be  that  of  monarchy  corrected  by  exile — of  liberty  purified  by  atone- 
ment. It  was  an  epoch  of  pacific,  intellectual,  and  liberal  regeneration  for 
France.  Poetry,  letters,  and  arts,  forgotten,  enslaved,  or  disciplined  under 
the  police  of  the  Empire,  appeared  to  issue  forth  from  the  soil  beneath  the 
feet  of  the  Bourbons.  It  seemed  as  if  fresh  air  had  been  restored  to  the 
world,  asphyxiated  for  ten  years  by  tyranny.  Every  one  breathed  freely  for 
the  past,  the  present,  and  the  future.  Never  will  the  present  age  see  such  an 
epoch  again.  The  next  morning  was  forgotten.  So  powerful  was  hope,  that 
the  misfortunes  and  humiliations  of  the  country  were  also  dismissed  from  the 
memor}'.  Napoleon's  soldiers  alone  bowed  their  heads  as  they  put  away 
their  broken  weapons,  for  the  courtiers  had  already  gone  over  to  the  party 
in  the  ascendant. 

It  is  natural  that  such  a  spectacle,  and  those  which  followed  upon  the  first 
day  of  the  restoration,  the  liberty  of  the  press,  the  liberty  of  speech,  the  bustle 
of  elections,  which  aroused  a  people  so  long  dumb  and  motionless ;  the  books* 
long  time  retarded  by  the  imperial  censorship,  and  that  now  came  forth  in 
crowds,  as  if  from  the  catacombs  of  thought ;  the  pamphlets ;  the  increase  in 
number  and  freedom  of  the  daily  press  ;  the  narratives  of  exile  and  of  emigra- 
tion ;  the  great  writers,  journalists,  philosophers,  and  poets,  Stael,  Bonald, 
Chateaubriand,  De  Maistre ;  the  great  orators  trying  their  latent  powers  in 
discussion,  Lain^,  De  Serre,  Foy ;  the  sight  of  these  princes  and  princesses 
before  whom  France  assumed  a  new  physiognomy,  communicating  a  mild  and 
hospitable  character  to  the  country  ;  saloons,  theatres,  fi^tes,  the  assemblages- 
of  an  aristocracy  anxious  for  enjoyment ;  enthusiastic,  handsome,  lettered 
women,  gathering  once  more  around  them  the  illustrious  of  Europe,  in  war,  in 
legislation,  in  letters,  and  in  art — it  is  natural,  I  say,  that  the  impressions  of 
such  a  period  in  the  life  of  a  people  should  remain  profoundly  engraven  in  the 
memory  of  a  young  man,  and  should  predispose,  at  a  later  hour,  the  adult  to. 
Lean  scarcely  express  how  much,  partiality  of  reminiscence  for  this  bewitching 
twilight  of  his  opinions. 

Such  is^  I  acknowledge,  my  tenderness  or  weakness  towards  the  Kestoration. 
Its  faults  and  its  misfortunes  have  not  altered  these  first  impressions.     I 
placed  a  ban  upon  either  serving  or  loving  the  monarchy  without  a  past,  with- 
out prestige,  and  without  right,  which  succeeded  in  1830  to  this  government  of 
my  early  reminiscences.    The  uncle  could  never  be  pardoned  for  taking  the 
nephew's  place.     Nature  is  at  least  a  legitimacy  for  those  who  do  not  admit  a 
political  legitimacy.    The  republic  could  from  that  moment  put  such  a  throne 
aside.    No  other  prince  but  the  people  could  take  its  seat  there.     The  revo- 
lution of  July  would  then  have  been  a  progress ;  it  was  only  an  overthrow.    It  ^ 
did  not  take  the  place  of  tlie  throne,  it  did  not  crown  the  nation.    It  only  pu  t 
back  time.     Although ,  I  never  attacked  nor  insulted  the  government  of  Louis 
Philippe,  for  fear  of  disturbing  the  country  itself,  I  had  the  instinct  of  its  in- 
stability.   It  is  with  governments  as  it  is  with  metals— nothing  that  is  false  is 
strong ;  truth  is  the  principle  of  life  in  all  things.    Nothing  was  true  in  that 
royalty,  but  a  throne  and  a  people  both  deceived  alike.    Sooner  or  later,  it 
was  destined  to  be  annihilated,  as  it  bad  arisen,  by  a  breath.    Neither  eminent 
men,  nor  ministers,  nor  orators,  nor  skill,  nor  talent,  not  even  domestic  virtues*, 
were  wanting  to  that  reign.    That  which  it  wanted  was  that  which  makes  in- 
stitutions last — the  youngest  as  well  as  the  oldest,  respect.     When  it  was 
asked  of  it  whence  it  came  ?  it  could  neither  appeal  to  God  nor  to  the  people. 
It  could  only  say  one  thing — I  am  the  negation  of  divine  rieht,  which  makes 
princes  rule  hereditarily^  and  I  am  the  negation  of  the  ri^t  of  nations  to 
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name  their  kings.  Between  the  inheritance  which  it  had  banished,  and  the 
national  election  which  it  had  superseded,  what  could  it  do  ?  Manoeuvre, 
negotiate,  defer  payment,  curry  suffrages,  corrupt;  it  was  a  government 
with  two  faces,  neither  of  which  expressed  a  truth. 

Its  fall,  by  leaving  the  palace  empty,  made  way  for  an  absolute  right,  the 
national  right,  the  natural  right,  the  right  of  every  roan  coming  into  this  world 
to  take  his  part  of  suffrages,  intelligence,  and  will  in  the  government— the 
universal  vote.  Universal  suffrage  is  the  true  name  of  modem  society  in  our 
days.  This  universal  suffrage  has  made  France  a  republic.  It  could  not  have 
made  anything  else  of  it.  In  the  state  of  incredulity,  anarchy,  and  struggle  in 
which  the  monarchical  principle,  personified  by  three  dynasties,  found  itself, 
to  give  up  France  of  1848  to  the  monarchy  was  to  give  it  up  to  factions.  It 
was  essential  that  the  country  should  assume  the  dictatorship.  The  dictator- 
ship of  the  country  is  a  republic.  It  took  it,  and  it  will  preserve  it  so  long  as 
it  shall  be  worthy  of  the  name  of  people.  A  prince  or  a  dynasty  that  abdi- 
cates is  replaced  by  another  dynasty  or  by  another  prince ;  but  a  nation,  worn 
out  or  incapable  of  liberty,  that  abdicates,  what  is  it  that  replaces  it  ?  Nothing 
but  a  void  in  history,  nothing  but  shame,  slavery,  and  tyranny.  Other  nations 
look  at  the  map  of  the  world,  and  say :  "  There  was  once  a  great  people 
there ;  there  is  now  nothing  but  a  great  stain  upon  tlie  dignity  of  nations." 

This  is  a  long  and  wordy  preamble,  as  little  worthy  of  history  as  it  is 
of  the  historian.  Well  may  the  same  poetic  writer  exclaim,  "  There  is 
no  longer  any  contemporaneous  histonr.  The  days  of  yesterday  seem  to 
be  already  buried  far  away  in  the  shadow  of  the  past.  The  future  recedes 
before  us  in  a  similar  manner  by  the  magnificence  and  the  multitude  of 
things  which  interpose  themselves  between  the  eye  and  the  memory !" 
It  is  but  a  poor  excuse  for  M.  de  Lamartine  abandoning  all  the  principles 
imbibed  in  early  youth,  all  the  ties  of  family  descent  and  connexion,  ce- 
mented by  education  and  habit,  and  all  the  feelings  and  convictions  of 
the  heart,  because  he  says  he  had  the  instinct  of  the  fall  of  the  monarchy 
(an  instinct  apparently  developed  subsequently  to  that  fall),  and  because 
a  republic  is  an  instrument  for  **  great  things."  This  is  the  declamatoiy 
refuge  of  all  democratic  writers.  Great  things  are  always,  according  to 
such  writerfl^  in  the  van  of  improvement  and  progress;  royalty  and  regal 
institutions  are  alike  opposed  to  both.  But  it  might  be  put  to  M.  de 
Lamartine  himself,  what,  with  the  exception  of  the  poetic  scheme  of 
leaving  murder  unpunished,  did  the  provisional  government  do  towards 
the  world's  progress  ? — not  a  step  but  what  was  retrog^rade,  and  that  led 
in  a  rapid  decline  towards  universal  anarchy  and  bankruptcy.  These 
**grandes  chases^  are  mere  declamatory  words,  void  of  purport  and  mean- 
ing, or  the  glorious  future  unfolded  by  a  republic  would  be  more  logically 
and  vigorously  expounded.  As  it  is,  we  have  mere  empty  phrases.  The 
Restoration  brought  with  it,  according  to  M.  de  Lamartine's  own  showing, 
liberty  of  speech,  of  conscience,  and  of  the  press;  it  was  an  epoch  of  pa- 
cific and  intellectual  revival  for  France.  Poetry,  letters,  the  arts,  for- 
gotten, enslaved,  or  prostituted  by  an  imperial  police,  seemed  to  issue 
forth  from  the  soil  beneath  the  footsteps  of  the  Bourbons.  Has  the  same 
result,  it  mi^ht  most  pertinently  be  asked,  attended  upon  the  institution 
of  a  so-called  glorious  Republic  r 

M.  de  Lamartine  says,  that  he  understood,  or  he  thought  that  he  un* 
derstood,  the  direction  which  the  world  was  taking  on  the  current  of  God ; 
by  which  we  suppose  he  means  by  God's  good-will.  A  last  vicissitude 
threw  him  at  the  head  of  one  of  the  movements  of  the  day,  and  the  Re- 
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pnUic  was  the  only  basiB  apon  wluch  society  cooU  be  gathered  up  ieom 
mnnihilaiioiL     Now  eveiy  one,  except  the  actual  manufacturers  of  the 
BqnibUc,  knows  that  the  nation  had  little  to  do  with  the  fennation  of 
the  Republic,  and  never  really  accepted  it.    The  basis  of  a  Republic  was 
laid  by  a  few  disloyal  men  in  the  Chambers,  when  a  princess  and  two 
orphan  children  were  abandoned  to  the  violence  of  an  armed  insurrection, 
and  it  was  accepted  by  a  drunken  mob  on  the  Place  de  la  Grr^ve.     That 
▼ery  Republic,  thus  established,  M.  de  Lamartine  further  avow%  required 
for  its  permanence  that  energetic  transformations  should  be  brought  about 
in  the  laws,  in  ideas,  in  the  relations  of  class  to  class,  in  legal  rdigion,  in 
education,  in  philosophy,  in  manners !     What  more  is  necessary  and 
essential  than  such  an  avowal  to  its  finite  condemnation?    It  is  a  pity  the 
writer  did  not  add  language  and  aspect,  and  the  whole  cycle  of  human 
attributes  would  have  been  changed  to  bring  about  a  republic.     Well 
may  a  French  republican  impiously  designate  himself  a  providence,  for 
whom  but  Providence  could  bring  about  at  its  will  a  change  in  the  re- 
lation of  society,  its  manners,  its  religion,  nay,  its  very  ideas  ?    If  such 
must  necessarily  be  brought  about  to  ensure  the  existence  of  a  republic, 
it  will  be  seen  tnat,  apart  from  political  oonsid^rations,  its  fidl  is  already 
ensured.     Universal  suffrage,  which,   according  to  M.   de   Lamartine, 
made  France  a  republic,  no  longer  exists;  the  liberty  of  the  press  is  sacri- 
ficed ;  a  minority  dictates  to  a  majority.     Here  are  three  tyrannies,  like 
wheels  one  within  the  other.   The  ^*  absolute  national  and  natural  right,'' 
as  M.  de  Lamartine  calk  it,  of  universal  interference,  is  trampled  upon  by 
the  Republic  at  its  onset;  the  liberty  which  it  came  to  proclaim  and  to 
uphold  was  cast  down  to  a  lower  degree  of  abasement  (by  the  introduc- 
tion of  personal  responsibility)  than  had  ever  before  been  attempted,  and 
the  nation,  terrified  at  its  own  acts,  actually  in  dread  of  the  will  of  the 
majority,  prostrated  itself  so  totally  as  to  place  itself  under  the  rule  of 
a  minority.     Never  was  such  an  abnegation  of  national  sovereignty  and 
will,  such  a  prostration  of  human  intelligence  before  the  demon  of  in- 
Borrections  and  revolutions,  before  witnessed.    Yet  such  an  act  of  national 
suicide  wiU,  by  leaving  the  field  open  to  the  -play  of  personal  ambitions, 
rather  tend  to  bring  about,  than  to  prevent  the  very  dangers  that  are  so 
much  dreaded.     If  the  nation  has  a  will,  it  would  be  better  that  it  should 
be  fairly  and  honourably  declared;  but  if  the  expression  of  that  will  is 
dreadeo, — as  the  majority  in  any  country  where  the  poor  and  the  labouring 
clasfKW  predominate  in  number  would  be,  from  ib&r  inevitable  tendencrf 
to  Socialism  or  Conununism — tiiat  is,  division  of  goods, — then  society  has 
no  safety,  no  refuge,  but  in  a  constitotional  monarchy.     The  political  insti- 
tution of  this  day  is  a  nullity;  it  is  not  a  republic,  it  is  not  a  dictatorship; 
it  is  not  even  the  expression  of  a  parliamentary  majority.     It  is  a  watch 
without  works  or  face — a  glittering  showy  case,  like  Pandora's  box,  full  of 
nothing  but  evils  and  distempas.     It  has  been  argued,  that  had  the  Ame- 
rican system  been  adopted  in  France,  and  the  appointment  of  the  President 
been  determined  by  two  degrees  of  election,  the  result  would  have  been  to- 
tally different.     We  are  quite  ready  to  admit  that  a  countiyman  is  much 
more  conversant  with  the  affairs  of  his  village  than  with  those  of  the  nation, 
and  that,  as  he  would  form  a  more  correct  opinion  as  to  the  leading  men 
of  his  department  than  of  the  great  political  chiefs,  the  existence  of  two 
degrees  of  election  would  ensure  a  body  of  real  electors  acting  ficom 
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Tpolataal  motiyei,  and  mki&r  lome  sense  of  pabEe  respontihifitj.    Bot 
the  grotttert  evils  that  h»Te  been  Uoug^  abont  bj  republican  isMtitatiQna 
baTe  been  more  or  less  independent  ef  the  nationally  elected  cbief  of  the 
Bepnbfic.    While  his  inoome  has  been  lesdnded,  the  national  ei^nditaie 
has   been  gfeatly  inereased.     The  ChambeFS  were  as  much  opposed 
to  the  liberty  of  the  press  ^as  was  the  President  of  the  Bepublic.     The 
movinonal  government  pat  down  the  banquets  by  which  they  were 
TOOught  into   power.     Personal  ambitions   have  sprung  up  from  the 
chances  that  would  certainly  be  curtailed  by  a  more  responsible  sys- 
tem of  election,  but  not  exploded.     The  national  will,  fairiy  expressed , 
would  neyer  have  abrogated  its  own  powers  and  expression  to  a  factious 
minority.     In  the  known  state  of  feeling,* the  habits,  predilections,  and 
modes  of  thought  of  France  generally,  die  influeaace  of  the  clergy  also 
considered,  we  have  no  hesitation  in  saying  that  the  result  of  throwing 
the  election  of  a  political  chief,  by  a  douUe  election,  into  the  hands  of  a 
provincial  aristocracy,  would  be  not  as  in  America  the  perpetui^  of 
democracy,  but  the  restoration  of  hereditary  monarchy.     One  of  the 
first  objects  of  such  a  band  of  electors  would  be  to  annihilate  the  power 
and  pretensions  of  the  Socialists;  they  would  be  equally  distrustful  of  all 
merely  personal  ambitions;  a  name  such  as  that  which  Louis  Napoleon  has 
most  to  depend  upon  for  re-election,  would  go  no  way  with  men  of  intellect 
and  property ;   the  Prince  de  Joinville  and  the  Orleanists  would  also  be 
looked  upon  as  interlopers  by  the  same  great  body  of  real  representatives 
of  a  nation's  feelings.     The  result  would  thus  inevitably  be  the  election, 
for  better  or  worse,  of  the  legitimate  descendant  of  the  great  monarchies 
imder  which   France  attained  greater  prosperity,   higher  intellectual 
and  artbtic  development,  more  refined  cultivated  habits  and  manners,  and 
nearly  the  same  ssenith  of  military  glory,  without  the  same  tremendous 
financial  and  military  expiations,  as  under  the  Empire. 

M.  de  Lamartine  commences  his  great  work  on  the  history  of  Ae 
Restoration  with  a  retrospective  glance  upon  Napoleon's  reig^.  He 
thus  manifests  at  starting  the  hostility  that  he  bears  to  the  memonr 
of  die  illustrious  Corsican,  and  to  the  perpetuation  of  the  name.  "  His 
genius,"  he  says,  "  was  a  posthumous  genius.  He  was  the  first  of  soldiers, 
but  not  of  statesmen;  exceedingly  sensible  of  what  was  past — ^blind  to 
the  future.''  In  proc^  of  which,  he  adds :  '*  He  had  in  his  hand  the 
greatest  force  that  Providence  ever  entrusted  to  an  individual  to  create  a 
civilisation  or  a  nationality.  What  did  he  leave? — nothing  but  a  conquered 
country  and  an  immortal  name.  He  was  the  sophism  of  the  counter- 
revolution. The  world  demanded  a  renovator — ^he  became  its  conqueror.** 

The  first  dkrk  shadow  that  came  over  Napoleon's  fortunes  was  the 
retreat  from  Moscow.  "  There  was  not,"  says  M.  de  Lamartine,  '^  an 
officer  in  his  army  who  would  not  have  led  back  the  remains  of  seven 
hundred  thousand  men  in  a  better  manner  than  he  did."  This  was 
followed  by  Schwartzenberg  and  Blucher  passing  the  Rhine;  a  levy  of 
9CX),000  more  men  from  France,  already  robbed  of  half  its  youth ;  and 
stormy  debates  in  the  legislative  body,  terminated  as  usual  by  a  thea- 
trical demonstration;  the  presentation  of  Maria  Louisa  and  her  son 
to  the  national  guard  of  Paris ;  and  the  departure  of  the  Emperor  for 
the  army. 

The  campaign  of  1814,  often  detailed,  and  which  occupies  the  greatflr 
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part  of  ihe  fint  volume  of  M.  de  Lamartine's  work,  need  not  detain  us, 
as  the  events  were  only  preliminary  to  the  Restoration.  Napoleon  at  the 
village  of  La  Cour  de  France,  near  Paris,  on  the  night  of  the  30th  of 
March,  is  a  scene,  however,  well  worthy  of  heing  extracted,  the  more 
especially  as  the  narrative  differs  materially  from  that  given  in  the 
**  History  of  Europe :" 

The  night  which  preceded  the  triumphant  entrance  of  the  allied  sovereigns 
into  Paris, — what  was  the  Emperor  doing  ? 

We  have  seen  that  after  havmg  orderea  the  assembling  of  the  remains  of  his 
army  beneath  the  walls  of  Paris  by  the  2nd  of  April,  and  whither  they  were 
to  proceed  by  forced  marches,  he  quitted  Troyes  at  break  of  day  on  the  SOth  of 
March,  and,  accompanied  only  by  Berthier,  his  major-general,  and  Caiilaincourt, 
his  intimate  counsellor,  he  hurried  at  the  utmost  speed  of  horses  towards  Paris. 
Uncertain  of  the  reverses  or  successes  of  Marmont  and  Mortier,  he  trembled 
for  the  heart  of  his  empire,  for  his  son,  for  his  brethren,  for  his  throne,  and  for 
his  glory.  He  hoped  tnat  his  presence  and  his  name  would  ensure  an  army  for 
the  defence  of  Paris.  He  only  asked  for  two  days  from  time — a  respite  from 
destiny.  If  time  and  destiny  had  conceded  to  his  wishes,  sixty  thousand  men 
concentrated  under  the  walls,  an  immense  artillery,  reinforcements  easily  ob- 
tained, a  popular  movement  stirred  up  by  his  soldiers,  one  or  two  brilliant  ex- 
ploits against  Schwartzenberg  or  Blucher,  and  the  negotiations  recommenced 
by  Caulaincourt  upon  the  basis  of  Ch&tillon,  might  still  leave  him  not  great- 
ness but  the  throne.  He  no  longer  contested  the  necessity  of  peace.  He 
hastened  to  seize  it,  after  having  so  long  spurned  it.  But  peace,  empire,  the 
throne,  and  glory  were  going  to  escape  from  him  altogether.  He  hurried  along 
only  to  learn  a  little  sooner  the  decrees  of  fate  so  often  dictated  by  himself, 
this  time  against  himself. 

In  two  hours,  the  chance  conveyance  which  he  had  obtained  near  Monte- 
reau  took  him,  at  a  galloping  pace,  by  the  rural  by-ways  between  the  villages 
of  Essonne  and  Villejuif,  almost  to  the  gates  of  Paris.  He  had  avoided  Fon- 
tainebleau,  being  apprehensive  of  finding  the  town  occupied  by  detachments 
of  Schwartzenberg's  army.  No  one  had  communicated  to  him,  on  the  little- 
frequented  roads  by  which  his  guide  conducted  him,  a  word  of  what  he  was 
going  to  learn  of  the  fate  of  Paris  and  its  armies.  The  night  was  gloomy  and 
icy  cold,  and  the  Emperor  sat  silent  between  the  two  last  companions  of  his 
fortune.  This  carriage  contained  the  roaster  of  the  world  running  to  meet  his 
destiny. 

It  stopped  at  the  village  of  La  Cour  de  France  (this  has  been  generally  read 
post-house,  or  inn,  so-called),  built  on  the  last  eminence  that  commands  on  one 
side  the  course  and  the  valley  of  the  Seine,  and  on  the  other  the  course  and 
valley  of  the  Essonne.  But  the  obscurity  of  the  night  only  permitted  to  be 
perceived  to  the  right  and  left  of  these  two  great  horizons  the  distant  lights  of 
the  bivouac  tires,  whicli  extended  in  lines  on  the  heights  of  Villeneuve,  Saint 
George*s,  and  of  Charenton,  and  which  prolonged  themselves  almost  to  the 
banks  of  the  Seine,  without  the  Emperor  being  able  to  tell  if  these  fires  were 
tliose  of  Mortier  or  Marmont,  or  those  of  the  enemy's  camp. 

Napoleon  jumped  out  of  the  carriage,  and  ran  to  the  post-house  to  ask  what 
he  was  at  once  so  anxious  and  yet  so  fearful  to  know.  But  before  he  could 
meet  with  any  one  whom  he  could  interrogate,  he  saw  at  a  little  distance,  upon 
the  wide-paved  road  of  the  village,  a  number  of  disbanded  soldiers,  who  were 
making  their  way  in  groups  towards  Fontainebleau.  He  was  at  once  surprised 
and  angry.  "  How  is  this  ?**  he  exclaimed ;  "  why  are  not  these  soldiers  march- 
ing upon  Paris?"  General  Belliard,oneof  his  most  devoted  lieutenants,  issued, 
on  hearing  the  voice  of  the  Emperor,  from  the  shade  of  the  gateway,  and  uttered 
to  him  the  fatal  explanation  of  this  reversed  march.  Paris  had  capitulated,  the 
enemy  took  possession  of  the  city  the  next  day,  two  hours  after  sunrise,  and 
these  troops  were  the  remnants  of  the  army  of  Marmont  and  Mortier,  who 
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were  taking  the  road  to  FontaiDebleau  in  order  to  join  the  imperial  army 
at  Troyes. 

A  long  silence,  like  the  moment  of  suspense  which  follows  upon  a  great 
catastrophe,  was  Napoleon's  only  answer.  It  was  the  wreck  of  his  last  hope. 
His  hand  passed  several  times  over  his  brow,  to  wipe  away  the  cold  perspira- 
tion that  bedewed  it ;  then,  like  a  man  who  is  collecting  his  strength  to  meet  a 
great  reverse,  he  recomposed  his  features,  strengthened  his  voice,  and,  feigning 
against  men  an  anger  which  he  had  only  a  right  to  feel  against  events,  he  burst 
forth  into  imprecations  and  expressions  of  contempt  against  his  lieutenants, 
hb  ministers,  and  his  brother,  whose  unskilfulness  and  want  of  character  had, 
he  said,  enabled  his  enemies  to  triumph  over  him.  He  walked  to  and  fro  with 
abrupt  steps  upon  the  great  open  and  rugged  space  which  extends  in  front  of 
the  hotel,  followed  by  Caulaincourt,  Berthier,  and  Belliard.  One  moment  he 
stopped  short,  then  he  started  again,  and  then  he  would  appear  to  hesitate,  and 
would  retrace  his  steps.  He  appeared  to  communicate  to  his  movements,  some- 
times slow,  sometimes  rapid,  all  the  indecision,  all  the  impulses,  all  the  confu- 
sion of  his  own  thoughts!  His  lieutenants  looked  at  one  another,  but  did  not 
venture  to  mingle  their  advice  with  the  counsel  that  he  was  holding  in  his  own 
mind.    Then  he  began  to  interrogate  again. 

"Where  is  my  wife? — where  is  my  son?— where  is  the  army?  What  is 
become  of  the  national  guard  of  Paris  ?  and  of  the  battle  wliicb  was  to  have 
been  fought  to  the  last  man  beneath  the  walls?  And  the  marshals?  and 
Mortier?  and  Marmont?  where  shall  I  find  them?"  They  answered  him,  but 
he  scarcely  listened  to  the  answers.  '*  Night  is  still  mine,"  he  exclaimed ;  "  the 
enemy  only  enters  with  the  day !  My  carriage !  my  carriage  I  Let  us  go  off  at 
once!  Let  us  get  before  Blucherand  Schwartzenberg !  Let  Belliard  follow 
me  with  the  cavalry  I  Let  us  fight  in  the  streets  and  the  squares  of  Paris ! 
My  presence,  my  name,  the  courage  of  my  troops,  the  necessity  of  following 
me  or  of  dying,  will  arouse  Paris.  My  army,  which  is  following  me,  will  arrive 
in  the  midst  of  the  struggle ;  it  will  take  the  strangers  in  the  rear  while  we  are 
fighting  them  in  front  1  Come  on !  Success  awaits  me,  perhaps,  in  my  last 
reverse."  And  he  hastened  with  liis  voice,  as  he  stamped  upon  the  ground 
with  his  feet,  the  harnessing  of  the  horses  that  he  called  for. 

Bertln'er,  Belliard,  Caulaincourt,  dismayed  at  the  extent  of  a  disaster  which 
they  Iwd,  indeed,  only  half  revealed,  shuddered  at  the  idea  of  a  struggle  of 
extermination  within  tlie  precincts  of  a  capital.  It  was  ancient  warfare  re- 
newed, with  its  burnings,  its  massacres,  its  towns  and  its  populations  swept 
from  the  soil.  They  were  obliged  to  remind  him  that  the  rights  uf  nations,  as 
well  as  of  humanity,  opposed  themselves  to  so  extreme  and  so  fatal  a  design. 
They  acknowledged  tliat  the  army  of  Paris  and  the  generals  were  already 
bound  by  a  convention  which  would  make  it  a  matter  of  duty  with  them  to  with- 
draw to  rontainebleau.  "  The  fools !"  answered  Napoleon,  speaking  to  himself. 
"  Joseph !  my  ministers !  what,  with  a  formidable  artillery  in  their  arsenals ! — 
they  had  only  a  battery  of  six  guns  and  a  deficiency  of  ammunition  on  Mont- 
martre  ?  There  ought  to  have  been  two  hundred  guns  there — what  did  they  do 
with  them  ?  Men  without  heads  or  hearts,  leaving  everything  to  go  to  de- 
struction when  I  am  not  there  1" 

He  insisted,  with  still  greater  importunity,  upon  having  a  carriage  and  horses 
to  convey  him  to  the  capital.  "  1  will  go  back  to  it,*'  he  exclaimed, "  no  matter 
at  what  risk,  and  I  will  not  come  out  of  it  again  except  as  a  dead  roan  or  a 
conqueror  I"  But  whilst  he  was  thus  giving  way  to  fits  of  passion,  of  impatience, 
and  of  heroism,  before  his  three  companions,  who  stood  immovable  before  him, 
generals,  colonels,  horsemen  of  the  guard,  kept  arriving  by  the  road  from 
Paris,  and,  upon  hearing  his  name,  stopped  on  their  way,  and  grouped  them- 
selves sorrowfully  around  their  Emperor.  He  interrogated  them  one  after 
another,  and  he  learnt  from  each  the  details  of  the  battle,  the  retreat  of  the 
army,  the  disbanding  of  their  regiments,  and  the  disorganisation  of  the  forces. 
The  bodies  of  four  thousand  men  strewed  the  approaches  to  Paris. 
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At  these  recitak,  which  confirmed  and  attra^ated  one  another.  Napoleon 
was  at  length  induced  to  give  up  the  idea  of  leading  back  these  remnants  of 
troops  to  Paris.  He  reverted  to  the  idea  of  negotiating  for  a  fragment  of 
empire  before  the  enemy  should  occupy  his  palace.  lie  remembered  that  he 
was  the  friend  of  Alexander  and  the  son-in-law  of  the  Emperor  Francis.  He 
^^^ofi^*  that  his  titles  and  the  shadow  of  his  name  might  still  put  a  stop  to 
the  prafaHtioB  of  his  crown.  He  took  Caulaincourt  aside,  and  ordered  nim 
to  get  a  horse  widlrd  and  to  penetrate  before  daybreak  to  the  quarter- 
general  of  the  allies.  ^  Htstew  wkb  the  utmost  speed/'  he  said  to  bis  con- 
fidential negotiator — *'  hasten,  for  I  am  4ddlivei«d  iq^  aind  sold !  .  .  .  .  Ase 
if  there  is  still  time  for  me  to  interfere  in  the  treaty  whidi  is  pomibly  laom 
being  signed  without  me  and  against  me.  I  give  you  full  powers  I  Do  not 
lose  an  instant  1  I  shall  wait  for  yon  here !  Come  back  in  a  moment  to  tell 
me  my  iate  (" 

Napoleon  having  ordered  Belliard  to  bivouac  the  troops  as  they  aniyed 
on  the  opposite  bank  of  the  Essonne,  he  entered  the  hostelry,  where 
Cauliuncourt  soon  joined  him,  having  been  unable  to  pass  the  ou^tosta 
and  get  to  head-quarters.  Napoleon,  after  once  more  exhausting  himsdf 
in  inTectiT6B  against  his  brother  and  his  generals,  despatched  his  eoon- 
aellor  again  on  the  same  mission,  while  he  himself  silently  and  slowlj 
took  the  road  to  Fontainebleau,  eo  lately  the  scene  of  his  happiness,  of 
his  sports,  and  his  festivities.  M.  de  Lamartine  is  more  than  sceptical 
in  reference  to  the  story  of  Napoleon's  attempting  to  poison  himself  at 
this  place ;  he  seems  to  disbelieve  in  it  altogether  : 

In  the  midst  of  the  night,  the  Emperor's  servants  came  and  knocked  at 
Caulaincourt's  door,  and  roused  him  in  the  name  of  their  master.  Caulain- 
court found  Napoleon  pale  and  haggard,  suffering  from  spasms  of  the  stomach, 
and  moaning  so  grievously  as  to  have  alarmed  his  servants.  His  first  surgeon, 
Ivan,  was  in  attendance  on  him.  It  was  whispered  in  the  room  that  he  had  at- 
tempted to  destroy  himself  by  swallowins  the  poison  of  Cabanis,  by  which  Con- 
dorcet  had  saved  himself  from  the  public  executioner.  The  Emperor  neither 
avowed  nor  denied  this  rumour,  which  imparted  a  tragical  cause  to  a  slight  indis- 
position, and  an  excuse  for  the  anxious  inouiries  of  his  friends.  His  medical 
attendant  contented  himself  with  giving  tiim  a  few  eups  of  tea,  and  he  was 
relieved  and  fell  asleep  without  any  other  medicine.  The  doctor,  indeed,  saw 
so  few  symptoms,  or  entertained  so  little  fear  of  the  consequences  of  the 
pretended  poisoning,  that  he  absented  himself  from  Fontainebleau  by  day- 
break! 

When  he  woke  up,  however.  Napoleon  followed  out,  in  somewhat  ambi- 
guous language,  the  idea  of  an  attempted  suicide  which  fatality  had  prevented 
him  from  carrying  out 

*'God  did  not  permit  it,*'  he  said  ;  ^  I  could  not  die!"  And  as  his  at- 
tendants affected  to  be  apprehensive  that  he  should  renew  the  attempt,  they 
spoke  to  him  of  his  glory,  of  France,  of  his  wife,  and  of  his  son,  who  should 
attach  him  to  life.  "  My  son  !**  he  exclaimed — *'  my  son !  what  a  sorrowful 
inheritance  do  I  leave  him  I  That  child,  bom  a  king,  has  not  to-day  even  a 
Gomitry !    Why  did  they  not  let  me  die  ?* 

"  No,  sire,'*  Caulaincourt  affectionately  observed  to  him,  <'  it  is  living  that 
France  will  learn  to  weep  for  you." 

"France,**  replied  Napoleon,  "abandons  me.  The  ingratitude  of  men 
makes  me  turn  away  my  head  in  disgust.** 

He  then  threw  aside  with  a  quick  movement  the  curtain  which  veiled  the 
first  rays  of  the  sun  from  him.  He  appeared  so  full  of  life  and  power  over 
himself,  that  thunder  alone  could  have  annihilated  him.  "  These  last  few 
days,"  he  said,  "  I  felt  such  a  concentration  and  such  a  crowding  of  events 
within  myself  that  I  have  been  afraid  of  madness !     Madness  !**  he  added. 
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thoa^fullj,  "« it  is  the  M  of  hamanity  I  better  death !  I  will  sign  to^y/* 
he  again  added,  after  a  short  interval  of  silence ;  *'  you  may  withdraw." 

This  last  word  betrayed  sufficiently  the  secrat  of  the  night.  Napoleon  bad 
wished  for  witnesses  to  the  moral  violence  wiiich  obtained  from  him  a  consent 
that  he  intended  to  recal  one  day.  He  had  struggled  even  to  suicide.  He 
had  only  yielded  to  the  impossibility  of  dving.  No  attentive  mind  believed 
in  the  reality  of  the  poisoning.  The  perfect  command  of  himself,  attested  by 
the  diplomatic  obstinacy  of  his  acts,  his  words,  and  his  negotiations  during  these 
long  dsiys,  his  freedom  of  mind  before  and  after  the  nocturnal  scene,  the  light- 
ness of  the  indisposition,  the  insignificance  of  treatment,  the  indifference  of  the 
saigeoD,  the  quickness  of  recovery,  all  indicate  either  a  mischance  in  his  health 
or  a  tragical  seene  premeditated  as  an  excuse  for  his  ratifying  the  treaty^  and  a 
subject  for  the^  pity  and  sympathy  of  the  age.  Napoleon's  nature  was^opposed 
to  suicide.  His*  mind  was  strong,  his  heart  knew  little  tenderness  or  wesikness ; 
he  only  felt  through  his  intelligence.  His  matiiematical  genius  calculated 
everything,  and  gave  way  to  no  sensibility.  Never  had  a  tear  for  the  death  of 
his  dearest  companions  in  arms  dimned  his  eye  or  his  judgment.  He  was 
broken  down  by  the  present,  irritated  at  the  ingratitude,  humiliated  at  the  de- 
sertion of  his  friends,  but  he  was  far  from  despairing  of  the  future.  Such  a 
man  does  not  kill  himself  so  long  as  he  has  an  army  under  his  hand,  a  glory 
yet  to  earn,  an  empire  to  reconquer.  The  very  clauses  of  this  treaty,  which  lie 
dispnted  one  bv  one,  testify  sufficiently  that  he  did  not  think  that  he  had  given 
up  life  yet.  'the  island  of  Elba,  to  which  bis  thoughts  were  already  directed, 
and  from  which  he  already  dreamed  himself  returning,  is  the  counter-mean- 
ing of  the  death  sought  for  at  Fontainebleau.  Besides,  Napoleon  was  a  Cor- 
sican ;  his  fibres  were  dipped  in  the  air  and  light  of  the  south;  suicide  is  a 
disease  of  the  noith. 

But  his  nature  was  as  theatrical  as  his  destiny.  A  great  actor,  for  now  fifteen 
years  on  the  theatre  of  Europe  and  of  the  world,  he  combined  his  attitudes,  he 
studied  his  gestures  and  his  play  I  A  comedian  even  in  the  most  transient 
changes  of  his  fortunes,  he  wanted  a  tragic  scene  at  the  denouement.  If  he  did 
not  eiSect  such,  he  accepted  one  when  chance  threw  it  in  his  way.  Such  was 
the  night  at  Fontainebleau. 

Alison  relates,  in  palliation  of  the  conduct  of  Marie  Lonise  abandoning 
Napoleon  in  his  adversity  and  taking  away  with  her  his  son,  that  thongn 
women  had  no  lasting  power  over  the  Emperor,  and  never  in  the  slightest 
degree  influenced  his  conduct,  he  was  extremely  amorous  in  his  disposi- 
tion, Bohr  aa  the  senses  were  concerned;  and  his  infidelities,  though  eare- 
luQy  condncted  to  avoid  observation,  were  very  frequent,  both  before  and 
bSUt  his  marriage  with  Marie  Louise.  Two  instances  in  particular  ate 
mentioned  by  Constant,  which  occurred  at  St.  Cloud  recently  before  this 
period ;  and,  what  was  very  remarkable,  both  the  ladies,  one  of  whom  was 
of  rank,  came  to  visit  him  at  Fontainetileaa  during  the  monmfid  scenes 
wiiich  passed,  though  neither  saw  him  on  that  occasion.  Lamartine,  also, 

rking  of  the  Empress,  says  she  did  not  love  Napoleon.  How  could 
love  him  ?  He  was  growing  old  in  camps  and  in  the  cares  of  ambi- 
tion. She  was  nineteen  years  of  age.  The  soul  of  the  soldier  was  hard 
and  cold  as  that  calculation  which  was  the  instrument  of  his  genius.  He 
adds,  that  the  princess  had  been  taught  to  dread  and  to  detest  Napoleon 
from  early  chilcfiiood;  that  when  wedded  to  him  she  was  the  ransom  of 
her  father  and  her  country.  Napoleon  had  been  rude  to  her  even  in  his 
attentions,  and  his  inconstancies  were  numerous.  Here  is  one  of  the  in- 
stances described  by  Lamartine : 

Among  the  numerous  and  fugitive  objects  of  his  illegitimate  attachments, 


58  LamartiNe's  History  of  the  Restoration, 

Napoleon  had  loved,  if  only  once,  with  a  tender  and  lasting  passion.  When  at 
the  zenith  of  his  fortunes  and  of  his  glory,  at  a  feast  at  Warsaw  the  beauty  of  a 
Polish  lady,  lit  up  with  enthusiasm  for  his  name,  had  struck  him.  She  was  the 
young  wife  of  a  Sarmatian  nobleman  somewhat  advanced  in  years.  She  shone 
for  the  first  time  iu  the  pomp  of  courts.  She  adored  in  Napoleon,  as  at  that 
time  all  the  Poles  did,  the  genius,  the  victory,  the  deceived  hopes  of  independ- 
ence for  her  country.  Her  looks  involuntarily  betrayed  her  idolatry.  Napo- 
leon saw  her,  understood  her,  and  loved  her.  Prolonged  resistance,  duties 
combated,  faintings  and  tears  irritated  the  Emperor^s  inclinations  into  a  passion. 
He  carried  away  the  counteis  from  her  husband  and  her  country,  lie  took 
her  with  him  to  nis  camps  and  his  conquered  capitals.  A  son  was  bom,  offspring 
of  their  love.  An  hotel  at  Paris,  often  visited  at  night  by  Napoleon,  secreted 
from  public  observation  the  beloved  mother  of  that  child. 

Adversity  rendered  her  fault  almost  sacred  in  her  eyes,  and  her  love  still 
dearer  to  her.  She  wished,  by  devoting  herself  to  the  exile,  to  make  up  for  her 
weakness  to  the  master  of  Europe.  Slie  wrote  to  Napoleon  to  ask  him  per- 
mission to  visit  him,  and  offering  to  attach  herself  to  him  wherever  misfortune 
should  take  him.  He  consented  to  the  interview.  The  night  before  that 
which  preceded  the  Emperor's  departure  from  Fontainebleau  the  young  woman 
was  introduced  by  a  back  stair  into  a  room  immediately  adjacent  to  that  in 
which  her  lover  slept.  The  confidential  servant  then  went  to  announce  the 
presence  of  her  whom  he  had  consented  to  see  once  more.  Napoleon  was 
buried  in  a  kind  of  dreamy  stupor  common  to  him  since  his  fall.  He  replied 
to  his  attendant  that  he  would  himself  call  in  shortly  her  who  braved  for  him 
at  once  her  modesty  and  adversity.  The  young  woman  waited  in  vain  for  a 
long  half  of  the  night,  bathed  in  tears.  He  did  not  call  her  in.  Nevertheless, 
he  was  heard  walking  to  and  fro  in  his  room.  The  attendant  entered  and  re- 
minded him  of  the  person  waiting:  **  Wait  a  little  yet,'*  said  the  Emperor. 
At  last  the  whole  of  the  night  having  passed  by,  and  day  beginning  to  threaten 
to  reveal  the  secret  interview,  the  young  woman,  thrust  away,  disheartened  and 
offended,  was  led  back  bathed  in  tears  by  the  confidant  of  her  last  farewell. 
Whether  it  was  that  Napoleon  had  lost  the  sentiment  of  his  own  heart  in  the 
agitation  of  his  mind,  or  whether  it  was  that  he  blushed  to  appear  broken 
down  and  captive  before  her  who  had  loved  him  as  conqueror  ana  sovereign  of 
Europe,  he  showed  no  signs  of  pity  for  so  much  devotion.  The  confidential 
servant  (Constant)  having  depicted  in  the  morning  to  his  master  the  anxiety, 
the  shame,  and  the  despair  of  the  Countess  Walesky,  *'  AhT'  he  said,  "  I  am 
humiliated  by  it  for  herself  and  for  me.  But  the  hours  passed  without  my  being 
conscious  of^  how  they  went.  I  had  something  there,"  he  said,  placing  his 
finger  on  his  forehead.  Even  despair,  which  softens  other  men,  was  liarsh  and 
icy  with  him. 

Whilst  these  events,  and  the  ever-memorable  adieux  of  Fontainbleaa 
were  taking  place,  Louis  XVIII.  was  watching  with  an  anxious  eye  the 
reverses  and  the  &11  of  Napoleon  from  Hartwell,  domaine  agreste  et 
modeste  d*unparticulier  Anglais  M,  See — ^for  which  read  Dr.  Lee ;  Hart- 
well  being  also  in  a  peculiarly  rural  situation,  but  a  mansion  and  grounds 
of  some  pretensions,  and  to  which  the  term  modeste  can  only  be  properly 
applied  when  looked  upon  as  the  abode  of  royalty.  At  length,  on  the 
18th  of  April,  Louis  quitted  that  tranquil,  picturesque,  and  commodious 
residence  for  London,  on  his  way  to  his  own  country.  Such  was  the 
haste  or  the  joy  of  departure,  that  the  small  private  libraries  of  the  king 
and  of  the  royal  family  were  left  on  their  shelves — works  of  devotion,  and 
works  of  instruction  and  recreation,  in  modest  bindings,  or  more  common 
coverings  of  French  qjbained  paper  so  much  in  use  formerly,  and  they  are 
still  religiously  preserved  in  tneir  olden  places  by  the  learned  and  worthy 
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proprietor  of  Hartwell — pleasing  reminisceDces  of  the  august  exiles  who 
once  found  a  home,  with  peace  and  tranquillity,  within  its  walls. 

AH  England  (says  M.  de  Lamartine)  seemed  to  look  upon  the  restoration 
of  the  Bourbons  as  a  national  triumph,  long  since  prepared,  and  long  expected 
by  the  people  of  Great  Britain.  Tlie  English  nation,  moved  by  the  voice  of 
Burke  and  other  orators,  by  the  tragical  death  of  Louis  XVI.,  of  the  queen, 
and  the  royal  family,  and  an  indignant  and  sympathising  witness  of  the  execu- 
tion of  so  many  victims  sacrificed  by  terror,  was  constitutional  by  instinct,  and 
royalist  by  pity.  The  history  of  the  French  revolution,  continually  narrated 
and  commented  on  in  London  by  the  refugee  royalist  writers,  had  become  there 
a  poem  of  misfortune  and  of  crime,  of  the  throne  and  the  scaffold.  Tiie 
English  had  been  generous,  prodigal,  and  hospitable  to  the  French  nobility 
when  emigrant,  and  for  which  the  latter  were  then  grateful.  The  English 
government  had  contemplated  from  a  distance  the  prodigies  of  intrepidity  of 
the  adventurers  and  royalist  heroes  of  La  Vendue  ;  it  had  assisted  them  with 
its  subsidies  and  its  squadrons  ;  it  had  fought  for  ten  years,  struggled  against 
the  usurpation  of  the  continent  by  Napoleon  in  Portugal,  in  Spain,  in  Ger- 
many, and  in  Sicily ;  it  was  proud  of  the  delivery  of  the  world,  brought  about 
by  the  obstinacy  of  its  politics,  by  its  treasure,  and  its  armies.  The  fall  of 
Napoleon,  and  his  being  supplanted  on  the  throne  of  France  by  a  brother  of 
Louis  XVL,  appeared  to  the  English  to  be  one  of  the  greatest  pages  in  their 
history,  llieir  hearts  exulted  with  gladness  and  pride  in  seeing  this  wise  man, 
so  long  their  guest,  now  a  king,  issue  forth  from  his  obscure  residence  in  the 
midst  of  their  island  to  come  and  receive  at  their  hands  the  throne  of  his 
fathers,  and  resume  his  place  at  the  head  of  the  old  crowned  races.  The 
whole  city  of  London  had  decked  itself  out,  and  hurried  to  the  different  roads 
and  streets  tliat  Louis  XVIII.  and  the  Duchess  d*Angouldme  would  have  to 
pass  from  the  gate  of  the  garden  of  Hartwell  to  the  piuace  of  the  Prince  Re- 

gent.  The  entrance  of  the  king  into  London  was  as  solemn  and  as  regal  as 
is  entrance  into  his  own  capital.  The  gladness  of  the  people  was,  if  anything, 
more  undivided,  for  there  was  not  commingled  with  it  gloomy  discontent  at 
the  occupation  of  the  country  by  foreign  troops,  nor  dark  presentiments  of 
divisions  of  parties. 

In  answer  to  a  few  words  of  congratulation  on  the  part  of  the  Prince 
Regent,  Louis  XVIII.  replied,  *'  It  is  to  the  advice  of  your  royal  high- 
ness, to  this  glorious  country,  and  to  the  constancy  of  its  inhabitants, 
that  I  shall  always  attribute,  after  Divine  Providence,  the  re-establish- 
ment of  our  house  upon  the  throne  of  its  ancestors,  and  that  happy  state ' 
of  things  which  at  length  permits  the  closing  up  of  sores,  the  calming  of 
passions,  and  peace,  repose,  and  happiness  to  be  restored  to  all  nations." 
These  words,  such  is  the  exceeding  and  sensitive  jealousy  of  the  French, 
M.  de  Lamartine  tells  us,  were  at  a  later  period  *'  the  remorse  of  his 
reign,  and  the  text  of  patriotism  against  his  house;'* — ^the  word  patriotism 
is  here  used  instead  of  democracy,  as  the  word  glory  is  at  almost  every 
other  page  used  instead  of  military  outrage.  '<  France,"  says  M.  de 
Lamartine,  ''was  not  only  forgotten  in  such  a  speech,  but  was  humi- 
liated:*' 

Louis  XVIII.  embarked  at  Dover  on  the  24th  of  April,  upon  tbe  vessel  the 
JRoifal  Sovereign^  escorted  by  the  frigate  Jaton,  by  the  sound  of  discharges  of 
artillery  that  saluted  from  sea  and  shore  the  departure  of  this  exiled  dynasty 
on  its  way  to  meet  a  family,  a  people,  and  a  throne.  The  straits  were  filled 
'with  vessels  and  ships  decked  out,  and  which  joined  in  train  of  the  ship  which 
ivas  carrying  back  the  old  monarchy  to  France.  The  white  flag  floated  from . 
every  mast,  shouts  of  applause  ana  hurrahs  were  renewed  at  evenr  wave.  A 
calm  sea,  a  soft  wind,  a  serene  sun,  favoured  this  manifestation  of  joy  on  the . 
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part  of  two  people  impatient  to  renew  peace  in  the  person  of  the  king  who 
appeared  as  itssymboL  The  happiness  which  the  soul  of  the  exile  coukl  not 
but  feel,  seemed  to  liave  communicated  itself  to  the  soul  of  all  England.  She 
felt  proud  of  having  preserved,  and  of  having  restored  this  sovereign  to  his 
country. 

Halt- way  across  the  channel,  the  ship  that  bore  the  king  passed  from  the 
naval  procession  of  the  English  into  the  midst  of  the  French  vessels.  He 
thus  met  his  country  advancing  towards  him  on  the  waves.  He  entered  the 
harbour  of  Calais  in  triumph.  The  cannons  from  the  coast  of  France  had  been 
answering  those  of  Dover  ever  since  daybreak.  Downs,  capes,  piers,  tongues 
of  land  tliat  advanced  into  the  sea,  and  the  walls  and  towers  of  Calais  were 
all  covered  with  people,  who  awaited  the  arrival  of  the  king  as  a  salvation  and 
a  hope.  No  division  existed  at  that  moment  either  in  mind  or  in  the  heart. 
Those  who  had  no  reminiscence  nor  any  affection  for  the  old  monarchy,  had  at 
least  no  repugnances  to  combat.  A  murmur  of  gladness  burst  from  this  crowd 
that  had  issued  forth  from  their  homes.  The  earth  itself,  and  the  walls,  by  the 
voice  of  bells  and  cannons,  appeared  to  participate  in  this  emotion  of  men. 
Louis  XVIII.,  affected  to  tears,  and  skilful  in  calculating  even  his  sincere  im- 
pressions, addressed  to  all  around  him,  to  the  deputations,  and  to  all  the  spec- 
tators who  surrounded  his  vessel,  happy  words,  in  which  the  sentiments  of  the 
moment  were  so  neatly  expressed  as  to  fly  from  mouth  to  mouth.  He  took 
possession  of  his  new  country  by  the  propriety  of  bis  answers,  and,  so  to  say, 
fixed  enthusiasm  by  giving  it  an  expression.  Nature  seemed  to  have  created 
him  for  such  moments.    He  was  the  natural  genius  of  such  solemnities. 

General  Maison,  commanding  the  army  of  the  north,  had  hurried  from 
Lille  to  Calais  to  receire  the  monarch,  and  the  versatile  Ney  and  Ber- 
thier,  who  for  the  last  twelve  years  had  never  been  oat  of  the  tent  or 
cabinet  of  the  Emperor,  with  other  marshals  and  late  intimate  friends  of 
Napoleon's,  preceaed  the  king  at  Compeigne,  whither,  bj  Talleyrand's 
advice,  he  first  proceeded  to  address  a  proclamation  to  the  people  prior  to 
his  entry  into  the  capitaL  Marshal  Ney,  brandishing  his  sword  over  his 
head,  shouted  out,  as  he  showed  the  prince  to  the  crowd,  ^*  Long  live  the 
king  I  Here  he  is,  my  friends — the  legitimate  monarch !  the  real  King  of 
France  !**  ''  These  men  of  war,**  adds  M.  Lamartine,  *'  so  gallant  in  the 
field  of  batUe,  too  firequently  dhow  themselves  weak  in  heart  before  the 
changes  of  courts.  The  people  were  astonished  at  so  much  versatifitv 
where  there  was  so  mueh  heroism.  They  began  to  suspect  that  which 
they  have  had  so  many  opportunities  of  witnessing  since,  that  the  habit 
of  obeying  all  kinds  of  povrers  does  not  create  constancy  of  heart  or  pur- 
pose in  military  men,  and  that  the  revolutions  which  they  have  to  nght 
against  in  the  evening  have  not  more  obliging  servants  in  the  morning." 
This  is  no  doubt  intended  for  the  Algerine  warriors  and  their  rather 
rough  treatment  of  the  provisional  government 

Marshal  Berthier,  as  the  chief  of  the  general  staff  and  the  oldest  marshal 
present,  addressed  the  king.  One  would  have  fancied  it  a  voice  of  the  old  mo- 
narchy expressing  the  homage  of  inviolable  fidelity  to  the  heir  of  the  ancient 
race.  "  Your  armies,  sire,"  said  he, "  whose  organs  are  this  day  your  marshals, 
are  happy  in  being  able  to  offer  you  their  devotion.**  He  then  presented  all  the 
lieutenants  of  Napoleon,  repeating  before  the  king  names  which  that  prince 
had  long  been  familiar  with  as  those  of  the  firmest  supports  of  the  enemy's 
cause.  The  king,  prepared  for  this  reception,  had  arranged  in  his  memory  the 
principal  exploits  by  which  these  companions  of  the  Emperor  had  rendered 
themselves  illustrious,  and  addressed  to  each  of  them  a  word  or  two  in  remi- 
niscence of  that  which  could  not  be  otherwise  than  most  flattering  to  them .  He 
thus  frscinated  by  pride  those  who  did  not  ask  better  than  to  be  bought  over 
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by  fim>ar.  He  pretended  at  the  end  of  the  audience  to  tremble  under  the 
weight  of  age  and  infirmities.  Hie  attendants  advanced  to  support  him ;  but 
the  king,  bidding  them  away  with  a  royal  gesture,  leant  for  support  on  the  armft 
of  his  marshals  with  an  affection  of  ease  and  confidence  that  was  at  once  replete 
with  cunning  and  with  grace.  "  It  is  upon  you.  gentlemen,"  he  said,  smilingly, 
"  that  I  shall  lean  for  the  future !  Come  near  and  surround  me;  you  have  al- 
ways^ccn  good  Frenchmen  ;  I  hope  France  will  never  again  want  your  swords, 
but  if  ever,  which  God  forbid,  we  are  obliged  to  draw  them  again,  infirm  as  I 
am  I  will  march  with  you !" 

Inferior  in  erery  point  of  view — in  close  adherence  to  details  and  in  rapid 
and  clear  march  of  narrative,  as  M.  de  Lamartine's  wori^  is  to  De  Barante's 
'^Historyof  the  Convention,"  in  many  respects  partaking  moreof  thechanu>- 
ter  of  a  political  pamphlet  than  of  a  stem  and  impartial  history,  and  always 
inclined  to  the  graces  of  diction  and  the  colonring  of  the  poet  in  preference 
to  the  simplicity  of  real  and  unadorned  fact ;  never  mindful,  apparently, 
of  how  many  reflections  introduced  npon  the  characters  and  acts  of  ma 
predecessors — courtiers,  authors,  politicians,  and  statesmen,  reflect  them- 
selves in  equal  strength  upon  his  own  individual  self;  still  in  touches  of 
nature  like  that  just  quoted,  the  historian  stands  almost  nneqtialled. 
Events  so  familiar  to  all,  as  Napoleon's  midnight  consternation  at  the  fall 
of  his  capital,  contemplated  by  the  light  of  the  bivouac  fires  of  the  enemy 
close  to  tne  walls  of  Paris ;  the  farewell  at  Fontainebleau,  immortalised  by 
pen  and  pencil ;  the  oft-told  murder  of  the  Duke  d'Enghien ;  the  peaceful 
and  truly  royal  progress  of  the  king  at  the  Restoration,  except  for  the  too 
intrusive  and  very  newly-adopted  affectation  of  inflexible  democratic  vir- 
taefl,  have  never  been  better  told ;  and  as  the  volumes  to  follow  embrace 
the  still  more  eventful  and  interesting  periods  of  the  hundred  days,  the 
return  from  EUba,  Waterloo,  and  a  second  Restoration,  such  finished  and 
poetic  pictures  even  of  familiar  facts  will  not  fail  to  win  over  many  readers 
to  the  <'  History  of  the  Restoration." 

Alas,  however,  for  all  mundane  triumphs^  there  was  an  alloy  even  in 
the  reception  of  King  Louis  XYIII.  The  senate  stUl  contained  in  its 
bosom  a  majority  of  supporters  of  the  repudiated  despotism  of  the  Empire, 
and  no  sooner  at  Compeigne,  than  at  the  reception  of  the  legislative  body, 
headed  by  M.  Bruys  de  Charly,  a  conscientious  royalist,  the  king  took 
the  (^portunity  of  letting  it  be  publicly  known  that  he  intended  to  assimie 
his  seat  on  the  throne  without  exchanging  stipulations  with  an  "  exact- 
ing, weak^  and  hated  power,"  even  although  tnat  power  was  seconded  by 
the  Tsar  Alexander  in  person.  Of  the  interview  of  Alexander  and  homaj 
M.  de  Lamartine  speaks  in  tones  highly  complimentary  to  the  often  ca- 
lumniated king.  '^  Alexander,"  he  says,  *^  eame  from  this  interview 
conquered,  astonished.  He  had  thought  to  meet  an  old  man  of  weak 
mind,  thirsting  for  a  throne,  and  happy  in  receiving  it  at  any  cost.  He 
found  a  very  superior  mind,  an  obstinate  faith,  a  majestic  eloquence,  an 
inflexible  character,  a  king  who  might  still  be  repulsed,  but  who,  once 
upon  tiie  throne,  would  place  himself  by  his  legitimacy  upon  a  level  with, 
and  even  superior  to  his  liberators." 

Before  making  his  royal  entrance  into  Paris^  Louis  took  up  his  resi- 
dence for  a  short  time  in  the  chateau  of  Saint  Ouen,  on  the  plain  of  St. 
Denis,  from  whence  new  negotiations  between  the  senate,  supported  by 
Alexander,  and  himself  supported  by  the  Emperor  of  Austria  and  the  King 
of  Prussia,  with  Talleyrand  for  mediator,  were  carried  on.     The  impa- 
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lieDce  of  the  people,  however,  who  hurried  ont  inundating  the  plain  with 
their  numhers,  did  much  to  annihilate  the  opposition  of  the  senate.  The 
latter  sent,  at  length,  a  deputation  with  an  aadress,  which  was  but  coldly 
received.  Louis  XVIII.  answered  bj  the  famous  declaration  of  Saint 
Ouen,  "  which,"  says  M.  de  Lamartine,  "  derived  its  force  from  being 
delivered  in  the  midst  of  a  million  of  European  bayonets,  masters  of  the 
soil,  and  being  addressed  to  the  hearts  of  a  people  wearied  with  twenty- 
five  years  of  struggles,  and  that  over  the  ruins  of  an  empire  which  asked 
from  royalty  not  liberty  but  life."  The  king  took  advantage  of  the  asto- 
nishment and  enthusiasm  produced  by  this  liberal  manifesto — and  the 
very  liberality  of  which  offended  many  of  the  ultra-royalists — ^to  enter 
into  the  city  and  the  palace  of  his  ancestors.  A  whole  nation  was.  on . 
foot  to  receive  him.  The  plain  of  Saint  Ouen,  the  hill  of  Montmartre, 
the  banks  of  the  Seine,  were  like  the  steps  of  a  circus,  covered  with  troops 
and  people  come  forth  from  the  villages  and  suburbs  to  herald  the  king's 
entrance  into  his  capital : 

His  age  was  rendered  imposing  by  the  maturity  of  years,  without  showing 
any  other  sign  of  decay  than  those  white  hairs,  whicii  imparted  an  air  of 
wisdom  to  a  face  still  yoimg.  The  infirmities  of  his  legs  were  hidden  from 
the  crowd  by  his  mantle  cast  over  his  knees.  But  this  seated  monarch,  whose 
sufferings  and  the  sedentary  life  forced  upon  him  were  well  known,  was  a 
symbol  of  reflection  and  of  peace.  This  very  infirmity,  by  interesting  the 
hearts  for  the  old  man,  appeared  to  offer  a  pledge  of  repose,  at  that  moment 
the  unanimous  passion  of  France.  His  physiognomy  impressed  with  a  rare 
intelligence,  the  brilliancy  and  firmness  of  his  looks,  hovering  from  above  upon 
the  crowd,  as  if  from  one  who  was  accustomed  to  look  without  being  dazzled 
upon  his  people;  the  natural  curiosity  and  astonishment  of  his  eyes  seeking  to 
recognise,  through  the  changes  of  twenty-five  years,  the  horizons,  the  country 
houses,  the  walb,  the  monuments  of  his  youth ;  the  interrogations  which  he 
made  from  time  to  time  to  the  personages  of  his  suite  wlio,  happier  than  him, 
had  never  left  their  country ;  that  intimate  yet  sorrowful  joy  of  a  return  ming- 
ling itself  in  his  features  with  the  dignity  of  a  triumphal  entry ;  his  foreign 
dress  speaking  of  time  and  exile ;  a  princess  at  his  side — the  Duchess  of 
Angouldme — to  whom  a  repentant  country  could  only  restore  a  name,  but  not 
a  family  that  had  disappeared  in  the  tempest ;  the  involuntary  tears  that 
struggled  with  happiness  in  the  eyes  of  that  orphan  of  the  scaffold  ;  the  old 
Prince  of  Cond^,  veteran  of  the  monarchical  wars,  his  body  worn  out  by  nearly 
a  century  of  combats,  his  intelligence  and  his  memory  weakened  by  exile,  look- 
ing like  a  child  at  the  pomp  that  surrounded  him,  and  which  he  scarcely  ap- 
peared to  comprehend  ;  the  Duke  of  Bourbon,  his  son,  his  face  and  heart  in 
mourning,  as  if  he  had  been  following  the  funereal  procession  of  the  Duke  of 
Enghien,  instead  of  assisting  at  the  triumph  of  royalty ;  the  Count  d*Artois,  on 
horseback  at  the  portal  of  the  carriage,  appearing,  with  his  chivalrous  smiles,  as 
if  he  was  presentmg  his  brother  to  the  people  and  the  people  to  his  brother  ;  ^ 
the  Duke  of  Angoul^me  and  the  Duke  of  Berry,  his  two  sons,  future  heirs  of 
tlie  throne,  one  modest  and  thoughtful,  the  other  affecting  the  martial  deport- 
ment of  the  officers  of  the  Empire ;  the  glitter  of  arms,  the  tramping  of  steeds, 
the  floating  of  feathers,  the  living  hedge  of  people  and  soldiers  who  bordered 
the  fields  and  avenues  of  the  plain,  the  houses  crowded  even  to  the  roofs  with 
women  and  children,  the  windows  decked  with  white  flags,  the  clapping  of. 
hands,  the  shouts  prolonged,  expiring,  and  then  renewed  at  every  turn  of  the 
wheels  of  the  royal  chariot ;  the  shower  of  flowers  falling  from  the  balconies 
and  strewing  the  pavement;  the  flourishes  of  martial  music,  the  rolling  of 
drums,  the  roar  of  cannon  from  Montmartre  and  the  Invalides  interrupting  the 
brief  moments  of  silence  in  the  crowd,  and  giving  the  counter-stroke  to  the 
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emotions  of  a  million  of  men ;  all  these  aspects,  all  these  looks,  all  these 
noises,  all  these  surprises,  all  these  feelings  of  the  crowd,  gave  to  the  entrance 
of  Louts  XVIII.  into  Paris  a  character  of  pathos  and  feeling  that  effaced  even 
the  pomp  of  a  triumphal  entry. 

There  was  one  with  whom  it  is  easy  to  imagine  that  the  recollections 
of  past  horrors  were  &r  more  vivid  than  joy  for  present  prosperity.  This 
became  more  distinctly  manifest  at  the  conclusion  of  the  ceremony.  Both 
Louis  and  the  Duchess  of  Angoullme  had  been  visibly  affected  on 
seeing  the  Tuileries  once  more,  but  the  duchess,  on  stepping  down  firom 
the  carriage,  fainted  in  the  arms  of  her  attendants,  and  was  transported, 
in  the  semblance  of  death,  to  her  apartments.  The  statues  and  the 
pictures,  in  which  for  ten  long  years  Napoleon  had  contemplated  **  his 
image  and  his  glory/'  had  not  been  removed.  '^  Louis  XVIII.,*'  says 
De  Lamartine,  *'  felt  himself  sufficiently  strong  and  sufficiently  proud  of 
his  ancestors  to  contemplate  without  anger,  and  without  envy,  these 
vestiges  of  an  upstart  of  victory." 

The  same  night  the  king  set  about  composing  his  ministry,  from  among 
men  intermediary  between  plebeian  and  aristocratic  interests.  Many  a 
secret  correspon^nt  with  Hartwell  was  at  once  rewarded  with  a  place; 
hut  Talleyrand,  with  his  g^ce,  his  indifference,  his  negligence,  that  let 
everything  float  along  its  own  way  save  his  fortune,  his  words  with  two 
meanings,  his  smiles  with  two  readings,  his  deference  for  the  king,  his 
credit  with  Alexander,  and  his  twofold  traditions — ^revolutionary  and 
monarchical — made  him  the  accepted  centre,  the  auxiliary,  and  the  hope 
of  the  whole  council. 

The  silence  of  the  Charte  soon  almost  e&ced  the  senate  from  out  of 
the  number  of  public  powers.  The  leading  senators,  Cambacer^s,  Chap- 
tal,  Fouche,  Garat,  Si^yes,  men  among  wnom  were  some  who  had  given 
up  Louis  XVI.  to  the  scaffold,  were  glad,  for  the  most  part,  to  retire  into 
a  titled,  if  not  an  honourable,  ease  and  tranquillity.  The  treaty  of  Paris 
was  followed  by  the  departure  of  the  allies,  and  this  again  by  the  con- 
Tocation  of  the  chambers,  where  the  debates  on  financial  measures, 
especially  on  the  restitution  of  property  confiscated  by  the  Republic  and 
the  Empire,  was  naturally  attended  by  no  little  acrimony.  The  king,  on 
his  own  side,  set  the  example  of  magnanimity  by  restoring  to  Louis 
Philippe,  son  of  Louis  Philippe  Egalitd,  the  immense  domains  of  his  house. 
History  will  tell  with  what  mgratitude  this  act  of  regal  generosity  was 
ultimately  repaid.     The  princes  and  princesses  were  making  a  tour  of  the 

Erovinces  to  show  themselves  to  the  army  and  the  people.  Talleyrand 
ad  been  deputed  to  the  congas  of  Vienna,  and — 
Louis  XYlII.  had  scarcely  anything  to  do  but  to  moderate  the  zeal  of  his 
old  friends,  and  curb  the  impatience  of  his  new  ones.  He  had  no  opposition 
to  fight  against.  The  only  atfficulty  that  he  experienced  was  in  so  distributing 
his  favours  and  his  smiles  between  the  old  and  new  court  with  so  much  im- 
partiality, that  the  discontent  of  wounded  vanity  should  not  bring  the  two  into 
collision,  and  both  Old  and  Young  France  should  find  themselves  alike  flat- 
tered by  his  attentions,  and  should  deem  themselves  alike  in  his  confidence.  In 
effecting  this  he  displayed  the  most  consummate  art.  The  new  men  felt  that 
they  were  necessary  to  him,  the  old  men  felt  themselves  preferred.  The 
women  alone,  more  jealous  and  more  impulsive  than  men,  complained  with 
bitterness,  some  at  seeing  themselves  confounded  with  the  upstarts  of  the  Re- 
volution or  of  the  Empire,  the  others  at  seeing  themselves  despised  by  the 
habitues  of  the  old  court.  The  first  could  not  forgive  a  restoration  which  re- 
minded them  of  their  recent  admission  into  the  ranks  of  the  nobility.  The 
second  despised  a  policy  which  humiliated  them,  and  enforced  an  equality  with 
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mals  in  titles  and  rank  which  tbey  only  recognised  out  of  condescension  to 
the  king.  They  each  carried  with  them  into  society,  the  former  the  con- 
temptuous spirit  of  an  olden  pride,  the  latter  the  anger  of  frequent  humiKih 
tions.     Opinion  was  pacified,  but  vanity  was  busy  est&lishing  new  parties. 

At  the  same  time,  this  state  of  quietude,  afiter  twenty  years  of  weary 
warfare  and  the  problems  and  difficnlties  suggested  by  a  new  and  forced 
neconciliatton  of  the  Revolution  with  the  Restoration,  operated  together 
in  gradually  reviving  literature,  genius,  and  arts,  stifled  by  a  prolonged 
despotism,  but  awakened  again  by  the  first  breath  of  liberty : 

This  epoch  (says  M.  de  Lamartine)  was  one  at  which  the  human  mind  was 
reawakened*  The  eighteenth  century  had  been  interrupted  in  its  thoughts,  in 
its  works,  and  in  its  arts,  by  a  catastrophe  which  dispersed  alike  its  poets,  its 
orators,  and  its  writers.  Emigration,  terror,  and  the  scaffold,  had  decimated 
intelligence.  Condorcet  and  Champfort  bad  had  recourse  to  self  destruction. 
Andr6  Cheuier  and  Roucher  had  fallen  under  the  axe.  Mirabeau  had  perished 
of  fatigue  in  combating  the  revolution,  and,  perchance,  of  anguish  before  the 
perspective  which  could  not  fail  to  be  penetrated  by  his  geuius.  Vergniaud 
nad  disappeared  in  the  tempest,  happy  in  escaping  being  made  a  witness  of  a 
crime,  by  sacrificing  the  eloquence  to  which  he  aspired.  Delille  liad  fled  fiir 
away  from  his  country,  and  mourned  the  fate  of  the  exiles  in  Poland  and  in 
England.  The  Abb^  Raynal  had  grown  old  in  repentance  and  the  decline  of 
his  hopes.  Parny  had  travestied  his  loves  into  cynicism,  and  sold  himself  to 
the  publicists.  Philosophy  and  literature,  towards  the  end  of  Napoleon's 
reign,  had  throughout  France  been  condemned  to  silence,  or  disciplined  and 
arraigned  like  so  many  battalions  ruled  by  the  sword.  Nature  had  exhausted 
her  men  at  the  commencement  of  the  era  in  preparing  and  accomplishing  a 
revolution.  The  revolution  accomplished,  the  thought  which  had  brought  it 
about  seemed  to  have  been  terrified  at  itself,  and  foresaw  that  it  would  be 
annihilated  at  its  very  birth. 

Bonaparte,  who  aspired  to  tyranny,  and  who  hated  thought,  because  it  is  the 
liberty  of  the  mind,  took  advantage  of  this  exhaustion  and  lassitude  of  the 
human  mind  to  muzzle  and  to  enervate  all  literature.  He  only  favoured 
mathematical  sciences,  because  numbers  measure,  count,  but  do  not  think. 
He  only  honoured  those  human  faculties  of  which  he  could  make  docile  instru- 
ments. Geoinetricians  were  his  men  ;  writers  made  him  tremble  1  This  was 
the  age  of  mathematics.  He  only  tolerated  literature  of  that  light  and  futile 
description  which  distracts  the  populace  and  offers  incense  to  tyranny.  A 
voice,  whose  male  accents  would  have  shaken  the  more  serious  chords  of  the 
human  heart,  was  at  once  silenced  by  his  police.  He  permitted  riiythms  which 
buzzed  in  the  ear,  but  poetry  that  exalted  the  soul  was  condefnned.  Young 
Charles  Nodier,  liaving  written  in  the  mountains  of  Jura  an  ode  that  breathed 
too  high  a  tone  for  the  servility  of  the  time,  the  poet  was  obliged  to  withdraw 
himself  before  the  proscription  that  awaited  him. 

The  tyranny  of  Napoleon  must  have  been  harsh  indeed,  that  the  mere 
restoration  of  tlie  old  dynasty  could  give  back  liberty  and  breath  to  the  soul. 
Scarcely  was  the  Empire  overthrown  than  people  began  to  think,  to  write,  and 
to  sing  in  France.  The  Bourbons,  contemporaries  of  our  hterature,  gloried  in 
bringing  it  back  with  them.  The  constitutional  rule  opened  the  mouth  to  two 
tribunes.  Notwithstanding  a  few  preventive  and  repressive  laws,  the  liberty 
of  the  press  gave  breath  to  letters.  All  that  had  been  so  long  silent  found  its 
voice  again.  Spirits  humiliated  by  compression,  society  thirsty  of  ideas,  youth 
anxious  for  intellectual  glory,  revenged  tliemselves  for  this  long  silence  by  a 
sudden  and  almost  continuous  burst  of  philosophy,  history,  poetry,  polemics, 
memoirs,  dramas,  works  of  art  and  of  imagination.  The  age  of  Fran9ois  I. 
is  full  of  originality ;  the  age  of  Louis  XIV.  is  full  of  glonr.  Neither  one  nor 
the  other  iiad  more  enthusiasm  or  movement  than  the  nrst  years  of  the  Re- 
storation. Slavery  had  accumulated  everything  in  the  minds  of  the  public  for 
now  twenty  years.  They  were  full,  and  now  they  flowed  over.  History  owes 
to  tliem  her  pages.  Those  pages  are  not  only  the  annals  of  wars  and  of  courts, 
they  are  especially  the  annals  of  the  human  mind. 

M.  de  Lamartine  follows  up  this  eloquent  exordium  with  brief  but 
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graceful  sketdies  of  Madame  de  StaSl  and  M.  de  Chateaubriand,  who 
had  divided  between  one  another  for  twenty  years  the  aduiiration  of  Eu- 
rope and  the  penecations  of  Napoleon.  To  these  great  names  are  also 
added  others  of  less  import^  but  still  highly  creditable  to  the  epoch.  Such 
was  M.  de  Bonald^  inferior  in  talent  but  superior  in  character  to  M.  de 
Chateaubriand;  such  also  were  MM.  de  Maistre  and  de  Lamennais,  the 
representatives  at  the  time  of  the  philosophy  of  the  Roman  CaUiolic 
Church.  Such  also  was  M.  Cousin,  the  representative  of  modem  Platooism. 
History  was  especially  rich  in  illustrious  names :  Thierry,  Segur,  Thiers, 
Guizot,  Michaud,  De  Barante,  Michelet,  Daru,  and  Lacretelle,  are  all 
names  that  attadi  themselres  as  historical  writers  to  the  Resioradon. 
Other  names,  many  of  them  of  European  celebrity,  as  Ducis,  Casimir 
Delavigne,  Victor  fiugo,  Charles  No^er,  Madame  de  Genlis,  and  others, 
belonged  also  to  the  last  days  of  the  Empire.  In  a  place  like  Pari^  Ae 
re-opening  of  the  saloons  of  the  aristocracy  at  the  Restoration  had  also 
an  immense  effect  upon  literature.  ^  Conversation,"  M.  de  Lamartine 
remarks,  '^  is  in  France  as  it  was  in  Athens,  a  portion  of  the  genius  of 
the  people.  Conversation  lives  upon  leizure  and  liberty.  The  catastrophes 
of  the  revolution  in  the  first  place,  proscriptions,  prisons,  the  scafrold ; 
and  then  wars  without  end,  the  di^rsion  of  the  French  aristocracy  in 
foreign  countries,  in  the  provinces,  and  country  mansions ;  and,  lastly, 
the  inquisitorial  police  and  gloomy  despotism  of  Napoleon  had  killed  and 
annihilated  it  for  twenty  years.  Public  misfortunes  were  the  only  sub- 
jects of  conversation  during  the  latter  years  of  the  Empire.  Conversation 
came  back  with  the  restoration,  with  the  court,  with  the  nobility,  with 
emigration,  with  leizure,  and  with  liberty."  The  first  centre  of  this  re- 
viving society  was  the  king^s  own  cabinet.  Next  in  saccesrion  were  the 
saloons  of  M.  de  Talleyrand,  of  Madame  de  StaSl,  of  the  Duchess  of 
Dnras  (M.  de  Chateaubriand's  friend),  of  the  Princess  of  TVemoniDe  (at 
whose  house  only  the  leaders  of  the  ancien  rSgime  assembled),  of  die 
Duchess  of  Brogfie  and  Madame  de  Saint  Aulaire,  at  both  of  which  latter 
appeared  the  rising  men  of  the  day — Guisot,  Villemain,  Cousm,  Sismondi, 
and  others.  Madame  de  Montcalm,  siater  of  the  Duke  of  Richeliea, 
grouped  around  her  the  small  number  of  writers  that  belonged  to  the 
moderate  party  of  the  Restoration — Lain^,  Pozzo  di  Borgo,  Capo  dTstria, 
Hyde  de  NenviQe,  Mole,  Pasquier,  and  others.  Casimir,  Perier,  and 
Lafitte  also  received  at  the  same  time,  on  the  other  side  of  the  Seine,  the 
remains  of  the  Republic  and  the  Empire. 

Negotiations  which  were  at  the  same  time  entered  into  by  M.  de  Blacas 
and  M.  de  Bruges  with  two  of  the  great  remaining  names  of  the  Revolu- 
tion— M.  Fouch6  and  M.  Barras — ^proceeded  slowly  and  ineffectively. 
**  A  dull,  instructive,  yet  general  morement,"  says  M.  de  Lamartine, 
**  was  already  carrying  both  these  poweifbl  parties  away  each  in  its  own 
direction.  One  party  alone,  that  was  possessed  of  real  vitality,  was  rising 
up  between  the  two,  and  was  about  to  submerge  them  benealJi  the  most 
sudden  and  the  most  irresistible  military  revolution  that  the  annals  of 
the  world  have  ever  recorded.  For  when  Csesar  passed  the  Rubicon  to 
and  annihilate  the  Republic,  he  led  200,000  Romans  against  Rome. 
Fapoleon  was  only  going  to  bring  back  his  name  and  the  shadow  of  his 
victories  in  order  to  overthrow  we  work  of  Europe  and  reconquer  his 
country.  But  we  shall  defer  this  narrative  to  another  volume,  so  as 
to  concentrate  the  grandeur  and  the  interest  thereof  into  one  single  well- 
defined  drama." 
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HESTEB     SOMERSET. 

BY  NICHOLAS  MICHELL. 

BOOKIIL 

CUAFTEK  I. 
HESTEB  SOMERSET  IS  IN  THE  POWER  OF  THE  HUNCHBACK. 

Thbt  oarried  Hester  into  the  room  where  the  mock  marriages  were 
performed  in  the  house  at  Westminster,  and  there^  by  means  of  strong 
remedies,  they  succeeded  in  restoring  her  to  consciousness.  Opening  her 
eyes,  she  found  herself  on  one  of  the  wooden  forms  in  front  of  the  rude 
desk,  and  the  group  had  gathered  around  her,  as  if  annously  awaiting 
her  recoveiy.  Conspicuous  stood  Mr.  Judkins,  a  smile  upon  the  coarse 
mouth,  that  was  half  concealed  by  the  large  red  whiskers.  The  counter- 
feit Italian  singer  had  taken  off  his  moustachios,  and  the  signora  had 
doffed  her  false  nair  and  bright  turban.  A  little  man,  with  a  brushed-np 
fore-top  on  a  bullet  head,  and  dressed  in  a  dirty  white  robe,  held  a  book 
and  a  glass  of  water  in  his  hand.  This  individuiu  represented  the  parson — 
the  kind  quieter  of  the  consciences  of  country  ladies,  and  all  those  who 
were  weak  enough  to  be  enticed  into  a  belief  that  a  ceremony,  performed 
by  him,  would  sanction  their  mnaway  loves. 

Hester  did  not  seem  to  notice  any  of  these  persons;  her  eyes  were  fixed 
on  Flemminfl^,  who  stood  half  bowed  down  by  a  sense  of  shame,  and  half 
exulting  in  the  prize  he  had  won.  But  the  first  shock  of  fear  being  passed, 
Hester  exhibited  a  angular  firmness:  when  placed  in  situations  of  danger, 
real  and  understood,  woman  sometimes  will  retain  her  presence  of  mind, 
while  man,  similarly  circumstanced,  will  by  no  means  act  the  hero. 

<<  Mark  Flemming,  I  address  myself  to  you;  speak  the  truth;  fialsehood 
will  no  longer  avail  you,  for  I  understand  all.  Vile  has  the  scheme  been 
to  lure  me  to  this  horrible  pl^>  and  you  have  been  the  contriver  of  it— 
you  have  connected  yourself  with  these  miserable  men.'' 

^'  Pshaw !"  said  Mr.  Judkins,  ''  we  are  not  miserable  men." 

*'  Ay,  the  deed  rests  with  me  l"  exclaimed  Flemming;  '^  my  excuse 
is        ■ 

'*  Can  such  villany  find  an  excuse  ?  And  this  is  your  protection — ^this 
is  your  professed  love  I" 

^^  Love  1"  cried  Flemming,  drawing  close  to  her;  '^  that  tame  word  but 
ill  expresses  what  I  feel.  Mine  is  a  worship,  a  wild  adoration  that  would 
sacrifice  at  its  shrine  self-esteem,  peace,  earthly  hope,  all  thinn.  I  am 
like  the  poor  devotee  of  the  East^  driven  on  by  his  fervour,  reaay  to  com- 
mit all  excesses,  and  to  cast  himself  at  length  oeneath  the  crushing  wheels 
of  his  Juggernaut."  , 

"  You  would  also  sacrifice  me." 

** No,  no;  I  have  endeavoured  to  dream  that  you  might  be  happy.  I 
loved  you;  I  threw  myself  at  your  feet ;  I  was  reiected;  but  I  grant  your 
refussl  was  natural,  and  such  as  my  mocking  feUow-men  would  approve 
of.  But  the  hunchback  had  a  soul,  though  repulsive  the  clay  in  which  it 
was  enshrined.  Despair  goaded  me  on;  I  would  possess  you,  reckless  of 
die  means  by  which  I  accomplished  my  purpose.     Hope  whispered,  that 
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when  your  spirit  should  know  mj  spirit,  when  habit  shonld  have  fami- 
liarised jou  with  all  which  now  appears  hideous  to  jour  eyes,  esteem  might 
be  succeeded  by  interest,  and  interest  at  last  beget  love." 

The  fire  of  passion  in  the  eyes  of  the  speaker  struggled  with  the  softer 
light  of  that  deep  melancholy  feeling  habitual  to  him.  Afiter  a  short 
pause,  during  which  Judkins  and  his  associates  betrayed  much  impatience^ 
Flemming  continued ; 

'*  Thus  have  I  had  recourse  to  stratagem,  dark  hellish  deceit,  convinced 
that  by  no  other  means  I  could  win  you.  Pardon  me,  then;  my  gpreat 
love  is  my  plea,  the  only  excuse  I  have  to  offer  for  my  sin,  my  cruelty,  my 
madness.  Consent  to  be  mine— link  your  lot  to  mine — place  your  hap- 
piness in  my  hands — I  swear  to  be  al(  ay,  more  to  you  than  man  ever 
was  to  woman  before.     Dear,  dear  Hester,  listen  to  my  prayer!" 

"  Now,  young  lady,"  said  Mr.  Judkins,  advancing,  '^  we  think  quite 
enouGi'h  has  been  said  ;  the  young  man  can't  speak  &irer,  so  marry  nim 
quieUy,  there's  a  good  girl.  Mr.  Bumpus,"  he  added,  addressing  the 
parson,  *'  you  had  better,  I  think,  go  to  tne  desk  and  begin." 

There  was  much  that  was  ludicrous  in  the  scene,  and  yet  the  half 
lighted  miserable  appearance  of  the  room,  the  savage  countenances  of  the 
men,  and  the  compulsory  nature  of  an  act  which  might  lead  to  the  ruin  of 
one  who  had  no  one  there  to  protect  her,  and  who,  if  she  shrieked,  might 
shriek  in  vain — these  had  something  in  them  fearful  and  horrible. 

**  Stay  !  your  mummery  is  useless,"  cried  Hester,  springing  up  firom 
the  form  on  which  they  had  placed  her. 

''  You  are  mistaken,"  said  Mr.  Judkins ;  *^  we  have  married  hundreds 
of  ladies  here,  I  assure  you,  some  from  the  country  and  some  of  the  town. 
'Tis  quite  right ;  you  will  be  man  and  wife  when  you  leave  this  place^  'ds 
my  duty  to  tell  you  so;  however,"  added  the  considerate  gentleman,  ''if 
yon  should  like  to  do  as  they  do  at  Gretna  Green,  you  can,  by-and-by,  be 
married  again  in  the  regular  church  of  England,  just  by  way  of  satisfac- 
tion.    Now,  Mr.  Bumpus." 

''  False  and  wretched  man  !*'  cried  Hester,  with  desperate  resolution; 
'^  free  will  and  mutual  consent  hallow  the  union  of  those  who  fly  to  the 
North ;  here  fraud  is  used  with  force ;  you  commit  a  crime  which  the 
law  will  severely  punish." 

The  heavy  eyes  of  Judkins  grew  inflamed,  and  he  muttered  an  oath. 

"You  are  rather  impertinent,  my  dear,"  he  said;  "but  there,  never 
mind;  we  don't  take  much  account  of  words  here;  we  excuse  you;  but 
don't  let  us  have  a  rough  business  of  it,  I  beg;  it  will  be  wasting  strength 
and  time  to  no  purpose." 

These  coarse  threats,  which  seemed  to  imply  more  than  was  expressed, 
made  the  girl  shudder ;  her  blood  ran  cold ;  all  colour  forsook  her  face, 
and  shtt  sank  on  the  form  as  if  overcome,  but  presently  rose  ag^in  on  her 
feet. 

"  Mr.  Flemming,  hear  me!  I  appeal  to  you,  I  address  myself  to  your 
better  nature,  if  there  is  anything  generous  left  there.  You  perceive  my 
situation,  that  I  am  in  your  power,  weak,  and  without  help,  relying  only 
on  God  and  my  own  innocence.  Would  you  compel  me  into  marriage? 
Would  you  possess  me  without  a  particle  of  my  affection?  I  have  esteemed 
you,  respected  you,  loved  you  as  a  brother;  shall  I  not  now,  if  you  pro- 
ceed to  this  length,  despise  and  abhor  you?  and  will  you  not,  by  destroy- 
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ing  my  hopes  and  peace,  fix  a  paii§^  in  your  oonadeiice,  and  impose  a 
biuden  on  your  own  sool  so  long  as  you  Uto  ?  Think  of  this ;  pause*  and 
tremble !" 

The  beautJIid  girl  stood  at  her  full  height;  one  arm  was  extended^  her 
eyes  were  raised  to  heaven,  and  her  disordered  hair  fell  baek  over  her 
shoulders  in  a  wave-like  shining  mass.  There  was  an  eneigy,  a  wild  ma- 
jesty in  her  manner,  which  seemed  to  awe  even  the  black  and  daring  spirits 
aronnd,  for  no  one  spoke,  and  each  gaaed  steadfiutly  on  her.  Sudn  is  the 
influence  virtue,  wluch  b  of  heaven,  will  sometimes  exercise  over  crime, 
which  is  of  hell. 

**  But  you  will  not,  Mr.  Flemming,''  continued  Hester,  relapsing  into  a 
tone  of  entreaty  more  natural  to  her  womanly  nature-— '^you  will  not  com- 
mit this  cruelty,  this  sin.  Think  of  my  father  now  in  prison— what  will 
be  his  sufferings  added  to  his  present  misery,  when  he  hears  of  this  out- 
rage on  his  child !  Think  of  my  mother,  whose  mind  sorrow  and  misfor- 
tune have  wrecked,  and  let  her  very  madness  plead  on  my  behalf !  Mark! 
Mark !"  she  cried,  sfflzing  him  by  the  arm,  hanging  on  his  clothes,  and 
looking  up  into  his  fsuse  in  an  agony  beyond  any  grief  yet  manifested  by 
her-— ^'  tbiink,  too,  of  one  now  £u  distant,  whose  stoiy  I  have  told  you— 
to  whom  the  heart  of  the  child  was  given,  and  my  after  vows  have  all  been 
pledged — ^if  you  love  me,  think  of  m^  love,  my  despair,  and  have  mercy. 
May  a  God  of  justice  and  of  pity  soften  your  soul !  May  the  darkness  de- 
part which  now  ^dows  you,  and  the  sunlight  of  honour  and  goodness 
light  again  your  noble  nature!  Mr.  Flemmiog! — dear  Mark! — listen  to 
my  supplicatioD— may  I  not  plead  in  vain— hear  me— protect  me — ^save 
me — ^have  mercy— meroy  I" 

Gndoally,  as  she  hM  by  his  clothes,  she  sank  lower  and  lower,  her  face 
still  iqitumed  to  his,  and  her  eyes  now  brimming  with  tears;  and  thus 
she  knelt  on  the  floor  before  him.  Flemming  saw  her  on  her  knees,  but 
did  not  stoop  or  move.  Her  fete  might  be  said  to  quiver  in  the  balance, 
and  the  ruler  of  her  destiny  was  that  deformed  being,  in  whose  mind 
might  have  been  sown  some  of  dlie  seeds  of  virtue^  but  thickly  also  sprang 
up  with  the  harvest  the  tares  of  vice. 


Chapteb  II. 

THB  VJLn  OP  BBSTEB  IB  DBOIDBD. 

Thsbe  is  no  fiercer  trial,  no  more  violent  excitement  to  which  the  mind 
can  be  subjected,  than  ihe  contest  of  antagonistic  passions;  and  of  all  other 
emotions,  perhaps,  those  raised  by  the  straggle  of  the  two  great  principles  of 
good  and  evil,  are  the  strongest.  Mark  Flemming  was  an  illustration  of 
this  fact.  We  have  seen  bun  during  his  connexion  with  Pike  in  a  state 
of  oonstant  and  painful  vacillation.  Like  a  pendulum,  he  swung  to  that 
side,  and  still  returned.  Like  Mohammed's  coffin,  he  was  half  in  the 
heaven  of  honour  and  virtue,  and  half  on  the  earth  of  crime.  The  evil 
at  length  predominated ;  he  had  been  vanquished,  and  came  hither  with 
his  victim. 

Now,  at  the  eleventh  hour,  roused  hy  the  appeal  of  Hester,  and  stung 
by  remorse,  his  resolves  were  shaken.   The  angel  of  good  had  flown  back 
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agftin  to  dispute  the  mastery  of  hb  heart^«ll  his  old  struggle  was  re- 
newed. 

What  passed  within  his  breast  might  not  have  been  divined  hy  the 
expression  of  his  coantenance,  for,  in  the  presenoe  of  Judkins  and  his 
men>  he  straggled  hard  to  suppress  what  fain  would  have  burst  forth, 
and  to  assume  a  tranquillity  he  was  far  from  feeling.  He  reg^arded 
Hester  tor  several  minutes  in  profound  silence ;  then,  turning  from  her, 
abruptly  walked  across  the  room,  and  back  again*  Judkins  stared,  and 
the  little  parson  grew  restless  and  uneasy ;  probably  the  latter  feared  after 
all  he  might  lose  his  expected  fee. 

''  Come,  young  man/'  said  Mr.  Judkins,  ''  we  can't  stop  any  longer; 
we've  heard  all  the  speeches  out  now :  it's  quite  time  the  affair  was 
settled.     Take  up  your  bride  from  the  floor,  and  bring  her  forward." 

Flenuning  advanced  to  the  man,  and  siud,  in  a  husky  tone, 

*^  Have  you  iron  in  your  breast  ?     Is  your  blood  ice  ?" 

Mr.  Judkins  broke  into  loud  laughter. 

*^  Wbat !  puling  are  you,  my  doughty  knight  ?  Come,  let  us  have  no 
nonsense.  Surely  you  won't  listen  to  the  little  speeches  of  a  child  like 
that — ^we  are  used  to  such  things  here-— oh  I  yes,  tears,  and  sobs,  and  all 
those  fine  sentimental  things — ^but  we  never  listen  to  them ;  we  know  our 
duty,  and  act  up  to  it.  Here,  I'll  carry  the  lass  forward,  fbr  I  see  you 
need  help.  Mr.  Bumpus,  go  into  the  desk,  and  begin.  Why,  we  shall 
be  all  night  marrying  the  young  people,  at  this  rate." 

As  Mr.  Judkins  spoke,  he  laid  his  rough  hand  on  Hester,  with  the  in-, 
tention  of  dragring  her  to  the  £ront  of  the  dedc,  in  which  the  parson  had 
stationed  himself.  Suddenly  Judkins  was  thrust  aside,  and  felt  a  hand  at 
his  throat. 

''  Forbear,  ru£5an !  Add  not  the  pollution  of  thy  touch  to  the  other  in* 
dignities  this  lady  has  suffered." 

Flemming,  though  small  as  well  as  deformed,  was  possessed  of  extra- 
ordinary vigour:  &e  herculean  frame  of  Judldns  staggered,  and,  un- 
prepared for  the  sudden  attack,  he  was  borne  skgainst  a  wooden  form, 
over  which  he  stumbled,  sinking  on  one  kneeu  He  gained  his  legs  again, 
muttering  an  oath ;  but  the  giant  was  too  conscious  of  his  Own  superior 
strength  to  take  any  veng^eance  on  the  stripling. 

'*  That  was  cleverly  done,  I  must  say.  Who  would  haye  tliought 
those  thin  fingers  and  spider  legs  of  thine  could  manage  such  a  feat ! 
Don't  fear;  Fm  not  in  a  passion:  we  never  give  way  to  anger  here,  for 
there's  nothing  got  by  it.  However,  my  man,  what  do  you  mean?  I 
am  your  firiend,  and  only  want  to  do  you  a  service." 

**  That  service  is  no  longer  needed,"  stud  Flemming,  with  compressed 
lips. 

^  Not  ?  Strange!  Why,  my  parson  hasn't  married  you  yet — of 
coarse  you  need  our  services  ?" 

Fkmnung  turned  towards  Hester.  Though  the  struggle  had  ceased— 
ihou^  the  demon  was  quelled — great  was  the  agitation  he  betrayed. 
Oh  I  hard  was  it  to  surrender  all  which  his  heart  duog  to— difficult  to 
renounce  that  for  the  possession  of  which  he  had  bartered  his  peace  and 
his  honour  :  but  his  resolve  was  taken ;  and  his  life  thenceforth  must  be 
a  blank  and  a  darkness,  enlivened  by  one  memory — the  recollection  of  an 
act  of  penitence  performed  eie  it  was  too  late.     The  quivering  lip  was 
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stilled  now,  the  choking  of  the  throat  subdued,  and  the  eye  assumed  its 
wonted  expression  of  thoughtful  sorrow. 

**  Miss  Somerset)  to  speak  to  you  of  my  repentance  and  remorse  were 
idle ;  idle  also  to  ask  you  to  forgive  me — ^to  excuse  my  conduct  on 
account  of  my  hopeless  and  miserable  love.  Enough  that  I  have  awoke 
to  a  sense  of  right ;  that  I  am  an  altered  man.  I  expect  not  your  par* 
don,  then,  and  I  ask  not  your  pity.  You  are  free.  You  shall  leave 
this  place  untainted,  unmolested.  Heaven  and  the  angel  of  your  own 
pure  nature  have  been  your  guardians,  and  ever,  ever  may  they  protect 
you !" 

Hester  was  unable  to  return  her  thanks  in  words,  or  express  ^e  deep 
gibing  joy  which  overpowered  her.  Impelled  by  the  feelings  uppermost 
that  moment  in  her  heart,  she  threw  herself  into  FJemming's  arms,  and 
the  repentant  man  bent  over  her,  feeling  the  full  satisfaction  arising  from 
the  performance  of  a  virtuous  deed ;  and  how  immeasurably  greater  is 
the  happiness  it  gives,  than  any  wild,  unholy  bliss  resulting  from  the 
indulgence  of  crime.  Both  remained  silent ;  the  low  breathings  of  Hester 
only  being  heard,  while  scalding  tears  trickled  down  the  cheeks  of 
Flemming. 

As  Judkins  witnessed  the  scene  a  black  scowl  gathered  on  his  brow; 
he  crossed  his  arms  on  his  brawny  chest,  and  looked  menacingly  on 
them. 

''  This  is  all  very  well  for  you,  my  friends,  no  doubt ;  but  if  you  will 
be  a  fool.  Master  Hunchback,  I  am  not.  I  look  to  my  interests  and  the 
securily  of  my  house.  You  don't  leave  us  quite  yet — no,  no  ;  you're 
both  in  my  power!" 

*'What  mean  you,  villain?*'  cried  Flemming;  ^' would  you  offer  us 
violence?" 

As  he  spoke  he  sprang  out  into  the  room,  as  if  preparing  for  a  de- 
fence ;  the  next  instant  he  caught  up  a  short  iron  bar  which  he  saw  lying 
on  the  floor. 

^  Aha  I"  exdiumed  Judkins,  "  you're  arming  yourself  are  you  ?  A 
veiy  good  precaution ;  but,  look  yoa.  Master  Hunchback,  I  can  do  the 
same  thing." 

The  man  with  the  ferodous  bulldog  head  dived  his  hand  into  the 
pocket  of  his  fustian  coat,  and  brought  to  light  a  large  horse-pistol ;  he 
deliberately  cocked  it,  and  presented  it  at  the  head  of  Flemming. 

^'Take  care^  'tis  loaded,"  said  Judkins.  ''Now  say,  my  lad,  who 
has  the  best  of  it?" 

''Be  calm,  Mr.  Flemming!"  cried  Hester,  shiveiing  with  fear;  "do 
whatever  he  tells  you." 

"  Fire,  scoundrel  1 — I  reck  not.  What  is  life  now  to  me?" 
"Nay,"  said  Judkins,  "we  don't  do  these  things  here,  unless  driven 
to  it  I  only  want  you  to  know  what  we  can  do.  Quietness  and  a  £ur 
living  are  all  we  ask.  Well,  you've  altered  your  mind,  and  won't  marry 
the  girl — good ;  I  care  nothing  for  that,  I  only  demand  two  things — 
»e^y  «A  my  money.  Swear,  young  man  U  woman,  that  you  won't 
inform  against  our  house. 

"  If  you  will  let  us  go,"  said  Hester,  in  her  terror,  "  we  will  swear." 

The  required  promise  was  given. 

"  However,"  continued  Mr.  Judkins,  "these  oaths  are  just  for  form's 
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8ike^  and  I  accept  tbem ;  but  my  best  security  is  the  full  certainty  you 
must  have  tliat>  if  you  betray  us,  your  Htcs  won't  be  worth  a  week's 
puraiase. 

Hester,  at  this  cool  intimation  of  murder,  shuddered. 

'*  And  now/'  added  Mr.  Judkins,  ''for  the  money.  You  must  pay 
exactly  the  same  sum  as  if  the  marriage  had  been  perfonnedi  for  we'ye 
had  all  the  trouble  of  it** 

**  What  is  your  demand  ?**  asked  Flemmine^. 

**  I've  received  ten  shillings  on  account  of  me  business— I  want  twenty 
more ;  this  was  the  agreement.'' 

The  money  having  been  paid,  Flemming  was  permitted  to  conduct 
Hester  to  the  coach;  he  placed  her  inside,  but  feeling  now  his  own 
unwortliiness, '  and  that  the  tie  even  of  friendship  must  be  severed  be- 
tween them,  he  himself  did  not  accompany  her.  The  driver,  who  was 
to  have  poceeded  a  few  miles  into  the  country,  was  not  a  little  surprised 
at  receivmg  orders  to  return  to  Fleet-lane ;  and  there,  in  a  brief  time, 
Hester,  with  a  heart  full  of  gratitude  to  Heaven,  found  herself  in  safety 
at  her  old  lodgings. 

Chafteb  IIL 

TBS  HUNCHBACK  AUD  HIS  MOTHIB — A  SCENE  IN  THE  FLEET  FRISOK. 

Flemmino  that  night  confessed  the  guilty  design  he  had  entertained, 
and  the  issue  of  the  affair,  to  his  mother.  The  blind  woman,  at  first, 
bitterly  condemned  his  conduct ;  but  her  heart  being  soon  softened  by 
his  repentance,  she  could  only  mourn  over  the  unfortunate  passion  of  her 
misguided  child.  He  quitted  the  house ;  whither  he  went  none  knew, 
but  dinrs  elapsed  and  no  tidings  were  heard  of  him. 

^  He  is  gone,"  said  Mrs.  Flemming  to  Hester ;  **  and  1  am  alone  in 
blindness,  alone  amidst  increasing  infirmities  and  years.  What  do  I  live 
for  but  my  boy  ?  He  is  my  all — my  more  than  life.  Oh  I  let  people  call 
him  deformed,  and  regara  him  as  a  monster;  to  me  he  is  passing  beau* 
tiful.  Yon  know  not  the  mother's  yearning  to  her  o&pring ;  how  lovely 
to  her  the  unloved  and  despised  can  be,  or  you  would  pity  me !" 

She  bent  her  head  before  Hester;  her  hair  was  prematurely  grey,  not 
with  age  but  sorrow ;  her  thin  pallid  face,  once  b^utiful,  expressed  an- 
guish, yet  her  sightless  eyes  shed  no  tears — their  fount  was  dry.  Hester 
took  her  hand,  and  endeavoured  to  console  her. 

*^  I  pity  you,  Mrs.  Flemming ;  my  heart  would  be  of  stone  if  it  did 
not,  indeed,  bleed  for  you.  I  allow  that  thb  man,  this  villain  whom  yon 
call  Jones,  by  urging  on  your  son,  is  guiltier  than  he.  The  description 
which  Mr.  Flemming  has  given  you  of  him,  convinces  me  his  name  is  not 
Jones  he  is  a  bitter  enemy  to  my  father.  Oh  !  when  will  this  miserable 
being  cease  to  persecute  us  ?" 

'^  Promise  me  again,"  said  Mrs.  Flemnung ;  "  promise  me  that  you 
will  take  no  steps  against  my  son,  so  as  to  expose  him  to  the  penalties  of 
the  law.  Ah!  g^l,  I  will  tell  you,"  added  the  blind  woman,  seising  the 
ann  of  Hester,  while  her  &oe  assumed  an  unaccountable  expression; 
**  you  know  not  who  he  is — what  he  is— my  secret  I  have  kept  for  long 
years— shame^'shame^ has  sealed  my  lips ;  but  now,  to.render  him  service, 
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and  obtain  for  hmi  a  pavdoD,  tlw  truth  ahall  be  diTolged*  at  least  to  you. 
Bend  nearer,  ehild,  for  my  voice  fiuls  me.  Mark  Flemming" — abe  cooti* 
nued  to  speak  in  low  tones,  an  interval  between  each  word — '^  ia  your 
blood  relative — he  is  of  the  family^-the  ancient  family— -of  Brooklaiid 
HaUr 

Hester  started  back,  increduliiy  and  amazement  depicted  in  her  coun- 
tenance. 

"  Impossible !  I  have  no  sister,  no  brother,  no  relation  living  except 
Mr.  Hartley,  and  he  and  my  father  are  the  last  of  their  line." 

'^  Believe  me,  or  believe  me  not,  I  can  say  no  more.  Pardon  him  m 
whose  veins  runs  the  blood  of  your  father's  family." 

*'  On  account  of  your  own  lonely  situation,  and  your  own  soitowb,  I 
grant  all  you  require.  The  past  is  forgotten ;  your  son  shall  receive  no 
injury  through  my  means." 

The  blind  woman  thanked,  blessed  her,  and  returned  to  her  solitary 
room.  There  she  sat  by  the  hearth,  whispering  the  name  of  Mark ;  it 
was  all  the  happiness  which  she  seemed  to  have.  Then  taking  his  violin 
firom  the  wall,  she  touched  tremulously  those  strings  from  which  her  aon 
had  been  wont  to  draw  such  sweet  inspiring  sounds ;  and  thus  she  would 
remain  for  hours,  thinking,  sighing,  but  never  weeping — the  mother  with 
the  broken  heart. 


'*  I  must  know  all;  nothing  shall  be  hidden  from  me!"  cried  Mr. 
Somerset,  vehemently,  as  Hester  disclosed  to  him  a  few  of  the  inddents 
which  had  recently  occurred.  She  softened  the  tale,  and  endeavoured  to 
render  her  position  less  fearful  than  in  reality  it  had  been;  but  the  fiitfaer 
saw  through  the  little  artifice,  and  understood  her  motive. 

Overcome  by  his  importunities,  and  yielding  to  his  command,  Hester 
concealed  the  nets  no  longer.  The  first  impulse  of  Mr.  Somerset  waa  to 
thank  Heaven  for  the  preservation  of  his  child ;  and  like  the  Oriental,  who 
never  hesitates  to  kneel,  whether  it  be  in  the  street  or  the  desert,  to  ad-» 
dress  his  God — ^in  this  hx  more  devout  than  the  Christian  of  Europe — he 
dropped  on  his  knees  on  the  stone  floor  of  the  room.  Fervently  and  audibly 
he  omred  up  his  thanks,  and  Hester,  stooping  dose  beside  nim,  foUovred 
the  words  he  uttered  in  his  own  sweet  angelic  whispers. 

That  was  a  scene  rarely  witnessed  within  the  walls  of  such  a  dem  as 
the  Fleet  Prison.  A  few  yards  off  there  was  uproarious  mirth,  and  in 
the  neighbouring  rooms  drinking  and  rioting  went  forward ;  while  across 
the  yard,  or  sounding  from  the  lobbies,  oa&  might  have  been  heard,  or 
shouts  of  abuse  from  parties  in  fierce  contention.  Ah!  truly  might  it 
have  been  said,  here  were  breathing  ^^  airs  of  heaven,"  there  sweeping^ 
«  blasts  of  hell."  Mr.  Somerset  pressed  his  child  to  his  heart;  it  was  £br 
his  sake,  to  obtain  money  for  him,  that  she  had  encountered  the  late  evik. 
He  kissed  her  cheek,  her  forehead,  her  hair;  his  soul  yearned  ov«r  her aa 
an  idol  thing,  dear  and  prized  beyond  wealth,  power,  and  even  his 
liberty. 

Invindble  Nature!  holy  and  mysterious  are  the  ties  she  weaves,  from 
die  insect  to  the  brute,  and  firom  the  brute  up  to  man ;  and  shall  the 
golden  cord,  uniting  intelligence  to  intelligence,  stop  here  ?  Does  not  die 
Knk  of  love  bind  the  unclothed  spirit  to  its  fellow,  bum  through  tfie 
cherubic  ranks,  knit  seraph  to  seraph,  ceasing  only  at  the  throne  of  the 
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Eternal?  for  there^  ia  one  grand  centre,  all  the  divergent  lines  and 
streams  of  love  meet. 

Mr.  Somerset's  prayer  was  over;  the  dream  of  softness  passed  away, 
and  earthly  Uionghts  and  feelings  didmed  their  natural  dominion  over 
his  mind.  With  Hester  he  was  led  to  conclude  that  the  counterfeit  lite- 
rary man,  who  had  induced  Flemnnng  to  commit  the  outrage,  was  no 
otlier  than  I^ke,  wlule  that  miscreant  was  still  the  tool  of  Hartley.  '^  And 
what  a  base  revenge!"  thought  Somerset ;  ''what  untiring  diabolical  perse- 
cution I"  His  anger  was  excited  far  less  against  the  misguided  Flemming 
than  the  men  who  had  thus  made  him  the  blind  agent  of  their  purposes. 

^  And  would  they  have  sacrificed  thee?^  cried  Somerset;  ''  heartless 
kuaves !  cold-blooded  demons  ! — sacrificed  thee,  my  innocent,  my  g^tle, 
my  pure  one !  And  must  I,  like  a  wild  beast  in  a  cage,  look  out  from  my 
prison  here,  without  the  power  to  succour  thee  ? — without  the  means  of 
punishing  ihose  who  do  thee  such  grievous  wrongs  ?  Just  Heaven !  will 
retribution  never  come?  Must  viUany  triumph  for  ever?" 

The  g^y-headed  man  lifted  his  clenched  hands  in  impatience  and 
desperation ;  his  eyes  were  filled  with  a  savage  light ;  and  his  wh<^e 
nature  yielded  to  the  fierce  passions  which  his  trying  situation  was  so  well 
calculated  to  excite.     But  Hester  trembled ;  she  would  not  see  him  thus. 

''  Father,  let  us  forgave  our  enemies ;  it  is  nobler  to  forgive  than  to 
panish.'' 

As  the  harp  of  the  Hebrew  boy  chased  the  evil  spirit  from  the  Israel- 
itish  king,  so  the  sound  of  that  sweet  beloved  voice  gradually  softened 
and  diarmed  away  the  fiery  passions  of  that  injured  man. 


CHILDREN   OP   THE    SKY. 

BT  CABOLINE  DE  CRESPIGNT. 

The  morning  grey  is  our  opening  day, 

Noon  is  our  middle  age, 
Our  strength  is  fled  with  the  evening  red. 

Night  ends  our  pilgrimage. 

As  the  sun  shines  bright,  our  hearts  are  light. 
The  dark  clouds  emblem  sorrow, 

And  as  rain  from  the  skies  so  tears  arise, 
Fresh  hope  from  grief  to  borrow. 

Our  spirit  drew,  from  the  ether  blue, 

A  pure  and  a  holy  birth. 
But  wedded  to  clay,  oo  its  bridal  day 

It  partook  of  a  taint  of  earth. 

But  bom  again,  with  every  stain 

Newly  washed  by  the  dews  of  heaven, 
It  shall  mount  on  high  to  its  native  sky» 
Where  benign  sunshine  is  given. 
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A  GHOST  STORY  OF  NORMANDY. 

BT  THE  AUTHOR  OF   <'  HAMON  AND  CATAS  ;  OB,  THE  TWO  BACE8.'' 

I. 

On  a  fine  summer  evening,  in  1846^  I  left  my  house,  which  was  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Honfieur,  Normandy,  to  take  a  strolL  It  was  July. 
All  the  morning  and  all  the  afternoon  the  sun  had  been  busily  pouring 
down  streams  of  radiance  like  streams  of  boiling  water,  and  I  had  kept  the 
house,  and  kept  it  closely  shut  up  too,  till  the  orb  of  day  had  gone  some 
way  down  towards  the  sea,  as  i^  like  a  fire-eater,  or  like  a  locomotive,  to 
get  a  drink  after  its  work. 

My  wife  being  asleep,  I  borrowed  her  parasol,  for  English  life  in  France 
is  very  free  and  easy,  and  I  was  rather  careful  of  my  complexion.  I  lit 
a  cigar,  and  starting,  soon  left  the  church  of  St.  Catharine  behind.  My 
business  in  the  town  was  to  post  a  letter,  which  I  got  safely  done,  and 
then  passing  down  the  fish-market,  I  found  myself,  ere  long,  at  the  foot  of 
the  Cdte  de  Grace — ^a  steep  hill  which  rises  subruptly  from  the  town,  and 
is  scaleable  at  one  part  by  a  sandy  rigzag. 

My  cigar  was  a  bad  one  altogether — a  bad  one  to  look  at  and  a  bad 
one  to  blow.  Of  government  manufacture,  it  cost  fire  sous,  and  was  not 
worth  one.  Its  skin  was  as  thick  as  an  ass's  hide,  and  no  persuasion 
would  make  ii  draw.  Like  a  fiilse  friend,  it  became  quite  hollow  when  I 
put  the  fire  of  trial  to  it ;  and  only  waxed  hot  and  oily  as  it  burnt  on.  It 
was  a  French  regalia,  and  had  nothing  of  French  royalty  about  it  but  bad 
smoke.  The  tobacco  had,  I  think,  lost  savour,  as  salt  used  to  do,  in 
passing  through  the  monopolising  hands  of  the  Citoyen  RoL  In  a  word, 
n^7  go^K®  rose  at  it 

I  stood  awhile  at  the  foot  of  the  zigzag,  endeavouring  to  coax  it  into 
usefulness,  for  I  was  a  family  man,  and  had  given  many  hostages  to  for- 
tune, and  dared  not  to  be  extravagant  I  tried  to  doctor  it  by  incisions, 
and  by  giving  it  draughts ;  but  ail  was  in  vain.  At  last  it  began  to  un- 
wind, and  some  loose  ashes  found  their  way  to  my  eyes.  I  was  about  to 
throw  it  away  in  disc^ust,  when  a  young  Frenchman,  who  had  passed  me 
a  moment  before  with  a  party  (I  knew  him  slightly  and  we  had  bowed), 
returned,  and  observing  that  my  cigar  seemed  troublesome,  asked  me  to 
try  one  of  his. 

His  name  was  Le  Brun.  We  had  met  occasionally  on  the  pier,  where 
in  the  quiet  evenings  I  used  to  take  refuge  from  the  uproar  of  my  sanc- 
tuary at  home,  and  for  awhile  almost  beliere  myself  a  lay  bachelor 
lounging  through  France  without  a  charming  wife  and  eight  children. 
He  and  I  had  succeeded  well  in  chit-chat.  The  Browns,  he  was  fond  of 
saying,  were  a  numerous  race  in  England,  but  if  he  ever  settled  there  he 
would  be  distinguished  from  them  as  the  Brown.  He  was  viun  of  this 
play  on  his  name,  and  I  always  laughed  when  he  produced  it.  I  had  no 
hesitation,  therefore,  when  he  offered  me  a  cigar :  besides,  I  knew  that  he 
always  smoked  smuggled  Cubas. 

We  gossiped  for  a  few  moments.  At  length  I  saw  him  glance  at  my 
wife's  parasol,  which  was  shielding  me  from  the  sun.  He  said  nothing, 
but  I  felt  my  cheek  bum  with  a  sudden  sort  of  shame,  and  immediately 
shut  it  up. 
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*'  Madame  will  return,"  he  said,  <'  and  Monsieur  attends  her." 

This  was  not  the  fact.  Monsieur  had  to  return,  and  Madame  attended 
him.  But  the  observation  was  put  in  the  narrative  form,  and  if  my 
friend  gave  me  information  which  I  knew  to  be  false,  I  was  not  bound  to 
say  so.  I  only  bowed,  therefore ;  and  he  added  that  he  was  forced  to  join 
his  party,  and.  bowed  too ;  and  so  we  separated. 

He  h&d  scarcely  left  me,  when  I  thought  that  if  I  had  avowed  my 
solitary  state  he  might  have  asked  me  to  join  hb  party,  which  was  evi- 
dently a  merry  one ;  and  I  internally  execrated  tne  parasol,  which  had 
been  the  means  of  preventing  this.  If  by  any  accident  I  should  meet  him 
again,  I  resolved  that  he  should  not  see  me  with  t^,  and  without  the  lady ; 
w>  I  deposited  it  at  a  little  lace-maker's,  and  soon  after  began  to  ascend 
the  C6te  de  Grace,  not  without  hopes  of  meeting  the  par^  as  they 
returned,  perhaps  from  Val-ll-Reine. 

Between  eacn  wind  of  the  zigzag  path  was  a  flight  of  wooden  steps, 
by  which  the  adventurous  might  ascend  directly  from  the  bottom  of  the 
hill.  At  the  head  of  some  of  these  flights  of  steps  were  rustic  seats  ; 
they  were  generally  on  the  outer  edge  of  the  path,  but  a  few  were  placed 
feir  back,  so  that  the  hill  immediately  below  was  unseen. 

I  always  climbed  the  C6te  by  the  steps,  as  I  used  ever  and  anon  to 
lie  down  on  the  green  carpet  which  nature  had  spread  over  each  of  the 
short  ascents.  On  the  present  occasion  I  had  not  mounted  far  before  a 
pleasant  piece  of  this  turf-flooring  near  the  top  of  one  of  the  little  hills 
seduced  me  from  my  toils.  I  sat  down,  took  Shelley's  '*  Revolt  of 
Islam"  from  my  pocket,  finished  my  cigar,  and  in  consequence  of  reading 
half  a  dozen  stanzas  from  the  poem — fell  asleep. 

I  woke  suddenly,  and  as  soon  as  I  had  my  faculties  about  me,  noticed 
that  people  were  speaking,  and  in  loud  tones,  close  above  me.  Other- 
wise all  was  still  around.  There  was  no  wind  among  the  little  trees ;  a 
bee  buzzed  past  me  now  and  then,  and  insects  hummed,  but  further  off 
down  the  hill,  and  these  voices  sounded  harsh  and  dissonant  in  the  quiet 
air.  I  listened,  at  first  mechanically.  The  conversation  was  carried  on 
in  French. 

'^  It  is  time  to  end  this,"  said  a  stem,  disagreeable  voice;  ''  and  I  will 
not  wait  any  longer,  M.  Raymond." 

*'But,  M.  Gray,"  answered  another  and  more  pleasant  voice,  ''you 
will  think  of  my  situation — ^my  family.     I  have  done  all  I  could." 

''I  have  thought  too  much  of  your  family,*'  replied  Gray ;  ''but  I 
must  also  think  of  myself.  Esther — your  daughter^— she  does  not  speak 
with  me,  for  example,  as  you  said  she  should." 

"Monsieur!"  exclaimed  the  other. 

"  This  Le  Brun — she  is  all  ears  and  eyes  for  him.     She ^" 

'^  M.  Gray !"  said  Raymond.  His  voice  had  been  deprecating  before 
— ^it  was  firm  now.  "  You  are  so  harsh  to  me  ;  how  can  you  expect 
kindness  from  her." 

"  Why,  sir,  you  promised  to  use  your  influence  with  her        " 

"  Promised,  M.  Gray  1"  Raymond  burst  in.  "  You  did  not  think  I 
should  sell  my  daughter  for  a  debt  of  the  table?  I  do  not  think,  mon- 
sieur, you  expected  me  to  sell  my  Esther,  for  example."  And  there  was 
an  emphasis  on  these  last  words  which  only  a  Frenchman  could  give. 

^'I  did  not  say  you  promised  that,"  replied  the  other;  ''but  I  am 
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seeking  for  the  money  you  owe  me.  I  love  your  daughter ;  you  Imow  it; 
she  does  not  smiloy  and  I  must  wait  But  my  creditors  will  not  watt  I 
owe  money,  and  come  to  you  for  what  you  owe  me." 

The  voice  that  said  this  was  cold  and  stem.  Suddenly,  as  I  listened  to 
it^  it  seemed  familiar  to  me  ;  but  where  I  had  heard  it  I  could  not  re- 
member.    Raymond  replied : 

^f  And  suppose  I  had  not  played  with  you  and  lost  ?  What  would  you 
have  done  ?" 

**  But  my  £nends  in  England  are  so  dilatory/'  was  the  evasive  answer. 
<'  StiU--if  Mademoiselle  Esther '' 

"  Sacre!"  cried  Raymond,  starting  to  his  feet,  and  stamping  on  the 
paih.  Gray  seemed  to  rise  too.  ''Yon  press  me  too  far.  What  do  I 
know  of  you,  monsieur  ?  You  live  here  some  few  months — you  play 
high — ^you — you —'* 

''  Ah,  well,  monsieur,"  said  Gray,  icily,  as  he  paused. 

^  My  daughter,  too,'*  cried  Raymond;  *^  you  use  my  debt  to  yon  as  the 
means        "     He  stopped  again  in  his  sudden  passion. 

*'  Pardon  me,  monsieur,''  said  Gray,  sternly,  '^  this  is  only  a  debt  of 
honour;"  and  he  laid  a  stress  on  the  word  which  drove  it  home.  '^  In 
England  we  cannot  enforce  a  debt  of  honour." 

''  What  do  you  do  there  when  it  is  not  paid  ?" 

"  First  post  the  guilty  man,  and  then  shoot  him,"  was  the  answer. 

I  felt  inclined  to  start  from  my  concealment  and  say  that  this  was  false. 
I  recollected,  however,  just  in  time,  that  it  was  true. 

^^  But  this  is  folly,"  pursued  Gray, ''  and  we  should  not  quarrel.  I  am 
not  going  to  shoot  Estner's  father,  for  example." 

The  effect  of  this  cordial  and  peaceful  declaration  was  instantaneous. 
Glad  apparently  to  drop  his  creditor  in  his  friend  at  any  price^  Raymond 
answeivd  kindly,  and  even  proposed  to  g^ve  Gray  a  small  sum  on  ac- 
count of  his  debt^  which  he  accepted.  They  then  began  to  ascend  the 
sigzag,  and  ere  hmg  their  voices  died  away  in  the  distance. 

I  had  remained  lying^to  where  I  was  all  this  while,  and  felt  glad 
when  they  left  the  neighbourhood.  I  never  overheard  a  conversation 
with  pleasure  since  I  read  how  the  Rev.  Dr.  Folliott  declared  that  his 
bamboo,  and  not  his  cloth,  should  protect  him  from  Mr.  Eavesdrop.  Once, 
indeed,  I  had  thought  of  reiaring,  but  put  it  off  so  long  that  I  thought  I 
might  just  as  well  stay  out  the  interview. 

I  knew  Mr.  Raymond  by  name.  He  was  a  banker,  and  reputed  rich. 
He  was  also  thought  religious — for  a  Frenchman,  even  pious.  He  crossed 
himself  at  all  the  twopenny  representations  of  the  Divine  agony.  He  never 
galloped  past  a  crucifix,  or  calvaire,  or  burial-place.  And  yet  he  now 
showed  himself  a  gambler,  and  i^parently  on  the  way  to  sell  his  daughter's 
hand  to  a  man  he  did  not  know,  for  a  gambling  debt.  The  discoveiy 
made  me  feel  sick.  And  yet  I  thought  how  many  of  my  own  parishioners, 
who  wave  their  heads  at  the  sacred  name  in  the  creed  and  appear  to  men 
to  worship,  are  as  false  as  this  man ;  packing  away  their  religion  like 
their  best  hat  till  next  Sunday,  when  it  seems  as  good  to  the  next  pew  as 
ever. 

But  I  felt  more  than  an  abstract  discomfort  at  my  discoveries.  Le 
Brun's  name  had  been  mixed  up  with  Esther  Raymond's  by  this  Gray. 
Now  his  Cuba  cigar  had  bound  me  indissolubly  to  The  Brown,  and  as  long 
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1M  he  asked  notfoDg  but  what  cost  nothing,  I  was  his  finthfol  well-wishflr 
and  frknd.  This  was  the  time  to  show  my  friendship;  and  acoordingly 
I  sprang  from  my  couch,  put  Shelley  into  my  pocket,  and  resumed  my 
ascent  of  the  C6te. 

I  had  gained  the  top,  and,  after  looking  across  the  water  to  Haifleor, 
wluch  showed  well  in  the  soft  light  of  the  westering  sun,  was  about  to 
walk  OD,  when  I  saw  a  party  on  the  rude  bench  which  is  set  on  the  sea- 
ward side  of  the  top  of  the  C6te — Le  Bran  with  them.  I  looked  back 
across  the  Seine,  and  watched  the  lights  and  shades  shift  on  the  hills  of 
the  oppo^te  shore,  collecting  my  thoughts  the  while,  fire  they  were 
collected,  however,  he  joined  me* 

'<  Ah  I  but  raadame  is  no  longer  with  monsieur?"  he  said. 

*'  No;  she's  at  home  now,"  I  answered,  thinking  how  I  should  best 
break  ground,  and  almost  inclined  to  leave  him  to  his  own  courses  now 
that  it  was  time  to  act.  Why  should  I  meddle  in  these  foreigners'  afiaizB  ? 
What  were  they  to  me  ?  I  felt  thus  for  a  moment ;  Le  Brun  produced  his 
cigar-case,  and  I  did  not  feel  so  for  another. 

**•  I  hope  you  liked  my  cigar ;  it  is  not  French,"  he  said.  ^' Will  you 
try  another?" 

^'  If  you  will  try  one  of  mine,"  I  answered,  ashamed  to  take  without 

fiving,  and  forgetting  that  my  property  consisted  of  none  but  the  despised 
rendi  article.  The  young  gentleman  took  one  of  the  great  clown-like 
regalias  with  a  slight  shudder,  and  I  saw  him  wince  as  he  inhaled  a 
mouthful  of  its  rank  produce,  and,  ere  long,  quietly  drop  the  thing  when 
he  thought  I  was  not  looking,  and  substitute  one  of  his  own. 

The  flavour  of  his  Cuba  opened  my  heart  to  him,  and  ere  long  I 
broached  the  subject  with  which  I  had  no  earthly  business. 

'^  Yon  know  a  certain  M.  Gray  ?"  I  asked.     He  started. 

^^Yes,"  he  said;  ^^that  is  him  talking  to  mademoiselle.  Shall  I  in- 
troduce you?" 

''Not  at  present — no,  I  thank  you,"  I  answered.  He  looked  up  at  me. 

^  Do  you  know  him  ?"  he  asked.  My  eye  had  been  bent  on  him  for  the 
last  few  seconds. 

<'  I  think  I  do,"  I  said ;  '<!  am  not  sure." 

''  He  came  here  with  the  Dowlasses ;  he  is  the  son  of  an  Eng^h  miloid, 
who  allows  him  a  thousand  pounds  a  year." 

''  Why  did  he  leave  England,  then?"  I  inquired. 

<'  He  was  too  gay,  I  believe." 

''  And  left  his  debts  unpaid,  I  suppose."     He  looked  up  at  me  again. 

^If  yon  do  know  him,  or  aujrthmg  about  him,"  he  exclaimed,  ''pray 
tell  me;  I  am  particularly  anxious  about  him." 

"  I  know  you  must  be,  and  so  ought  mademoiselle  to  be,"  I  said.  He 
blushed  like  a  girl  an^  was  going  to  speak,  but  I  continued  :  "  If  he  is 
tile  man  I  think,  never  play  at  cards  with  him,  M.  le  Brun;  and,  between 
us,  separate  his  hat  from  those  i»nk  ribbons  fiirther  than  they  are  now." 

His  curiosity,  his  anxiety,  was  thoroughly  aroused ;  but,  as  he  began 
to  speak,  a  lady's  voice  called  him.     It  was  Esther's. 

"  Will  you  join  us  ?"  he  said.  In  another  moment  I  was  being  intro- 
duced to  tne  party. 

I  was  at  fint  surprised  to  find  Gray  and  his  dupe  smoking  and  chatting 
as  gaily  as  any  of  the  party.     I  am  a  good  wonderer,  but  always  reason 
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my  suiprises  awaj.  I  soon  did  so  now,  refiebting  that  all  men  use 
thdr  faces  as  masks,  by  which  they  lie  without  speaking  falsehood. 
And,  though  I  detest  hypocrisy  myself,  I  remembered  that  I  often  smiled 
when  I  covdd  grind  my  teeth  with  rage — ^that  is,  if  they  were  not  false 

ones.2 

Le  Brun  had  been  summoned  to  rejoin  the  circle  because  a  curious 
topic  had  been  started.  M.  Raymond  was  proprietor  of  an  estate  near 
St.  Sauveur,  the  house  of  which  was  reported  to  be  haunted,  and  Esther 
had  dared  Gray  to  spend  a  night  there. 

"  But  I  don't  believe  in  ghosts,"  he  recommenced,  after  the  introduc- 
tion.    ''  It  would  only  be  to  waste  a  night" 

'^  Oh,  there  %s  a  goblin  though,"  replied  the  beautiful  g^rl— *'*  a  male 
Amina;  always  walking  into  an  occupied  chamber,  so  that  you're  sure 
to  see  him.  He  does  not,  however,  stop  to  be  caught  nappmg  in  the 
morning,  Hke  La  Sonnambula." 

'<  m  tell  you  what  I'll  do,"  answered  Gray.  '<  You've  called  M.  le 
Brun" — and  he  looked  somewhat  fiercely  at  my  fnend — ''  if  he'll  spend 
a  night  there,  I  will.  I'm  engaged  to-night  and  to-moirow  night,  so 
that  he  can  go  first.     But  I  can't  believe  in  your  ghost,  mademoiselle." 

'^  Not  if  I  acknowledge  to  have  seen  him  myself  ?"  she  asked.  There 
was  a  general  movement  amon^  the  listeners.  "  Well,  I  will  accept  for 
M.  le  Brun ;  he  shall  go  to-night  or  to-morrow,  and  you  the  night  after 
— «h,  M.  Frederic?" 

Le  Brun  murmured  something  about  obedience  to  her  wishes;  'v^t, 
I  did  not  hear.  He  evidently,  however,  did  not  like  the  scheme,  and 
Gray  saw  it ;  but,  in  the  general  interest  for  Esther^s  tale,  no  one  else 
did. 

I  do  not  give  it  here,  for  divers  reasons.  When  ^e  had  done,  it  was 
fouid  to  be  time  to  return.  I  would  have  left  the  parhr,  but  Ilaymond 
having  separated  Le  Brun  ftom  Esther,  he  joined  himsdf  to  me,  and  I 
was  unable  to  do  so. 

^'  What  will  Grace  say?"  thought  I.  ^'  I  hope  she  won't  wait  tea  for 
me."  I  should  have  been  somewhat  crusty  if,  on  an  ordinary  occasion, 
I  had  returned  from  a  stroll  and  found  that  she  and  the  rest  had  not 
waited.  Le  Brun  asked  me — as  M.  Raymond  had  already  done — to 
stay  all  the  evening  with  the  party.  That,  however,  I  felt  to  be  im- 
possible, and  said  so. 

''  Well,  for  the  present,  then,"  he  said.  *'  What  can  you  tell  me  of 
M.  Gray  ?"  he  added. 

'^  I  expect  my  brother  here  to-morrow,"  I  said, ''  when  I  will  compare 
notes  with  him.  Till  then  I  should  be  cautious,  as  I  may  injure  an 
innocent  man.  But  do  you  be  cautious  too.  How  about  this  challenge? 
Shall  you  sleep  in  the  haunted  house  ?  It  is  romantic  nonsense — this  of 
a  spirit,  you  know.  MademoiseUe  has  seen  a  clothes-horse,  or  a — a  part 
of  her  dress  in  moonlight     I  don't  believe  in  ghosts  myself  at  all." 

''Don't  you?"  said  he,  somewhat  sadly.  ^  I — the  truth  is,  mon  cher, 
I  am  aftaid  I  do." 

''  You  must  go  on  now,  though,"  I  said,  maliciously. 

"  Oh,  yes — of  course — go  on,"  he  answered;  "  but,  monsieur—"  he 
hesitated. 

"  What  is  it,  my  dear  friend  ?"  I  said. 
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<*  I  dionght  to  ask  a  fiavour  of  you,"  he  replied.  **'  Will  you  accom- 
pany me  to  this  house,  monsieur?     I  feel  I  ask  much — hut  will  you  ?" 

«<  Much,  my  yery  dear  sir  I**  I  exclaimed,  in  the  fulness  of  my  heart— 
**'  not  at  all  too  much.  I  shall  he  happy  to  he  of  any  use  to  you,  and 
will  sit  and  smoke  those  cigars  of  yours,  and  let  the  ghosts  go  to 
old  • "     I  stopped  suddenly. 

''  And  what,"  thought  I,  "  will  Grace  say  to  thai?**  A  sort  of  damp- 
ness rushed  out  upon  my  skin;  I  had  forgotten  her.  My  sentence  re- 
mained unfinished,  and  I  looked  eagerty  ahout  me,  as  if  to  question  the 
adjoining  shruhs  as  to  what  on  earth  I  was  to  do.  My  dear  Grace  was 
the  light  of  my  eyes,  and  the  joy  of  my  heart,  I'm  sure;  the  hest  wife, 
the  most  amiahle  of  the  sex,  but  yet  she  had  a  kind  of  will  of  her  own, 
which  was  apt  to  get  grafted,  as  it  were,  upon  mine.  She  never  op- 
posed me  positively  in  anything,  hut  somehow,  if  she  did  not  like  it,  it 
was  rarely  done.  I  had  just  promised  what  I  might  not  he  able  to 
perform ;  and  yet  I  did  not  like  to  confess  to  this  foreigner  that  my  wife 
led  me.  "  A  plague  upon  his  Cuhas  and  him  too,"  I  thought.  Still, 
what  was  to  he  done  ?    • 

*'  If  you  cannot  sleep  there  to-night,"  he  said,  noticing  my  uneasiness, 
"  I  will  claim  the  night's  grace " 

'^  Grace !"  I  exclaimed ;  my  wife  before  me  in  the  word. 

*'  Yes,  she  said  to-night  or  to-morrow." 

"  Oh,  to-night? — impossible!"  I  cried.  "  I  have  a  very — an  engage- 
ment to-night.  I  cannot  possibly  make  it  to-night.  Besides,"  I  ex- 
claimed, grasping  at  an  idea  like  a  drowner  at  a  rope,  or  anything  savincf, 
«  mademoiselle  may  not  give  leave  to  share  your  danger  with  any  one. 

'^  I  asked  her,"  he  said — I  had  noticed  them  exchange  whispers — '^  and 
she  wiU '' 

*'  Bother!"  I  muttered;  but  instantly  continued,  with  a  smile,  '^  If  it  is 
to  he  so  I  will  he  at  your  service  to-morrow.  Meanwhile,  let  me  slip  away 
now — that  engagement,  you  know." 

We  were  at  the  foot  of  the  C6te  de  Grace  by  this  time.  He  brought 
the  party  to  a  stand-still,  and,  after  some  difficulty,  I  was  allowed  to  de- 
sert, Le  DTvm  asking  me  to  join  him  next  day  to  dinner,  to  which  I  agreed. 
Afier  I  left  the  joyous  set  I  walked  away  fiercely,  like  a  man  with  a  pur- 
pose, till  they  were  out  of  sight ;  but,  as  I  neared  that  sanctuary  of  the 
heart  where  the  tea  would  be  waiting  for  me,  the  fierceness  of  my  pace 
abated,  and,  with  hands  in  pockets  and  head  depressed,  I  slackened  my 
speed  more  and  more,  till  at  last,  when  I  reached  my  garden-gate,  I  came 
to  a  stand-still. 

Unhappily  I  am  tall,  and  my  children  are  all  wonderfully  quick.  I  had 
not  stood  at  the  gate  three  seconds  before  I  was  surrounded  by  my  urchins, 
whooping,  and  getting  among  my  legs,  and  hanging  to  my  tails,  and 
playing  the  wildest  pnmks  off  on  me. 

But  suddenly  I  saw  my  wife  leave  the  house  and  come  down  the  garden 
without  her  bonnet  to  welcome  me.  Oh,  how  I  wished  that,  just  for 
once,  she  had  been  a  shrew;  I  could  have  brazened  out  the  matter  then. 
But  she  smiled  so  sweetly  at  me  I 

''Well,"  she  exclaimed,  heartily,  putting  both  her  hands  in  mine, 
**  you  have  had  a  splendid  afternoon  for  your  walk !  Have  you  enjoyed 
it?" 
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'    ^  Oh»  yes,"  I  said,  ''except  for  one  thing/' 

^What's  that?"  she  asked;  '*  no  accident,  I  hope.  You've  never,  fui^ly, 
been  among  the  ozdiarde  again ;  I'm  anie  the  graaa  swanns  vith  adders 
imd  snakes."  And  she  looked  00  aBziotisiy  and  tenderly  np  into  my 
fitce  that  I  was  forced  to  stoop  and  ■  ■  But  this  is  weakness.  *<  What 
was  it  ?     I  saw  you  took  out  that  divine  Shelley." 

**  Yes,"  I  answered,  jumping  at  any  subject  foreign  to  the  one  at  my 
lieart,  "  he  ts  divine.     rU  never  deny  it  again;  the  very  god  of  sleep." 

^^  For  shame  V  she  cried;  ^'  and  I  saw  you  took  something  else,  too. 
But  where  ia  it  ? — the  parasol,  I  mean?"  I  had  forgotten  iti  I  think  I 
vnst  httve  ataited  and  changed  colour,  for  she  immediately  proceeded: 
*'  Never  mind,  it's  too  late  to  go  into  the  fields  for  it  now.  It  will  be 
tfnite  destroyed,  though,  by  the  dew  to-night — there's  always  so  much  in 
uiia  weadier.     But,  never  mind — and  yet  how  oould  you  finget  it  ?" 

'<  Oh,  it's  all  riffht)"  I  replied,  somewhat  pettishly ;  *<  we'll  get  it  in 
die  raoniine.    I  left  it  in  a  shop  at  the  foot  of  the  C6te  de  Grace." 
.    '<  Well,  uien,  what  was  the  orawbaek  to  your  walk?" 

^'  Oh  I  never  mind  it  just  now,"  I  exclauned.  *^  Dear  Giaoe,  do  let 
me  have  some  tea;  1*11  tell  tou  by-and-by."  And  I  buatlttd  aaM>ng  the 
children  towards  the  house,  sne  following  in  eome  surprise. 

As  soon  as  tea  was  over  I  despatched  the  children  into  the  garden  and 
solemnly  commenced  my  tale.  Commenced?  I  plunged  into  it  heeb 
over  head,  as  a  timid  bather  plungee  into  the  pool  whfflu  he  is  the  cyno- 
sure of  the  eyes  of  aU  swimmers  in  it,  and  by  appearing  on  the  brink  in 
JSfature's  undress  uniforWf  foels  himaelf  pledged  to  enter  the  liquid.  Like 
him,  too,  when  once  in,  I  did  net  find  the  water  so  cold  as  I  feared,  after 
all.  I  had  made  my  promise  so  strong  by  constantly  referxing  to  it,  tiiat 
Grace  never  even  proposed  my  giving  it  up.  My  brother  would  arrive 
by  to-morrow's  boat,  and  so  that  the  house  would  have  a  guardian  she 
would  not  object — for  once.  I  inwardly  vowed  not  to  put  it  in  her  power 
to  refuse  or  grant  such  a  favour  again. 

II. 

So  on  the  morrow,  at  the  appointed  time,  I  was  comfortably  seated  at 
M.  le  Brun's  mahogany;  and  while,  ^'for  this  occasion  only,"  I  played 
my  old  r^  of  bacAielor,  I  loosed  the  hymeneal  reins,  and  actually  told 
some  ancient  Cider-cellar  stories — in  Prendi,  too,— which  produced  ex- 
plosion after  explosion  of  laughter,  though  whether  this  was  caused  by 
the  tales  or  the  telling  I  cannot  of  course  ^ess. 

By-and-by  evening  came,  and  it  was  time  to  start.  lie  Brun  and  J 
hastened,  therefore,  to  finish  the  bottles  then  in  circulation;  and,  as  soon 
as  that  was  done,  rose  to  walk  to  the  haunted  propoty.  And  now  the 
sceptical  blockheads  who  doubt  everything  would  say  that  what  follows 
was  the  consequence  of  our  libations.  Let  them  say  what  they  lik^  I 
only  put  it  to  you^  if  it  is  likely  that  a  thorough-going  Church  and  State 
vector  would  be  influenced  by  a  few  bottles  of  vin  ordinaire  and  a  mete 
thought  of  cognac  after  all. 

It  was  about  nine  o'clock  when  we  arrived  witlun  sight  of  St.  Sauveur. 
It  was  a  lovely  night.  Beyond  the  little  village  in  the  distance  loomed 
the  hills,  rising  £ron)  the  Eure,  over  which  the  moon  was  shining  bril- 
liantly. Presently  my  companion  turned  sharply  off  irom  the  main  road, 
and  we  b^an  to  ascend  a  narrow  stony  lane,  ws>  thickly  fringed  with 
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bniilieB  that  the  light  was  exckided;  but  ere  long  we  came  upon  a  erogg? 
path  nearlj  as  narrow,  but  lighted  by  the  rays  of  the  bright  moon  ;  this 
we  Ibliowed,  tiU,  in  a  few  minutes,  wf  arrived  before  a  gate,  whioh  we 
pushed  open,  and  advanced  into  a  field. 

.  Le  Bran  paused  to  light  a  firesh  cigar  from  the  smoldsg  ruins  of  the 
last,  and,  as  I  walked  on,  I  suddenly  became  reflective.  "  Your  life,  my 
dear  and  reverend  sir,"  I  ejaculated!,  ''has  just  been  Hke  diis  evenine;^ 
walk.  Your  school  and  college  life  were  all  as  bright  and  silvery  as  &e 
hig^iway  flooded  by  the  glorious  beams,  and  so  forth.  Then  came  the 
stonv  lane  of  ourateship,  and  th/en  you  gained  a  cross-lane,  stony  still, 
but  hgfated  by  the  smiles  of  Grace,  and  the  prospect  of  a  reversion,  which 
your  fiither  got  you  cheap,  because  the  occupant  was  young.  And  tlm 
this  youthful  rector  joined  the  Church  of  Rome,  leaving  the  gate  open 
for  you ;  and  so  you  stepped  into  your  twelve  hundred  a  year,  of  which 
you  only  need  to  sacrifice  seventy  for  a  hack  to  do  the  work.  So  that 
after  a  somewhat  pleasant  life  you  can  enjoy  yourself  in  foreign  part% 
irnd        ^ 

^'  HaUoA  F'  eried  a  voice  behind. 

I  started.  In  a  moment  I  remembered  that  I  was  upon  haunted 
ground,  and  moti<>ned  to  fly.  I  am  no  coward,  but  I  hate  a  surprise, 
and  Ihought  that  perhaps  the  hero  of  thb  enchanted  ground  was  dose 
beside  me.  Le  Brun's  voice,  however,  dissipated  these  fears.  I  had 
strolled  from  the  right  path  in  my  dream,  and  he  wished  me  to  rejoin 
him.     i  did  so,  and  we  pursued  our  walk. 

We  soon  arrived  before  the  house.  It  was  approachable  at  the  rear 
^  a  road  which  led  to  St.  Sauveur,  after  winding  about  the  country 
some  two  or  three  miles  more  than  necessary,  as  French  roads  are  apt  to 
do;  but  the  main  entrance  was  from  the  fields,  as  we  had  oome.  It  was 
•  shabby  |dace,  and  looked  in  the  staring  mooidieht  as  seedy  as  a  book- 
seMer^s  nadc  would  look  in  the  glare  of  an  Almadc's  b^  The  windows 
weie  mostly  broken,  and  the  portico,  fike  its  Gredc  model,  was  in  ruins. 
Rude  eveiEgreens  grew  downward  from  the  rails  ^ich  had  fixed  them, 
when  young,  in  the  way  they  were  to  go,  and  were  sprawling  about  the 
nominal  garden,  which  was  ukewise  overrun  by  weeds  and  plots  of  grass, 
and  frdlen  shrubs  and  flowers.  The  moon  never  looked  on  a  poorer  soot, 
and  yet  there  was  an  air  about  the  t^tered  old  house  which  seemea  to 
indicate  that  it  had  been  good-looking  once;  as  we  may  see,  despite  the 
plaster-work  among  the  wrinkles  of  some  of  our  dowagers,  that  they 
were  not  altogether  hideous,  as  they  now  are,  in  the  days  of  the  ''  Greatest 
Gentleman"  in  Europe. 

We  entered.  It  was  too  late  and  too  dark  in-doors  to  survey  the  man- 
sion ;  so,  as  Le  Brun  had  been  directed  to  the  habitable  room,  we  struck 
a  light,  and  ascended  directly  to  it.  It  was  handsomely  furnished,  and  a 
basket  containing  that  refreshment  which  we  had  looked  forward  to  stood 
on  the  table.  The  windows  were  wh<^;  still  I  thought  it  well  to  close 
the  shutters,  as  I  hate  Midsummer  nights*  draughts  as  much  as  I  love 
ihe  <<  Midsummer  Night's  Dream."  '&aB  done,  I  sank  on  a  sofe ;  Le 
-firun  drew  some  wine ;  we  fell  to  at  an  eariy  supper,  and  fered  well. 

When  we  had  finished  we  lighted  cigars,  and  our  conversation  gnaw 
frivolous.  Le  Brun  was  in  the  midst  of  a  description  of  Esther,  when  I 
4ieaid  a  groan,  and  said  so.    fie  pooh-poohed  me,  and,  half  annoyed  at 
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ihe  intemiptioD,  proceeded.  He  had  not  got  on  very  &r  before  the 
groan  was  repeated.    I  started  up. 

«'Pooh  --wind  <"  said  my  compwiion,  rebuning  his  «»t  uid  emitting 
his  smoke. 

"  If  so,  it  must  be  wind  on  the  stomach,  or  wind  in  the  lungs,"  I  said, 
"Harkr 

I  heard  a  hant  noise.  We  both  listened  intently  for  some  minutes,  I 
standing.  It  was  not  repeated,  however;  so,  growing  tired  of  my  atti« 
tude,  I  sud  that  I  must  have  been  mistaken,  and  sat  down.  Le  Brun 
agreed  with  me,  and  resumed  his  description.  I  followed  with  a  tale  ; 
he  was  reminded  by  it  of  another ;  and  so  we  continued,  till  our  repeated 
potations^  much  speaking,  and  the  late  hour,  made  both  of  us  prosy,  and 
then  we  fell,  as  with  one  accord,  asleep. 

I  must  have  slept  for  a  conidderable  time,  as,  when  I  woke,  I  found 
that  the  lamp  had  burned  very  low,  and  looked  the  worse  for  having 
been  kept  up  so  late.  I  woke  with  a  start,  caused,  as  I  ima^ned,  by 
hearing  the  room-door  suddenly  opened.  That  was  a  sound  which,  as  a 
father  of  a  large  ficunily,  I  had  got  to  know  veiy  well,  especially  about 
the  smaUer  hours.  I  looked  towards  the  door,  but  my  eyes  were  dim 
with  sleep,  and  it  was  not  till  Le  Bran's  boot  was  projected  against  my 
shin  that  I  became  sufficiently  awake  to  see  if  my  idea  was  correct  or  no. 
It  was. 

Not  only  was  the  door  open  but  a  person  was  evidently  standing  on 
the  threshold.  In  the  sickly  light  his  face  was  not  visible;  nothing,  in 
fact,  but  an  outline  of  him.  I  rose,  and  with  as  much  steadiness  of  voioe 
as  I  could  command,  requested  the  visitor  to  come  in.  He  made  a  deep 
bow,  set  his  hat  modestly  upon  the  floor,  came  across  the  room,  and  stood 
as  if  awaiting  further  oiders. 

I  had,  however,  none  to  give  him.  I  had  not  suffident  impudence  to 
bid  him  sit  down  and  help  himself  to  wine,  or  what  he  liked ;  bat  I 
kicked  Le  Brun,  in  payment  for  his  attack  on  me,  and  motioned  to  him 
to  do  the  honours.  He  met  the  advances  of  my  foot,  however,  in  an  un- 
expected way. 

*<  Diablel"  he  cried.     «  Est-ce  que " 

He  stopped  as  if  a  gag  had  been  thrast  between  his  jaws ;  for  our 
visitor,  doubtless  applying  the  epithet  to  himself,  suddeidy  turned  his 
back  on  us,  walked  to  the  door,  picked  up  his  hat,  and,  though  I  cried 
after  him,  as  the  Master  of  Ravenswood  cried  afW  his  dead  Lucia's 
ghost,  to  stop,  paid  no  more  heed  than  that  virgin  does  to  Mario,  but 
retired  quickly,  his  boots  screaming  as  he  trod  upon  them  like  veritable 
souls  in  pain.  We  made  no  motion  to  follow,  but  remained  as  if  glued 
to  our  places,  looking  on  each  other  from  our  semi-sleepy  eyes  in  a  some- 
what foolish  manner. 

*'  He'll  come  back,"  said  Le  Brun.     '<  Hush !" 

The  boots  had  stopped  at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs;  we  heard  no 
sound. 

"  If  he  does,  don't  name  Sathanas,  for  Heaven's  sake,**  I  said.  "  He 
doesn't  like  it.      It  may  recal  unpleasant  things — seem  personal,  in 


^' Hush  I"  he  exclaimed.' 

We  listened.    The  screaming  boots  were  remounting  the  stairs.     The 
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mitor  had  got  over  the  penonalitj;  and  was  coming  back.  What  thould 
he  done  ?  1  am  no  coward ;  I've  said  so  before ;  bat  I  seriously  thought 
of  running  to,  shutting,  fastening,  and  setting  chairs  against  the  door. 
But  I  did  not  mova  The  footsteps  approached,  and  then  began  to  recede 
again.  This  suspense  of  the  interest — or,  rather,  dragging  out  of  it — was 
Biost  tormenting.  What  if  he  should  go  on  walking  ^  night  ?  But  the 
steps  were  ere  long  heard  once  more  coming  near  the  room,  and  once 
more  the  visitor  stood  at  the  doorl  But  he  did  not  enter  now.  He 
k>oked  stead&sUy  towards  us ;  beckoned  slowly ;  then,  turning,  began  to 
leave  us  again.  I  drew  a  long,  well-satbfied  breath  as  he  cUsappeared, 
and  leaned  back  on  the  sofa. 

^  I  trust  he's  gone  for  good  now,"  I  said. 

**  He  beckoned.     We  roust  follow,"  said  Le  Brun. 

«<FoUow!  Pooh,  pooh!''  I  exclaimed.  '^Let  us  sit  still  and  be 
glad." 

*^  Not  I,''  was  his  brave  response.     ^'  Be  he  roan,  or  be  he " 

<<  Hush !"  I  cried.     <<  He  may  hear.     He  doesn't  like  the  woxd " 

^'I  do  not  understand  the  impulse,"  said  Le  Brun;  ''but  we  must 
foUow." 

''  I  do  not  feel  the  impulse,"  I  rejoined.  ''  Still,  if  you  do,  and  obey 
it,  I  will  not  desert  you. 

''Come,"  he  answered.  And  with  quick  steps  we  chased  the  vocal 
boots  down  the  corridor,  and  ere  long  saw  the  wearer  of  them,  having 
descended  the  stairs,  cross  the  hall,  and  wait  at  the  door  of  the  house. 

The  moon  was  still  shining  brightly,  and  its  rays  came  through  the 
broken  windows  on  the  ground-floor,  and  fell  on  the  figure  of  the  myste- 
rious one.  He  was  of  middle  height,  and  of  broad  and  muscular  build. 
He  seemed  more  like  an  English  farmer  than  a  French  ghost.  His  gar- 
nents  were  seedy,  and  his  hat  was  old ;  but  his  boots  were  like  the  boots 
of  Thaddeus  of  Warsaw,  the  son  of  Miss  Porter,  who  was  so  mortally 
offended  when  asked  the  name  of  the  maker  of  his  Bluchers,  and  they 
gleamed  like  boots  of  polished  steeL  All,  however,  did  not  seem  right 
about  the  stranger.  His  head  appeared  awry,  and  his  arms  out  of  their 
places. .  But  periiaps  these  blemishes  were  attributable  to  the  moonlight, 
and  not  to  the  man ;  for  he  showed  that  he  could  turn  his  head  and  look 
at  us,  and  use  his  arms  to  open  the  door.  We  followed  him  out  into 
the  air. 

He  led  us  through  the  field  we  had  already  traversed,  but  in  a  rather 
different  direction.  The  night  was  chilly,  and  the  lon^  grass  damp,  and 
I  began  to  grow  weary  of  the  adventure.  Suddenly,  however,  our  con- 
ductor stopped  before  what  appeared  to  be  a  rumed  cow-shedt  He 
looked  at  it  earnestly  for  a  few  moments,  then  at  us,  who  kept  a  respectful 
distance ;  then,  making  an  abrupt  motion  of  his  arm  towards  it,  too  rapid 
for  us  to  understand,  he  seemed  to  me  to  spring  into  the  air.  Whether 
he  did  so  or  not,  I  cannot  declare ;  but  I  know  that  when  I  rubbed  my 
eyes,  and  looked  round  about  for  him,  he  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  We 
examined  the  spot,  but  he  had  left  no  traces.  Boots,  and  hat,  and  all  his 
trappery  had  gone  with  him.  He  had  come  like  a  dream,  and  vanished 
like  a  morning  dream. 

We  stood  for  a  few  moments  uncertain  what  to  do,  and  then  it 
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dceorred  to  me  Aat  the  room  we  had  left  waa  warm  And  coaaferlable^  iiidr 
tfaia  field  (sold  and  drearv;  so  I  proposed  to  return,  especially  as^  Ihvi 
stranger  haying  vanishea,  there  did  not  appear  to  be  an j  bosinew  m> 
hand.  Le  Bnm  agreed,  and  we  did  so,  and,  after  talking  awhile  over 
onr  adventure,  went  to  sleep  over  our  USk ;  and  I  did  not  wake  ligaitt  till 
morning  was  staring  into  the  ehamber,  as  Le  Bnm  threw  open  tha 
shutters. 

The  conversation  that  took  plaee  is  as  well  to  be  imagined  as  tnm* 
seHbed.  Enough  to  saj  that  I  determined  to  have  no  share  in  Le  Bran'a 
narratiTe,  but  left  him  to  heighten  it  for  himself.  I  parted  with  him  at 
my  house,  where  I  found  Grace  looking  out  f»r  me ;  and  he  promisod  toi 
return  in  the  course  of  the  morning  to  pay  his  respects  to  her. 

To  my  surprise,  however,  when  he  came,  he  asked  me  for  five  minutes' 
conversation,  and  we  went  togedier  into  the  field  belonging  to  my 
house,  which  sloped  down  to  the  Seine.  His  countenance  was  torn 
joyous  and  anxious,  and  I  saw  that  he  had  something  heavier  on  hb 
mmd  than  last  night's  frolic. 

*'  I  have  spoken  to  you  of  M.  Gray,"  he  Mid«  ^*  and  of  Mademoiselle 
Raymond.  I  have  learnt  this  mormng  that  M.  Gray  has  her  father  in 
has  power." 

*'  You  learnt  that  from  her?"  I  asked. 

He  Unshed  and  did  not  answer. 

I  went  on.  I  had  compared  notes  with  my  brother  about  this  Gny^ 
and  found  my  suspicions  correct.  I  therefore  tdld  Le  firun  what  I  had 
overheard  on  the  zigsag,  and  he  in  reply  told  me  that  Baymond  had 
accepted  a  bill  for  the  amount  of  the  debt  to  Gray. 

''  That  is  serious,"  I  said.  <*  But  before  we  say  more,  monsieur,  are 
yon  engaged  to  Mademoiselle  Esther?'' 

He  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

**  Can  you  live — excuse  the  question — ^with  her  without  dowry  ?** 

He  replied  in  the  affirmative  again. 

^  Then,"  I  said,  '^  though  it  may  sound  oddly  from  one  of  my  dothy 
you  must  either  elope  with  her ** 

*^  But  then  M.  Raymond  ? — But  his  family  V 

*^  He  must  suffinr  for  his  folly;  not  you.  And  you  are  only  going  to 
marry  one  dau^ter,  not  all  of  them.  The  other  altematiye  is-»yoa 
must  pay  Raymond's  acceptance,  as  he  cannot." 

**  It  would  be  ruin.     I  cannot,  either,"  he  replied. 

**  Then  you  must  lose  Esther." 

*^  I  will  not.     No.     And  yet  if  I  was  to  shoot  Gray         " 

**  Shoot  ?"  I  intemipted,  with  the  virtuous  horror  of  a  man  who  has 
never  been  tempted  to  fight  a  duel — ^*  and  would  you  then  outrage  the 
laws  divine  and  human  T^ 

"  No ;  it  wouldn't  do  to  shoot  him,"  he  pursued.  *'  But  oh,  monsieur, 
can  you  not  suggest  something  to  help  me— to  help  us  ?" 

A  thought  suddenly  came  into  my  head.  '^  Gray  is  pledged  to  spend 
to-night  in  the  haunted  house,  is  he  not?"  I  asked. 

He  answered  that  it  was  so. 

"  I  believe  the  man  to  be  an  arrant  coward,"  I  went  on.  **  To  be 
sure,  he  shot  a  dear  friend  of  mine  in  a  duel,  and  behaved,  as  the  world 
says,  like  a  brave  man  before  his  witnesses.     But  he's  a  coward  for  all 
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«lwt»  and  ipe'U  tni  it  I  don't  Befieve  in  our  finnid  the  Gobliii  Fannmr ; 
I  don't  beiieve  ve  law  any  body,  or  any  spirit  last  night  at  alL  Wdl, 
iicnrer  mind  beiieft ;  don  t  interropt  me.  I  think  our  e jea  were  made 
the  fools  of  the  oAer  senses^  and  that  there's  no  sn^  tlung.  Ghraj  haa 
to  spend  the  night  there— -we'll  g^  again  to-night,  tiist  is,  if  my  wife 
wffl  let  me,  and  perhaps  get  my  faco&er  to  help  us— eh  ?  Suppose  we 
give  him  a  lesson."    And  I  laughed. 

He  Umghed  too ;  and  after  a  few  more  ofasermtions,  he  acoompanied 
me  into  my  drawing-room.  Oiaee  and  Jamei^  with  his  wifo  Emma, 
wii9  sitting  talking  there. 

I  have  aaid  that  I  am  a  lazy  rector.  Daring  my  coratdiood,  however, 
I  had  leazned  to  pieadi  sufiBaently  well  for  the  parish  where  I  woiked. 
To  be  sure  my  eongregation  was  neither  large  or  wakefnl,  except  in 
winter,  when  the  chindi  was  like  a  Wenham  ice  depdt,  and  people  could 
not  sleep.  But  I  was  brief,  and  no  fieuilts  were  ever  found  in  my  time 
with  brevity.  My  ezperienoe  in  exposition  and  appeal  now  stood  me  in 
good  stead.  • 

I  introduced  Le  Bran,  and  then  plunged  into  matters.  I  gave  a  brief 
aeeemit  of  Esther  and  her  father,  I  crulogised  Le  Bnm.  Afber  that  I 
spoke  of  Grray,  and  leminded  James  of  the  life  and  times — the  death,  too, 
OT  John  Finnis,  whom  he  saved  from  being  plucked  alive  in  St.  James's, 
only  that  he  might  be  shot  in  Hampstead.  These  despatched,  I  opened 
my  plans,  which  were  listened  to  with  great  interest ;  the  only  aheiaticii 
proposed  was  that  James  should  go  to  find  the  anthorities  (if  there  were 
any,  which  he  doubted),  and  give  notice  of  Gray's  character  to  them ; 
after  which  he  was  to  return  to  my  honse,  and  stay  there  tiU  Le  Brun 
and  I  came  back  from  our  nocturnal  expedition,  as  Grace  and  Emm» 
feared  to  be  left  alone.  Poor  Emnm,  indeed,  declared  that  this  was  the 
most  romantic  thing  she  had  ever  heard  of,  exeept  one  which  happened 
in  the  village  where  she  was  bom ;  but  as  neither  James  or  I  Uked  to 
hear  her  speedc  of  h^  origin,  we  cut  her  narrative  short 

The  cresset  moon  was  up  in  heaven— at  least  Emma  said  it  was^when 
we  started.  It  seemed  to  me  nearly  full ;  but  she  was  poetical  I  told 
her  that  if  it  was  a  cresset,  it  was  tilting  up,  and  ou^t,  therefore,  to  be 
pouring  out  oil,  and  not  light,  on  the  earth.  We  stilted,  I  repeat,  and  a 
short  time  aftei^  in  the  language  of  a  favourite  novelbt,  two  travellere 
might  have  been  seen  slowly  wending  on  their  way,  bundle  in  hand, 
towards  the  haunted  house. 

In  another  hour  or  so,  when  tiie  wind  had  sunk  into  repose^  and  the 
Inids  had  ceased  their  songs,  and  all  things  save  the  ever-watclidng  stars 
were  sleeping  (as  that  fayourite  historian  might  go  on,  if  he  were  telling 
this  tale  and  not  I),  a  tall  and  eedesiastical  form  crept  slowly  from  i^ 
place  of  concealment  near  the  house,  approached  it,  and  gently  knodced 
at  the  door.  It  was  opened,  and  he  entered  cautiously.  A  few  whispered 
sentences  passed  with  some  friend  within,  which  being  over,  he  proceeded, 
though  with  some  hesitation,  to  mount  the  stairs  and  pace  along  the 
cdmdor. 

My  boots  (fOT  I  was  the  ecclesiastic)  creaked  and  crackled  like  mad; 
boots.  Onward  I  went,  like  the  Ghost  in  Hamlet,  only  with  veiy  vocal 
buskins.  I  reaehed  Grab's  room  and  opened  the  door.  A  strange  right 
met  my  eyes  through  the  green  glass  goggles  which  I  wore  over  them.     > 
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Gray  was  parang  up  and  down,  in  evident  fear.  A  quanlitj  of  half- 
burnt  cigars,  some  bottles  of  wine,  glasses,  the  lamp,  and,  above  all,  two 
pistols  were  on  the  table.  As  I  opened  the  door,  and  the  light  fell  on 
me,  I  feared  that  I  should  be  discovered.  But  the  gambler  was  afraid— 
and  fear  has  no  eyes.  I  advanced  into  the  room,  and  solemnly  waved  to 
him  to  follow.  He  must  have  caught  up  a  pistol  ere  he  did  so.  I  led 
the  way. 

It  was  my  detenxunation  to  lead  him  a  long  chase,  and  leave  him  in  a 
ditch  if  possible,  Le  Bnm  being  near  at  hand  to  cudgel  him.  He  had 
readily  understood  my  pantomime  (I  studied  under  Jones  the  player  wheu 
in  traming  for  orders),  for  I  found  he  followed  me,  though  at  a  distance. 

But  all  my  plans  were  disconcerted.  As  I  reached  the  stair-head  I 
heard  a  noise,  and  stopped ;  so  did  Gray.  It  was  as  of  some  one  forcing  the 
house  door.  Directly  afterwards  I  heard  the  loud  cries  of  the  real  goblin's 
boots,  and  the  sound  of  Le  Brun  in  swift  pursuit. 

**  Take  care,  monsieur,"  he  cried  up  the  stairs  to  me. 
.  "  By  Heaven  they  are  robbers-«-murderers !  Help !  help !"  roared  Gray 
from  behind ;  and  as  the  real  apparition  came  gliding  up,  he  fired  his 
pistol  at  it.  The  unexpected  sound  of  the  weapon,  so  close  to  ray  ear, 
too,  stunned  me  for  a  moment ;  but  I  recovered  myself  directly,  and  flung 
myself  on  him,  in  fear  lest  he  had  his  second  pistol,  too,  and  might  fire  at 
me.  The  real  goblin  continued  to  advance,  and  I  felt  Gray  tremble  with 
terror  in  my  arms  as  it  survived  the  shot. 

An  unwonted  boldness  came  over  me.  I  felt  myself  committed  to  be 
brave. 

'<  Villain !"  I  muttered  in  his  ear,  ^*  you  would  swindle  my  descendant 
out  of  all  he  has  ?" 

'^  No — forgive  roe.     I  will  not  take  a  sou." 

"  His  acceptance— where  is  it?    Give  it  me."    He  shuddered. 

**  1  vdll  g^ve  it  to  you,"  he  said. 

I  released  him,  and  followed  to  the  lamp-lighted  chamber.  The  other 
apparition  creaked  af^er  him,  too,  and  at  the  door  I  gave  it  the  precedence. 
It  was  well  I  did  so.  The  sudden  light  seemed  to  make  Gray  bold,  for 
snatching  up  the  other  pistol  he  leveled  it  at  the  Simon  Pure,  and  before 
I  could  utter  a  word,  fired.  The  shot  must  have  passed  clean  through 
the  breast  of  the  Mysterious  Stranger — he  only  bowed. 

Gray  was  now  in  mortal  fear. 

**  Give  up  that  bill,"  I  said,  in  solemn,  pedal  tones.  He  drew  it  finm- 
tically  from  his  pocket,  and,  leaping  up,  gave  it  to  the  mysterious  one. 

**  Go  to  th  '  "  he  began,  with  a  sort  of  ferocious  recklessness. 
The  next  moment  he  was  sprawling  on  the  floor.  The  Groblin  reached 
out  his  hand,  and  struck  Gray,  as  it  seemed,  lightly  with  it.  I  would 
have  raised  him.  I  motioned  to  do  so ;  but  my  original  touched  me  on 
the  shoulder,  handed  me  the  bill,  and  motioned  to  me  to  follow.  I  did 
not  like  his  notes  of  hand — his  sig^ture  by  mark  on  Gray's  face — I 
therefore  at  once  obeyed.     Le  Brun  had  vanished. 

The  stranger  led  me  by  the  old  route  till  we  were  again  close  to  the 
tottering  cow-house.  Here  he  paused,  as  on  the  last  occasion,  and  was, 
perhaps,  preparing  to  disappear  again. 

*'One  moment,  sir,"  I  said.  '^Be  good  enough  to  explain  yourself 
more  plainly  than  you  did  last  night.    However  much  1  may  admire 
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your  acting,  and  it  has  beaucoup  de  CEsprU  about  it,  family  arrangementd 
will  prevent  me  from  again  assisting ^ 

He  nodded  as  though  he  quite  understood  me,  advanced  to  the  side  of 
the  shed,  stopped  under  a  sort  of  window,  and  then,  deliberately  sitting 
down  on  the  grass,  began  to  pull  off  his  boots.  I  gazed  at  him  in  amaze- 
ment, and  was  about  to  address  him  again,  when  a  little  cloud  sailed 
across  the  moon,  and  for  a  moment  shaded  all  the  place.  As  it  passed 
away,  and  I  looked  to  our  mysterious  visitant  and  my  mysterious  Ori^nal, 
no  remains  of  him  were  to  be  seen — except  the  boots. 

At  this  moment  Le  Bran  joined  me.  I  was  the  first  (as  before  and  as 
ever)  to  throw  aside  my  natural  fears,  and  I  advanced  to  the  spot  There 
were  two  highly-polished  Bluchers,  side  by  side,  as  if  they  waited  till  the 
occupant  of  the  cow-house  was  out  of  bed  and  shaved.  I  took  one  of 
them  up.  Something  inside  chinked.  I  reversed  it,  and  three  Napoleons 
fell  upon  the  turf. 

I  was  wondering  why  a  French  fiirmer-ghost  should  choose  a  Blucher 
to  deliver  Napoleons  into  an  Englishman's  hands,  when  Le  Bran,  finding 
nothing  in  the  other  boot,  suggested  that  it  would  be  well  to  get  Gray, 
out  of  the  neighbourhood,  and  perhaps  the  three  Napoleons  might  l>e 
useful  to  him.  To  this  I  agreed  at  once,  though  I  was  somewhat  dis- 
satisfied with  the  little  fellow  for  the  small  share  he  had  taken  in  the  risks 
of  the  evening. 

I  went  to  the  room  where  the  gambler  was ;  he  was  evidently  in  mortal 
fear.  I  put  down  the  Napoleons  on  the  table,  and  then  in  those  deep,  pedal, 
and  ecclesiastical  notes,  which  have  so  oflen  hymned  my  cong^gation 
to  repose,  informed  him  that  friends  of  John  Finnis  were  in  the  town, 
that  he  was  proclaimed  to  the  authorities,  and  that  he  had  better  leave 
the  neighbourhood  for  ever.  With  this  I  left  him,  joined  Le  Brun,  and 
was  soon  on  my  way  back  to  Honfleur. 

'^  It  was  well  I  drew  the  shot  from  his  pistols,"  said  Le  Brun,  as  we 
were  parting.  I  did  not  then  see  any  latent  meaning  in  his  woids,  nor 
would  he  ever  afterwards  answer  any  questions  on  the  subject.  I  had 
forgotten  to  remove  my  ghostly  dresses  and  decorations,  and  Grace  and 
Emma  both  uttered  gentle  screams  as  I  stalked  into  their  presence.  My 
tale  was  soon  told,  and  we  retired  to  rest. 

Here  the  whole  tale  ends.  As  the  events  I  have  recorded  recede  into 
the  past,  I  begin  almost  to  doubt  the  truth  of  them.  But  I  have  one 
living  evidence — ^now  I  am  glad  to  say  not  single — and  Le  Bran  may 
fairly  lay  it  to  me  that  he  has  at  this  moment  the  most  agreeable  little 
lady  in  all  Normandy  for  his  wedded  wife.  I  am  not  aware  if  Boots 
still  visits  the  glimpses  of  the  moon  at  St.  Sauveur,  for  soon  after  these 
events  I  was  obliged  to  return  to  my  parish  to  put  down  the  Popish 
fooleries  which  I  found  my  hack  had  begun  to  introduce.  If,  however,  he 
does,  I  only  hope  his  reappearances  will  be  as  useful  as  in  the  above  little 
narrative,  out  tne  Brown,  the  Gray,— and  the  narrator  have  now  done 
with  him  for  ever. 
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Thebsb  wbb  b  time  when  it  was  considered  almost  an  impeitinenoe  on 
the  part  of  a  traveOer  to  pat  his  joonieyings  oo  record,  miless  he  had 
some  additions  to  make  to  pontive  knowledge.  Innovations  in  tins  feel- 
ing were  brought  about  hj  the  proneness  to  description  of  some,  and  the- 
many  and  yarious  purposes  to  which  travel  may  be  made  to  contribute ; 
more  especially  when  impressions  are  the  objects  of  record  rather  than 
things.  Thus  travel  at  home,  on  the  Continent,  in  the  United  States,  and 
in  the  East,  has  gradually  been  made  to  assume  an  almost  purely  literary 
character.  With  regard  to  the  last  especially,  quite  a  new  school  of 
writers  has  arisen  wiUiin  these  few  years,  whose  great  ambition  is  not  to 
state  a  new  fisu^t,  but  to  place  some  old  familiar  object  in  a  new  point  of 
view.  Ideas  are  here  made  to  take  the  place  of  things ;  but  very  often 
mere  words  are  mistaken  fbr  new  ideas.  Kinglake,  Warburton,  Thackeray, 
Martineau,  Romer,  Ferguson,  and  many  others,  following  in  the  foot-^ 
steps  of  Chateaubriand  and  Lamartine,  belong  to  this  school  of  travel. 
They  call  their  books  by  characteristic  names,  as  ^^Eothen,**  ^The 
Crescent  and  the  Cross,"  "Comhill  to  Cairo,**  "The  Pipe  of  Repose," 
&c.;  and  their  contents  are,  to  the  solid  researches  of  Vyse,  Willonson, 
Robinson,  or  Lepsius,  what  the  Fine  Arts  are  to  Art — ^the  adornment 
and  the  perfectioning,  or  the  travestying  and  burlesquing,  of  the  thing 
itself. 

Take,  for  example,  that  colossal  and  mysterious  monument,  the  Sphynx 
—the  Abu  al  Hul,  or  Father  of  Terrors  of  the  Arabs — and  connected 
with  which  are  so  many  questions  of  interest :  ''  You  dare  not  mock  at 
the  Sphjrnx,"  says  the  doquent  author  of  '^  Edthen.**  **  I  was  half  afraid 
of  it,"  says  Miss  Martineau.  "  It  is  more  like  an  overgrown  mushroom 
than  anything  else,*  says  '*  Punch  at  the  I^n^amids."  And  Mr.  Warburton 
still  more  irreverently  compares  its  face  to  that  of  Cribb,  the  pugilist,' 
^  after  a  severe  punishing."  "  It  looks  mildly  and  majestically,  as  the 
emblem  of  Divinity  should,  over  the  changing  scene  around,**  says  Mr.  Fer- 
guson, in  what  we  cannot  but  consider  to  be  better  feeling.  To  take 
another  example :  Mr.  Kinglake  loved  the  camel  for  its  ''  womanish 
nature."  Miss  Martineau  says :  '<  So  impatient  a  beast  I  do  not  know — 
growling,  groaning,  and  fretting,  whenever  asked  to  do  or  bear  anything; 
looking  on  such  occasions  as  u  it  longed  to  bite  if  it  only  dared.  Its 
malignant  expression  of  face  is  lost  in  pictures ;  but  it  may  be  seen  when- 
ever one  looks  for  it  The  mingled  expression  of  spite,  fear,  and  hope* 
lessness  in  the  face  of  the  camel,  always  gave  me  the  impression  of  its 
being,  or  feeling  itself,  a  damned  animal."  '*  The  camel,"  says  Mr.  Fer- 
guson, with  greater  justice,  ^*  is  a  noble  animal ;  not  in  the  nobleness  of 
an  arching  neck  and  a  flashing  eye, — ^not  in  the  nobleness  of  aristocratic 

*  Eight  Tears  in  Syria,  Palestine,  and  Asia  Minor,  fh>m  1842  to  1850.  By 
F.  A  Neale,  Esq.,  late  attached  to  the  Consular  Service  in  Syria.  2  vols.  Col- 
bum  and  Co. 

The  Pipe  of  Repose ;  or,  Recollections  of  Eastern  Travel  By  Robert  Ferguson. 
Second  Edition.    John  Ollivier. 

Excursion  en  Orient,  L'Egypte,  Le  Mont  Sinai,  L* Arable,  La  Palestine,  La  Syrie, 
Le  Liban.    Parle  Comte  Chevalier  de  Paxdieu.    Gamier  Ft^res. 
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pride  and  ipifit,<— Ibot  in  the  noblaiiets  of  a  faimibie  and  ragged  endurance^ 
ihaEt  does  tlie  hoaty  woric  of  a  aatioii  upon  a  handful  of  beans.''  The 
**  ship  of  the  desert"  has  a  virtue  even  in  tiie  eyes  of  the  humorist ;  *^  ii 
draws  very  HtUe  toater" 

'  yfhBn  writers  of  this  chss  oome  to  a  practical  question,  such  as  the 
authenticity  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre,  fhcei  by  Robinson  and  by  Fergusaon— 
not  the  fively  author  of  ''  The  Pipe  of  Repose,''  but  Fergusson  of  Attic 
ftune — ^within  the  Mosque  of  Omar,  they  content  themselyes  with  observing 
^  that  th^  prefer,  with  the  Quarierfy  Jnetneu^*  (not  a  bad  back  out  when  a 
writer  or  counsellor  to  the  said  review  has  taken,  to  our  knowledge,  a  whole 
year  to  decide  upon  the  merits  of  one  book  of  Eastern  travel),  '^  to  leave 
svch  questions  to  the  erudition  and  research  of  such  men  as  Dr.  Robinson 
and  Lord  Nugent."     A  party  of  traTellers  of  this  impressionable  tempera- 
ment, standing  upon  the  banks  of  the  Dead  Sea,  depict  the  waters  thereof 
as  **  indescribably  nauseous.**     *'  Bitter — yet,"  as  Mrs.  Romer  observes, 
^not  honestly  bitter."     '<  Salt — salt  as  tears,"  says  another  writer  of  the 
same  stamp,  ^*  is  the  lake  which  covers  Sodom ;  yet,  not  as  if  angels  had 
rained  down  showers  of  pity  upon  it — but  bitterly,  burningly  salt — salt  as 
the  tears  of  despair  !**     We  must,  however,  make  honourable  exception  of 
Mr.  Robert  Ferguson,  who  brought  home  a  bottle  of  water  somewhat 
aalter  than  tears,  having,  in  the  Me  hands  of  Dr.  Ure  been  made  to  yield 
18*664  parts  of  saline  substances  out  of  100.     And  among  these,  sal 
ammoniac — a  product  of  yolcanic  action,  and  certainly  bitingly  bitter. 
The  Frenchman  (M.  le  Comte  Chevalier  de  Pardieu)  says  of  the  Dead 
Sea :  ^*  It  is  not  oiF  an  asure  colour,  but  of  turquoise  blue,  with  a  metallic 
lustre.     Its  waves  are  with  difficulty  lifted  by  the  wind,  and  fall  back 
^f'^^^Ji  giving  out  a  particular  sound — one  would  say,  like  molten 
metaL"     The  clever  and  spirited  author  of  the  "  Pipe  of  Repose"  says  s 
^  It  is  the  want  of  mystery  which  mainly  tends  to  make  modem  travellmg 
unfriendly  to  romance.   Not  that  the  traveller  goes  forth  vrith  less  enter- 
pise  in  his  spirit,  or  less  poetry  in  his  soul,  than  he  did  in  time  of  yore, 
bat  he  carries  too  mudi  knowledge  along  with  him.     Nothing  can  asto- 
nish him  now,  for  he  knows  exactly  what  to  expect     Be  it  a  river,  he 
can  tell  whence  it  comes,  and  whither  it  is  going ;  is  acquainted  with  its 
nature  and  properties ;  all  its  little  peculiarities  are  down  in  his  book. 
Thus,  ^  fiundiarity  breeds  contempt,'  or,  at  all  events,  a  feeling  averse 
to  poetry ;  and  thus  it  is  that  our  travellers  give  themselves  such  ain. 
They  patronise  the  Pyramids,  are  on  terms  of  fitmiliarity  with  the  whole 
fiimiJy  of  deserts,  question  the  stones  of  Thebes  as  coolly  as  they  would 
say  to  their  own  duldren, '  Stand  up  and  say  your  catechism,'  tnd  civilly 
go  out  of  their  way  to  pay  a  visit  to  poor  Palmyra,  much  in  the  same 
spirit  with  wfaieh  they  wouki  make  a  call  of  duty  m  an  out-of-the-woild 
part  of  London."     There  is  a  great  deal  of  truth  in  this ;  and  such  a  in* 
▼olous  mode  of  thought  is  upheld  by  stay-at-home  critkss,  who  write  of 
Cairo  as  being  better  known  than  Limehouse,  and  assert  that  they  could 
draw  a  better  map  of  the  Lower  Nile  than  of  the  Upper  Thames ! — ^per- 
haps both  equally  well.     But  we  must  express  our  dissent  from  Mr.  Fsor- 
guson  that  knowledge  is  unfriendly  to  enterprise  and  poetry.     Does  it  in 
any  wbj  militate  against  the  awe  and  wonder  with  which  we  contemplate 
the  Sphynx,  when  we  know  it  to  have  been  sculptured  by  the  orders  of 
Thotmosis  lY.,  a  king  of  olden  Egypt,  who  lived  some  1400  years  before 
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Christ  ?  Does  it  take  away  from  the  mjBterj  of  the  Dead  Sea  when  we 
know  that  it  contains  nearly  a  fourth  part  of  saline  matter?  There  is 
more  poetry  in  the  practical  fects  of  the  great  depth  of  that  inland  sea, 
the  absence  of  liviog  things,  its  framework  of  naked  rocks,  its  g^at  beds 
of  salt,  and  its  dread  stUlness,  than  there  is  in  the  idea  of  salt  as  tears  or 
heavy  as  molten  lead,  or  even  in  a  Chateaubriand's  idea  of  the  spirits  of 
the  men  of  the  damned  cities  awaking  to  struggle  again  with  the  doom 
that  overwhelmed  them.  The  first  are  truly  poetical  &cts ;  the  others 
do  not  come  up  to  the  facts,  or  are  exaggerations.  No  extent  of  fiuni- 
liarity  nor  supercilious  sentences  of  city-hatchiog  can  take  away  from  the 
difficulty  of  the  road  that  leads  to  the  Dead  Sea,  from  the  desolate 
loneliness  of  its  situation,  the  lawless  character  of  the  rude  dwellers  on 
its  banks,  the  awfril  circumstances  of  its  origin,  or  the  strange  fatality  that 
has  attended  upon  the  attempts  made  at  scientific  exploration  of  its 
waters.  Coldly  and  sternly,  as  Mr.  Ferguson  justly  remarks,  has  it 
repelled  the  advances  of  men  of  research.  It  has  gloomy  secrets  of  its 
own  that  it  will  not  tell  to  them.  Previously  to  the  late  expedition  of 
Lieutenant  Lynch,  neither  of  the  only  two— C!ostig^,  the  Irishman,  and 
Molyneux,  the  Ens^lishman— that  ever  launched  a  boat  on  its  inhospitable 
tide  had  returned  to  tell.  These  are  facts,  and  of  such  is  the  true 
poetry  of  the  East.  It  might  be  illustrated  by  many  other  instances  of  a 
different  kind ;  for  such  as  it  is  the  East  will  probably  long  remain, 
despite  the  knowledge  that  familiarises  things,  but  which  cannot  deprive 
them  of  their  beauty  or  their  interest,  of  their  remoteness  and  difficulties 
or  dangers  of  access,  of  their  peculiar  character  and  their  poetry. 

Neale's  "  Syria*'  is,  in  this  respect,  a  very  prabeworthy  work.  It  is 
essentially  of  a  literary  character — ^that  is  to  say,  it  contiuns  no  additions 
to  positive  knowledge  of  the  East ;  but  it  depicts  the  present  state  of  the 
country  in  a  manly,  graphic,  straightforward  manner,  which  is  far  more 
satisfactory  than  the  ornamental  style  of  the  Oriental  ^lettante.  Add 
to  this,  where  the  latter  is  content  with  a  few  hours'  inspection,  Mr.  Neale 
has  stayed  for  days,  or  weeks,  or  years.  His  society  is  that  of  the 
country ;  he  is  intimate  with  Turkish  and  Syrian  authorities,  with  Euro- 
pean residents  or  employes,  with  the  fellah  of  the  plain  and  the  rover  of 
the  desert.  His  descriptions  and  details  make  you  acquainted  at  once,  and» 
in  the  most  agreeable  manner  posdble,  with  the  actual  and  existing  state 
of  things  in  Syria  and  Palestine. 

The  Count  of  Pardieu's  compact  little  volume  is  more  or  less  of  the 
same  stamp  as  Mr.  Neale's.  Merely  literary  in  its  pretensions,  the 
author  ha#  felt  that  even  in  that  respect  he  laboured  under  considerable 
disadvantage,  coming  after  such  men  as  Chateaubriand,  Lamartine, 
Raguse,  and  PoujouUt,  just  as  in  this  country  Kinglake,  Warburton, 
Ferguson,  Martineau,  and  Homer  have  almost  exhausted  all  possible  im- 
pressions and  expressions  in  reference  to  the  now  almost  vulgarised  lions 
of  Syria.  Happily,  there  remain  even  for  the  literary  traveller  Asia 
Minor,  Armenia,  uie  Taurus,  Mesopotamia,  the  Euphrates  and  Tigris, 
Kurdistan,  and  many  other  wild,  beiuitiful,  and  little-frequented  districts 
of  the  East,  where  impressions  and  details  are  far  from  being  exhausted. 
The  Count  of  Pardieu  followed  the  beaten  track— the  Nile,  the  Desert, 
Hebron,  Jerusalem,  a  few  lateral  excursions,  Bairut,  and  the  steamer 
home !  Mr.  Neale  justly  remarks  upon  this  beaten  track,  the  same  in  its 
main  features  as  that  foUowed  by  Mr.  Ferguson : 
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Nearly  al)  travellers  lea?e  the  East  without  visiting  the  most  interesting 
part  of  Syria— Antioch  and  the  Aleppo  Pashalick.  This  arises  from  theif* 
being  quite  worn  out  by  the  time  they  reach  Beyrout,  and  from  a  supposition 
that  all  Oriental  towns  are  alike,  and  that  liaving  seen  one,  tliey  have  seen 
the  whole.  But  this  is  a  very  erroneous  notion,  for  no  two  pashalicks  resemble 
each  other,  and  much  less  as  far  as  refers  to  the  various  features  of  the  coun- 
try. The  finest  gardens  in  the  world,  the  most  romantic  and  picturesque 
scenery,  and  the  healthiest  climate,  are  all  met  with  after  passing  Beyrouth 
and  continuing  northward;  yet  seldom  or  ever  does  the  traveller  visit  the 
banks  of  the  Orontes,  and  the  beatiful  gardens  of  Daphne. 

The  Count  of  Pardieu's  work  is  written  with  a  sobriety  of  style  and  a 
regard  to  accunu^  and  exactness  which  is  rare  among  his  countrymen 
(unless  when  professedly  scientific  travellers) ;  and  although  deprived  of 
the  great  advantages  enjoyed  by  Mr.  Neale  of  knowledge  of  languages^ 
long  residence  and  familiarity  with  the  country  and  the  people,  still  the 
work  is  one  of  much  interest,  and  is  highly  creditable  to  its  author. 

A  sanitary  cordon  has  been  established  of  late  years  between  Egypt  and 
Syria,  extending  from  Gaza  to  Hebron ;  and  so  efficient  is  it,  that  Mr. 
Keale  asserts  not  even  a  cat  could  pass  undetected.  The  feelings  with 
which  European  and  American  travellers  look  upon  the  most  barbarous 
institution  of  the  civilised  world,  when  thus  forced  upon  them  in  the 
desert  and  the  wilderness,  are,  it  can  be  easily  imagined,  anything  but 
laudatory : 

Nothing,  it  seems  to  me  (writes  Mr.  Ferguson)  shows  more  strongly  the 
humble  distance  at  which  the  Orientals  are  following  the  example  of  Europe 
than  their  adoption,  at  the  eleventh  hour,  of  the  humbiie  of  the  quarantine. 
There  was  something  sublime  in  the  faith  that  bade  the  Turk  of  the  old  school 
— when  the  destroying  angel  encamped  in  the  midst  of  his  devoted  city,  when 
the  offered  hand  of  a  friend  might  be  the  minister  of  death,  and  the  trembling 
Frank  shut  himself  up  in  dismay — go  forth  to  his  accustomed  haunts  with  a 
serene  face  and  an  unfaltering  tongue ;  follow  his  dead  to  the  grave  with  a 
calm,  unhurried  step  (or,  at  least,  no  quicker  than  usual) ;  and  when  he  felt 
the  deadly  taint  creep  through  his  own  veins,  bow  his  head  in  submission,  and 
say,  **  God  is  merciful."  But  now,  when  the  plague  has  not  made  its  appearance 
for  a  number  of  years  (and  Muhammad  Ali  deserves  credit  for  his  energetic 
endeavours  to  extinguish  it),  and  when  all  Europe  is  abolishing  or  diminishing 
its  quarantine,  to  take  this  very  time  for  adopting  the  discarded  follies  of 
Europe  is  as  annoying  as  it  is  absurd.  There  was  something,  too,  respectable 
in  the  old  forty  days  at  Marseilles,  backed  by  the  terrible  pictures  of  the  plague 
on  the  walls  of  its  Lazaretto ;  but  these  little  bits  of  quarantine  are  neither 
more  nor  less  than  trumpeiy. 

The  Count  of  Pardieu  was  not  less  exasperated  when,  first  accosted 
by  two  troopers  of  the  cordon^  he  exclaims,  "  Miserable  bullies,  who  make 
use  of  the  French  language  to  ticket  their  abominable  avocation !"  This 
is  an  allusion  to  a  ticket  actually  worn  on  the  breast  by  the  soldiers, 
upon  which  is  inscribed  Garde  de  Sante,  It  would  appear  from  this  that 
the  quarantine  is  particularly  directed  against  Europeans,  and  the  reason 
of  that  is  simply  that  they  can  pay.  Quarantine  in  the  East  is  only  a 
means  of  exaction — a  toll  levied  in  a  very  cUsagreeble  manner  upon  the 
wayfarer.  This  first  ^^  exasperation  furieuset'*  as  the  count  himself  de- 
signates it,  after  revenging  itself  for  a  long  time  on  the  guard,  found  a 
new  outlet  at  the  Lazaretto,  where,  says  M.  de  Pardieu,  "  I  rased  against 
the  Turks  and  against  the  stiltan.''     *^  The  Turks  were  brutes,  the  sultan  a 
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erSiin  P'  "  The  Turks,"  adds  the  eount,  '^  who  have  some  pretensiaiis  to 
ioivilisatioD,  have  selected  out  ci  our  civilisation  precisely  that  which  was 
most  ahsurd."  Mr.  Neale's  account  of  the  quarantine,  where  he  was  the 
guest,  not  the  prisoner  of  the  nazir,  or  director,  and  of  the  doctor,  is  moie 
fi^YOurahle  to  the  Turks,  and  more  amusing  than  that  of  his  predecessors, 
premising,  howeier,  that  M.  de  Faidieu's  furia  Francese,  as  the  doctor 
termed  it,  by  no  means  attests  that  the  French  are  a  bit  more  submis^ve 
to  such  an  in^tion  than  are  the  English : 

Both  he  (the  director)  and  the  doctor  complained  sadly  of  the  trouble  and 
difficulty  occasioned  bv  the  greater  mass  of  our  countrymen  visiting  tiie  £ast. 
Spanish  grandees,  Italian  nobles,  German  barons,  and  Frenchmen,  whose  fami- 
lies had  pedigrees  more  antediluvian  than  Noah,  were  wont  to  submit  calmly 
to  the  rules  and  regulations  of  the  establishment,  and  quitted  it  on  an  intimate 
footing  of  friendship  with  the  authorities  ;  but  no  sooner  was  the  proximity 
of  a  caravan  of  Englishmen  announced,  than  everyone  was  tlirown  into  a  state 
of  excitement ;  and  all  Che  twenty  soldiers,  with  their  truculent  lieutenaa^ 
were  immediately  drawn  up  in  battle  array.  The  two  hundred  guardians 
looked  hot  and  tierce ;  ferocious-looking  camel-drivers  were  pressed  into  the 
service.  The  nazir  twirled  his  huge  moustachios,  and  the  doctor,  to  be  pre- 
pared for  an  emergency,  had  a  table  placed  in  the  gateway,  on  which  he  made 
a  diabolical  display  of  surgical  instruments. 

After  a  great  deal  of  excitement  and  impatience,  a  little  doud  of  dust  pro- 
claimed the  arrival  of  these  dreaded  individuals.  First,  came  a  couple  of  guar- 
dians^ with  drawn  swords  and  very  hoarse  voices,  having  been  wrangling  with 
the  dragoman  all  the  way  from  the  outpost.  Then  one,  or  perhaps  two,  none- 
descript  looking  animals — in  costumes  hitherto  unheard  of— sinister  faces,  and 
moustachios  nine  inches  from  point  to  point.  These  were  the  dragomen,  or 
interpreters,  who  always  accompany  *'  milords*'  on  their  travels,  speaking  a 
^ttle  English,  just  sufficient  to  misunderstand  what  you  say,  and  make  them^ 
selves  a  little  useful  at  times,  in  amends  for  which  sacrifices  they  are  e^cceedingly 
.sUilled  in  the  art  of  fieecing  or  plucking,  which  their  employers  find  out  even- 
tually to  their  discomfort.  After  these  hybridous  individuab,  the  milords  them- 
selves heave  in  sight,  generally  wearing  large  felt  hats  covered  with  calico,  the 
whiteness  of  which  contrasts  admirably  with  their  own  highlv  inflamed  counte- 
IMinces.  Naturally  of  a  rubicund  complexion,  exposure  to  the  sun  and  desert 
saods,  has  shaded  this  into  a  deep  vermilion,  and  once  arrived  opposite  to  file 
quarantine  gates,  a  violent  argument  instantly  ensues.  The  orator  on  these 
occasions  is  generally  the  dragoman,  for  the  travellers  are  too  weary  and  hot 
to  take  any  active  part.  The  first  concession  for  which  the  fiery  interpreter 
contends  is,  that  they  may  be  permitted  to  pitch  their  own  tents  in  the  vicinity 
of  the  quarantine,  and  be  allowed  to  stroll  as  far  as  the  beach  (accompanied  by 
guardians)  for  the  sake  of  healthful  recreation.  This  point  is  vainly  comb{ited 
by  the  authorities,  who  "#Aoi0cafc««f0Av**  such  privileges  should  not  beallowea 
them,  viz.,  such  as  the  wind  accidentally  blowine  a  bit  of  straw  or  a  rag  against 
some  passenger,  causing  the  said  unhappy  individual  to  be  immediately  arrested 
and  incarcerated  as  impure*  Finally,  the  camels  on  which  the  tents  are  laden 
fue  forcibly  seized  and  dragged  into  the  quarantine,  which  act  settles  this  ques- 
tion eternally ;  but  there  are  others  to  be  arranged,  and  these  are  combated 
^tep  by  step,  and  inch  by  inch.  Tlie  first  set  of  guardians  who  are  placed  to 
guard  the  separate  apartments  of  the  strangers  are  forthwith  kicked  out  of  thdr 
rooms. 

But  the  uproar  diat  ensues  when  the  travellers  and  their  servants  are  dis- 
armed, and  their  guns,  pistols,  and  swords  taken  from  them  and  lodged  in  the 
armory — this,  1  vfbs  told,  beggars  all  description.  The  interpreters  on  such 
5>ocasions  became  maniacs;  they  lie  on  the  flat  of  their  backs,  and  kick  and  bite 
like  monkeys,  till,  overcome  by  numbers  and  their  injured  feelings,  they  go  into 
fits,  and  come  out  of  them  again,  the  very  points  of  their  moustachios  hanging 


Orieniai  Travel  9$ 

fhwn  in  despair,  and  thejr  slink  about  like  dogs  in  » ttra^ge  street,  **eSBQd^ 
ID^  and  cringiog  to  every  one  they  came  across. 

In  some  instances  the  unhappy  tmvellen  turned  out  to  be  very  demurVt 
quiet  people,  who,  from  their  entire  ignorance  of  every  other  language  but  the 
mother  tongue,  were  fpioed  tacitly  to  submit  to  the  arrangements  and  rascali- 
ties of  their  dragomeo.  Mr.  Noakes,  a  retired  butcher,  with  Messn.  Jones, 
Smith,  Stokes,  and  Brown  (who  were  something  in  the  soap  and  tallow  line), 
possibly  ibnD«l  this  caravan  $  and,  not  beiog  conversant  with  French  and 
ItaJian,  were  subjected  to  every  imaginable  evil. 

There  were  others,  however,  who  were  worse  inside  than  they  were  outside 
of  the  walls  of  the  quarantine.  They  played  whist»and  drank  punch,  and  sang 
comic  songs  till  ^ve  o'clock  in  the  morning ;  and,  having  bought  some  land  tor- 
toises on  Sieir  journey,  would  spend  half  the  day  in  roiuing  them  race,  betting 
iu>  a  laige  extent  on  the  winner.  One  gentleman,  of  a  musical  turn,  used  to 
get  out  of  bed  and  alarm  the  neighbourhood  at  one  o'clock  in  the  morning;  by 
Mecuting  moreeaux  from  the  choicest  operas  on  a  key-buale  ;  while  another, 
who  had  brought  a  chained  monkey  into  quarantine  with  himself,  let  pug  at 
liberty  during  the  night,  who,  hoppine  from  room  to  room,  placed  half  the 
establishment  in  quarantine,  and  would  have  compromised  the  whole  town  of 
Gaia,  had  not  a  timely  buUet  from  the  sentry's  musket  put  an  end  to  his  mis- 
chievous career. 

Jerusalem  is,  from  increased  facilities  of  intercourse,  visited  in  a4st«al 
times  W  far  more  European  travellers  than  is  generally  supposed.  The 
chief  of  the  convent  at  Kamlah  assured  Mr.  Neale  that  he  calculated  the 
passage  of  European  pilgrims  and  travellers  who  passed  through  that 
place  on  their  way  to  or  from  Jerusalem  to  be  on  an  average  ten  indi- 
viduals  per  diem.  The  recent  establiabnieiit  of  Asaad  Kayat--welL- 
knowB  in  this  country — ^to  the  consulship  at  Jaffa  has  done  wcmders  ftr 
the  nearest  seaport  town  to  the  Holy  City.  Considerable  nurob^v  of 
English  vessels  now  frequent  that  port;  a  movement  which  has  also  been 
much  influenced  by  the  abrogation  of  the  corn-laws.  Unfortunately, 
however,  Jaffa,  like  the  other  ports  of  Palestine,  is  extremely  dangerous 
to  European  constitutions.  When  Mr.  Neale  was  there,  he  descries  the 
convent  as  being  actually  full  of  sick  travellers,  some  of  whom  had  been 
attacked  with  fever  on  the  way  down  from  Jerusalem,  others  had  fallen 
ill  on  the  spot.  Many  were  dying  daily  ;  others  are  described  as  being 
stretched  on  warm  unhealthy  couches,  with  their  half-shut  glazy  staring 
eyes  intently  and  wildly  gazing  at  the  half-open  door,  as  tiiough  death 
were  the  next  person  they  expected  to  see  enter.  Travellers,  like  doctors, 
differ  as  to  the  plans  to  be  adopted  to  escape  the  Syrian  fever.  Mr. 
Neale  recommends  strict  diet,  conforming  oneself  in  met  to  the  system 
observed  by  the  Muhammadan,  but  the  native  Christians  and  the  resident 
Europeans  rely  more  upon  a  very  opposite  plan.  The  arguments  in 
&vottr  of  the  latter  were  thus  amusingly  illustrated  by  the  superior  of 
the  Latin  convent  at  Jaffa : 

"We,  you  see,**  said  the  president,  "have  our  firuit  brought  daily  from  our 
own  garden,  wliere  it  is  gathered  only  when  arrived  at  proper  maturity — not 
one  day  before  or  after.  Besides,  we  do  not  stint  ourselves  in  good  wine  or 
spirits,  both  wliich  will  counteract  any  bad  effects  occasioned  by  fruit ;  whereas 
the  Turks — heretics  that  they  are— and  other  fools  like  them,  live  almost  en- 
tirely upon  fruit  and  vegetables,  and  drink  gallons  of  51thy  water,  and  '  furjaus' 
of  destably  bitter  coffee.    The  natural  result  is  sickness,  if  not  death. 

**  Apropos  in  support  of  wliat  I  say,  I  will  relate  you  a  little  anecdote  rela- 
tive to  a  countrymen  of  mine,  a  talented,  but  very  poor  physician,  whom 
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hunger  brought  out  to  these  parts  long  before  you  or  even  I  were  thought  of. 
In  tnose  days  Europeans  were  scarce,  and  anybody  with  a  hat  and  a  smooth 
fice  must  necessarily  be  a  *hackem/  and  a  'hackem'  was  a  rara  avit  much 
sought  after,  and  much  cherished  by  the  nati?es.  Now,  my  countryman  was 
really  a  talented  man,  and  learned  in  his  profession,  but  grievously  lacked  that 
great  stand-by  of  life,  money.  Beyond  a  scantily-furnished  wardrobe,  and  a 
thinly-lined  purse,  he  had  little  to  rely  upon  in  this  country,  save  his  talents 
and  bis  medicine-chest.  Unluckily  for  nim,  the  season  proved  remarkably 
healthy,  and,  with  the  exception  of  one  or  two  simple  agues,  neither  was  called 
into  play.  Next  year,  however,  he  resolved  upon  a  stratagem,  which  he 
imagined  must  entail  success.  He  had  observed  in  his  walks  amongst  the 
gardens,  in  the  environs  of  the  town,  the  strict  watch  that  was  kept  by  the 
numerous  gardeners  over  the  cucumbers  and  the  melons,  the  green  apricots, 
and  other  indigestible  fruits,  which  were  eyed  with  envious  and  hungry  eyes 
from  the  wrong  side  of  the  prickly  pear  hedges  by  the  hungry  passers-by,  espe* 
cially  boys  and  girls,  some  of  whom  were  the  children  of  the  weedthie^t  inhabit- 
ants of  Jaffa.  He  determined  to  remedy  this  evil,  by  renting  a  garden  for  the 
season,  and  laying  open  decoy  gaps  in  the  hedge  large  enough  to  admit  one 
person  at  a  time,  and  give  free  access  to*  the  hungry  man  and  greedy  child. 
Accordingly,  having  taken  a  garden,  he  had  his  tent  pitched  in  the  very  centre 
of  it,  and  there  he  sat  and  studied  dry  books  through  the  weary  hours  of  a  July 
day. 

*'  His  servant, '  Giovanni,'  a  Genoese,  being  uninitiated  in  the  designs  of  his 
master,  was  seized  one  day  with  great  wrath  on  perceiving  a  burly  peasant  coolly 
stuck  up  on  the  branches  of  a  fine  apricot-tree,  and  devouring  the  unripe  fruit 
by  the  basketful.  Rushing  into  the  medico's  presence,  he  apprised  him  of 
what  was  going  on.  'Let  him  alone,'  replied  the  placid  doctor;  Met  bim 
have  his  fill  of  fruit :  he  is  working  out  good  occupation  for  me.'  The 
servant  retired,  with  orders  to  watch  his  further  movements,  and  report  accord- 
ingly, but  soon  returned. 

**  *  What  now  ?*  said  the  doctor,  as  he  reappeared.  '  What  is  our  bird  on 
the  perch  about  now  ?'  '  Oh  I  he  has  finislied  eating  fruit,  and  is  drinking 
amia  vUa  out  of  a  large  leathern  bottle.'  '  The  deuce  he  is/  screamed  the 
Esculapian,  starting  up  from  his  chair  in  a  frenzy  of  rage.  '  Why,  that  will 
counteract  the  evil  effects  of  the  fruit.  Scacwtela  stdnio!  out  with  him.  Beat 
him,  punch  his  head,  vile  thief  and  robber,  that  he  is  I'  And  the  peasant  had 
to  thank  the  swiftness  of  his  legs  for  escaping  scathless  from  the  infuriated 
doctor.  You  see,"  said  the  jolly  old  superior,  *'  1  have  a  doctor's  opinion  to 
back  me  in  what  I  say.  There  is  nothing  like  a  little  good  wine  and  spirits 
after  partaking  of  fruit** 

Abu  Gush,  the  bugbear  of  travellers  proceeding  from  Ja£Pa  to  Jeru- 
salem, has  now  settled  down  into  a  respectable  character.  His  profession 
seems  to  have  been  a  thriving  one,  for  Mr.  Ferguson  tells  us  that  his 
village  is  one  of  the  neatest  and  prettiest  in  Palestine,  and  stands  on  a 
fine  conmianding  situation,  whence  he  used  to  sally  forth  and  plunder 
the  caravans  as  they  passed. 

Of  Al  Kuds — the  ancient  dty  of  the  Israelites — we  need  say  little,  as 

our  authors  add  nothing  to  what  was  previously  known  of  the  city  of 

religion.     **  We  found  ourselves  with  enthusiasm,'*  says  the  Count  of 

Pardieu,  "before  Jerusalem!!"     "Some  people/'  says  Mr.  Ferguson, 

"  seem  to  have  their  feelings  in  such  admirable  disciplme,  that  they  have 

but  to  say  to  a  sensation,  ^  Come,'  and  it  comes  ;  but  such  is  not  the  case 

with  me.     The  view  that  I  saw  reminded  me  of  nothing  more  than  that 

Jerusalem  is  a  Turkish  town  of  some  15,000  inhabitants."     Mr.  Neale 

was,  in  a  better  spirit,  reminded  of  Heber's  beautiful  lines  : 

Is  this  thy  place,  sad  city,  this  thy  throne  ? 
Where  the  wild  desert  rears  its  craggy  stone. 
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The  ooant  was  r6cei?ed  and  entertuaed  by  the  faeneyolent  monks  of  the 
Latin  convent.  Mr.  Neale  lepaiiedto  the  Hotel  de  Palmir,  kept  bj  one 
Stefano  Bany,  and  in  which  he  8a3r8  lodging  and  fare  were  unexceptionable. 
M.  Barry's  card  is  printed  in  Mr.  Neale's  work  in  large  type,  or  we  should 
have  believed  in  some  mistake.  There  is  no  such  word  as  ^^  Palmir*'  in 
the  French  or  Italian  lang^a^es.  If  in  French,  it  might  be  meant  for 
palmier y  a  date-tree  ;  if  in  Italian,  palmiere — a  palmer  or  pilgrim.  It  is 
difficult  to  say  which  of  the  two  ''  Palmir''  may  represent  in  lingua 
Franca,  Excepting  the  riirafF,  Ionian  and  Maltese  cut- throats  and  rene- 
gades, who  sing  comic  songs  upon  the  tombstones  of  saints,  and  dance 
polkas  and  jigs  where  only  prayer  should  be  heard,  Mr.  Neale  says  there 
IS  one  feature  in  Jerusalem  which  strikes  most  forcibly,  and  that  is  the 
species  of  strange  solemnity  which  protrudes  itself  in  every  action,  word, 
«nd  deed.  This  is  not  difficult  to  understand,  when  we  consider  that  it  is  the 
Holy  City  of  Jews,  Christians,  and  Muhammadans  alike.  The  example 
of  one  affects  the  other,  and  simple  religious  fervour  in  such  a  hotbed  of 
diverse  fidths  soon  becomes  fimaticism  and  bigotry.  That  even  Protestants 
themselves  are  not  free  from  the  same  excesses  as  other  faiths  and  creeds, 
an  anecdote  related  by  Mr.  Neale  will  sufficiently  testify  : 

Two  reverends  were  travelling  through  Palestine :  one  was  a  very  clever 
man,  well  known  to  all  Europe ;  his  companion  was  a  stranger,  who  had 
worked  himself  up  to  a  pitch  almost  verging  on  insanity,  from  deep  studies  of 
the  Prophecies  and  Revelations.  They  were  accompanied  by  a  skilful  draughts- 
man, whose  duty  it  was  to  make  sketches  of  the  noted  towns  and  villages 

through  which  they  passed.    One  day,  while  Mr.  de  C ,  the  draughtiman, 

was  occupied  in  making  a  sketch  of  the  Mount  of  Olives,  he  was  interrupted 
and  annoyed  by  the  ludicrous  sight  of  the  reverend  stranger  rushing  up  the 
hill  at  the  top  of  his  speed  without  hat  or  spectacles  (both  of  which  he  had 
lost  in  mnning),  shouting  loudly,  and  waving  his  hands  to  Mr.  de  C  to 
make  all  possible  haste  in  preparing  drawing  materials  for  the  purpose  of 
drawing  what  proved  to  be  an  invisible  picture. 

•*  There  it  is,"  he  cried  ;  "the  New  City— the  New  City  of  the  Bride!  don't 
yon  see  it  in  the  clouds  ?" 

But  these  incoherent  exclamations,  uttered  at  the  top  of  his  voice  by  the 
breathless  missionary,  gave  way  to  excessive  wrath  when  he  found  Mr.  de 
C quite  unable  to  distinguish  even  one  faint  outline  of  the  glorious  pic- 
ture conjured  up  by  his  heatad  imagination.  Mr.  de  C— -  is  still  in  the  East, 
and  can  vouch  for  the  truth  of  this  anecdote. 

The  Frenchman,  who,  unlike  many  of  his  countrymen,  never  permits 
bimself  to  sneer  at  holy  things,  still  says  of  the  monks'  complaints  that 
the  holy  sepulchre  is  in  the  hands  of  the  infidels,  ''  that  with  the  per- 
petual discussions  that  exist  among  the  different  Christian  sects,  it  is 
lucky  that  the  Tiurks,  who  are  neutral,  are  there  to  maintain  order.*'  It 
was,  in  fact,  the  scandalous  dissensions  of  the  earlv  Christians  which  gave 
an  opening  to  Muhammad  to  propagate  a  new  faith— the  worship  of  one 
God — by  which  he  thought  that  all  ^fferences  would  be  reconciled ;  but 
his  views  were  unfortunately  perverted  by  his  follov^ers  making  a  prophet 
of  himself.  It  is  in  the  same  manner  the  divisions  among  Christians  of 
modem  times  which  sap  the  Church  and  open  its  doors  to  infidelity. 

Among  the  pilgrims  taking  part  in  the  service  of  the  Latin  Church, 
Mr.  Feiguson  says  he  observed  the  venerable  Baroness  Talbot,  who^ 
with  her  silver  hair  and  noble  features,  realised  his  idea  of  Helena,  the 
mother  of  Constantino,  the  founder  of  so  many  shrines  of  Palestine^  who 
undertook  the  same  journey  at  the  same  advanced  age. 
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Mr.  Ferguson  admits  that  the  prospects  of  llie  Protestant  missioii  are 
at  present  very  gloomy,  but  he  says  they  are  so  interwoym  with  social 
causes,  and  those  again  are  so  much  dependent  upon  poUtieal  events, 
that  <^  unforeseen  results  might  follow  from  some  of  the  chances  wUdi 
may  take  place  before  long."  He  then  runs  a  tilt  with  Miss  Martineaa, 
and  asks  upon  what  autbDrity  does  that  lady  assert  that  the  Mufaam- 
madans  and  Jews  regard  the  Protestant  Christians  with  utter  contempt? 
Mr.  Neale  says :  '^  The  bishop  and  his  pastors  have  a  hard  field  to  labow 
in,  for  Moslem,  Greek,  Armenian,  Maronite,  and  Fellah,  imd  eapedtdfy 
Ae  JewBj  axe  so.  difficult  of  conviction  in  a  creed  so  palpaUy  differing 
from  their  own  ideas  and  traditions,  that  it  would  indeed  apparently  be 
easier  for  a  camel  (cable  ?)  to  go  through  the  eye  of  a  needle,  than  for 
them  to  embrace  the  Protestant  foitfa.''  ^'  These  missionaiies,''  jsays  the 
Frenchman,  ^in  a  rdigions  point  of  view,  obtain  but  slight  results  with 
iheir  Protestantism ;  &y  lunit  their  labours  to  obtaining  by  dint  of 
bribes  the  conversion  of  a  few  Jews."  It  is  a  part  of  every  Frendiman's 
.fidth  that,  whatever  the  English  do  in  commerce  or  in  war,  in  religion  or 
in  politics^  is  done  by  money. 

Of  the  Church  of  the  FVotestant  mission^  Mr.  Ferguson  says :  ^'  Not 
far  from  the  stately  church  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  stands  another  and  a 
more  unassuming  edifice,  yet  one  which  possesses  a  no  less  interest  in  the 
eyes  of  Englishmen."  Mr.  Neale  is  more  laudatory.  '^  The  cathedral,'* 
hb  says,  '^  is  a  beautiful  structure,  and  stands  out  strikingly  from  amongst 
the  uncouth  specimens  of  Ottoman  architecture  that  surround  it." 

Mr.  Neale  does  not  speak  favourably  of  the  general  impressions  re- 
ceived by  his  visit  to  the  Holy  Land: 

So  much  has  been  said  of  Jenisalem,  the  Jordan,  and  the  holy  villages,  in 
prose  and  veise,  from  the  earliest  ages  to  the  present  time,  that  it  would  be 
presumption  on  my  part  to  attempt  to  enter  iato  any  elabomte  description  of 
them.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  I  visited  them  all,  the  Dead  Sea,  Jordan,  Bethle- 
hem, and  the  other  places  noted  in  Sacred  Writ ;  and,  having  once  done  so,  I 
must  candidly  confess,  that  it  would  require  a  very  urgent  niotive  indeed  ever 
to  induce  me  to  repeat  the  visit— at  least,  unless  some  miiacttlous  changes  were 
effected  in  the  climate,  the  method  of  travelling,  and  the  nature  of  these  coun- 
tries and  their  inhabitants.  Most  true  is  it,  tfaat  it  is  a  great  satis&ction  to 
know  that  I  have  been  there,  and  that  I  have  undergone  all  the  miseries  and 
sufferings  of  such  an  expedition ;  but  further  than  this,  I  have  no  bright  recol- 
lections of  pleasant  scenes,  or  happy  hours,  experienced  during  my  tour.  Parch- 
ing heat  and  intolerable  thirst,  tne  dusty  wilderness,  stumbling  and  jaded 
hoises,  the  vain  shelter  of  tents,  the  by  no  means  vain  stings  of  fleas,  flies,  and 
their  coadjutors  and  accomplices;  the  fights  with  muleteers,  and  the  imposi- 
tions of  divers  hirelings,  make  up  the  sum  of  my  recollections,  to  which  I  may 
add  a  fever  I  caught  by  bathing  in  the  Jordan,  and  which  has  dung  to  me  till 
my  safe  arrival  home— a  favour  seldom  accorded  to  other  Europeans  similarly 
situated,  as  tiiey  are  almost  invariably,  and  in  a  veiy  few  days  relieved  from  their 
torments  by  death. 

^^  After  Jerusalem  the  Holy  Land  has  lost  its  xest,"  is  one  of  the  few 
remarks  of  a  charming  writer  (Mr.  Warburton),  to  which  the  author  of 
the  <'  Pipe  of  Bepose"  says,  he  must  emphatically  say,  Nay.  He  would, 
he  says,  rather  say  with  sSjm  Martinean,  <*No  place  satisfied  me  more 
oompletdy  than  Nazareth ;  and  this  is  the  way  in  which  Mr.  Ferguson 
discomseth  doqnently  upon  this  latter  place: 

There  is  somelliing  in  a  valley  that  has  a  charm  to  send  home  to  the 
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at  OBoe  lAte  awodatioiis  of  the  flcene.  There  is  no  vagueness  about  it  It 
m  not  "somewhere  near  this  spot,*  but  nature  seems  as  it  were  to  present  it 
to  you  iu  the  hollow  of  her  hand.  And  there  are  other  circumstances  that 
combine  to  give  a  diarm  to  Nazareth.  It  is  still  a  lovely  vale,  thou^  the 
olive-trees  are  scanty  now.  And  its  inhabitants  are  chiefly  Christians ;  and 
that,  in  my  eyes,  always  gave  an  interest  to  a  place  in  the  Iioly  Land.  I  was 
tired  of  the  moslem  there,  and  the  mosque,  and  the  taper  minaret,  and  the 
tombstone  witli  the  little  turban  at  its  head,  that  possessed  such  a  charm  at 
Stamboiil,  seemed  ont  of  place  in  Palestine.  The  Mussulman,  too,  thougti 
powerless  for  harm,  glares  on  you  sometimes  like  the  crazy  giants  in  Bunyan. 
But  the  Christian  has  always  a  welcome  and  a  smile,  and  I  could  never  stop 
to  consider  whether  his  creed  were  pure  or  his  chaeacter  unexceptionable. 
And  the  women  of  Nazareth  are  lovelv.  I  never,  in  the  same  space  of  time, 
saw  so  many  beautiful  women — and  there  is  no  abominable  veil  over  their 
laces.  They  wear  their  raven  hair  cut  straight  over  the  forehead,  which, 
Uioogh  it  mars  the  intellectual  beauty  of  the  brow,  yet  gives  a  certain  piquancy 
to  the  expression.  From  their  lips,  too,  you  hear  the  voice  of  welcome,  and 
sfei^  perhaps,  as  yon  catch  the  sound  of  the  Italian ;  but  ^  bona  sera"  is  the 
whole  of  their  vocabulary :  and  as  it  sometimes  happens  to  be  the  morning 
and  not  the  evening,  that  is  limited  enough.  But  the  beauty  of  the  women  of 
Nazareth  becomes  invested  with  a  higher  interest,  when  we  remember  that  she 
whom  Christ  may  be  supposed  to  have  resembled  after  the  flesh  was  a  Naza- 
rene.  And  truly  I  saw  more  than  one  sweet  serious  face  that  methougfat 
might  w^  have  served  a  painter  for  hb  image  of  the  Virgin. 

The  Frenchman  acknowledges  that  the  women  of  Nazareth  are 
"  assez  jolies ;"  but  of  the  town,  he  says  it  has  less  effect  by  daylight 
than  by  the  glare  of  lightning  (the  count  having,  it  is  to  be  observed^ 
arrived  a  little  previously  to  a  thunderstorm).  Tue  houses  are  of  stone^ 
as  throughout  Syria,  but  miserable-looking  enough,  rising  up  in  steps 
Kke  an  anophitheatre,  on  the  side  of  a  hill,  and  forming  several  very  diity 
streets.  The  foundations  of  the  Virgin's  house,  according  to  the  comit 
— the  house  itself  h&yms  been  transported  by  the  ang^  to  Loretta — 
are  still  to  be  seen,  showmg  that  the  said  Casa  Santa  stood  against  the 
lock,  at  the  bottom  of  a  grotto.  A  column  of  granite  also  marks  the 
spot  where  the  Vir^  stood  when  the  angel  saluted  her,  **  Benie  entce 
toutes  les  femmes.**  It  is  curious  that  Robinson,  who  gives  the  history 
of  the  church  and  convent  at  Nazareth  (vol.  iii.,  p.  186^  neither  notices 
this  pillar,  nor  another,  said  to  mark  the  place  where  the  angel  stopped, 
nor  tne  inscription  under  the  altar,  ^  TRc  verbum  caro  fieustum  est.**  It  is 
not  to  be  wondered  at,  however,  that  the  doctor  did  not  notice  the 
foundations  of  the  transported  house ! 

The  great  feature  of  Nazareth,  after  its  sacred  associations,  is  the 
magnificent  view  obtained  from  the  hill  immediately  above  the  village. 
The  littie  vale  of  Nazareth,  surrounded  on  all  sides  by  mountains,  lies 
at  the  foet  like  a  safe  and  tranquil  haven,  while  fiir  aw!^  stretches  the 
mighty  plain  of  Esdraelon,  Hke  a  boundless  ocean  beyond.  To  the  left 
rises  tihe  conical  top  of  Tabor,  the  mountain  upon  which  tradition  has 
fixed  as  the  scene  of  the  transfiguration,  while  to  the  nortii  is  seen, 
towering  to  the  clouds,  the  snow-crowned  summit  of  Hermon,  and  to 
the  west,  the  range  of  Carmel  and  the  blue  line  of  the  Mediterranean. 
"And,"  to  use  tfte  words  of  Mr.  Ferguson,  ''a  beautiful  ride  it  is 
from  Nazareih  to  Carmel;  much  of  the  scenery  resembles  tint  of  an 
English  pBik,  and  therefore  it  must  be  beantifuL  Skirting  the  valley  of 
£s£iielon  the  road  winds  roond  the  feot  of  Carmel,  and  crossing  that 
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andent  river,  the  river  Kishon,  we  come  to  the  Mediterranean  at  HayfeL** 
Mr.  Ferguson,  however,  says  nothing  ahout  this  latter  plaoe^  as  he  rode 
at  once  up  to  the  convent  of  Carmel.  Mr.  Neale,  on  the  contrary,  tells 
hb,  that  from  being,  not  four  years  ago,  an  insignificant  fishing  villagei 
with  a  population  of  little  more  than  200  souls,  it  now  numbers  3000 ; 
that,  in  the  space  of  only  two  months,  in  1850,  no  less  than  eight  Eng- 
lish vessels  loaded  18,000  quarters  of  wheat  for  Falmouth  and  Cork 
alone;  and  besides  these,  there  were  several  large  Greek  vessels  for 
Bristol  and  the  north  of  Ireland.  Such  a  sudden  start  of  trade  on  a 
gigantic  scale,  brought  Arabs  from  the  surrounding  villages,  and  houses 
and  huts  could  not  be  constructed  last  enough  to  affora  shelter  to  the 
numerous  new  settlers  that  were  arriving  daily.  Such  is  the  effect  of 
the  abrogation  of  the  corn-laws  on  some  insignificant  ports  in  foreign 
lands.  The  holding  at  Hayfa  is  good,  and  at  a  small  outlay  it  mignt 
be  made  one  of  the  securest  ports  on  the  coast  of  Syria.  But  the  diffi- 
culty of  loading  is  great,  the  Arabs  are  extortionate,  boats  are  insuf- 
ficient, there  is  no  vice-consul  or  agent,  and  fights  and  even  murders  are 
quite  common. 

"The  chief  difference  between  an  hotel  and  a  convent,"  says  the 
amusing  author  of  the  ^  Pipe  of  Repose,"  apropos  of  the  convent  of 
Mount  Carmel,  one  of  the  most  spacious  and  commodious  buildings  to 
be  found  in  the  Holy  Land,  *^  seems  to  be,  that  at  the  former  you  pay 
your  reckoning,  and  the  people  are  obliged  to  you ;  at  the  latter  you 
pay  (rather  more  than  at  an  hotel)  and  still  are  obliged  to  them."  Mr. 
Neale  speaks  in  a  different  tone  of  the  convents  of  the  Holy  Land. 
''  What  delightfully  philanthropic  hotels,"  he  exclaims,  "  such  convents 
are !  You  are  waited  upon,  and  fed,  and,  if  unluckily  necessary,  phy- 
sicked, and  all  this  for  the  love,  not  of  filthy  lucre,  but  of  charity.  IVo 
bill  hanc^s  in  mental  terrorem  over  you  head ;  there  is  no  stout,  obstinate 
landlord  to  contend  with  on  a  matter  of  conscience  ;  no  expectant  waiter 
to  fee  for  smiling  benignantly  behind  a  white  cravat ;  no  cnambermiuds, 
those  least  of  sH  public  evils ;  and,  above  all,  no  commissionaire  to 
bother  about  passports."  This  is  all  so  &r  true ;  but  it  does  not  do  jus- 
tice to  the  hospitidity  of  the  Latin  convents.  No  doubt  remuneration  is 
expected,  but  without  it  they  could  not  afford  to  lodge  and  entertain, 
and  ofiten  to  succour  and  to  tend,  during  prolonged  illness,  the  stricken 
traveller  or  pilgrim.  Then  a  Syrian  traveller  can  best  tell  of  the  com- 
fort of  a  cleanly  apartment,  wholesome  provisions,  and  a  flealess  bed: 

On  Carmel  now  that  travel's  day  of  thine 
Change  for  a  night  of  sleep  and  tranquil  rest. 

Mr.  Ferguson  himself  acknowledges  that,  when  your  reception  is  such 
as  it  is  at  the  convent  on  Carmel,  the  double  tribute  of  money  and  grati- 
tude cannot  be  grudged,  inasmuch  as  you  receive  in  return  the  advantages 
of  comfort  without  the  sacrifice  of  romance.  "  The  idea  of  an  hotel  upon 
the  mount  where  Elijah  lived  and  worshipped  would  be  a  profiination ; 
but  call  it  a  convent,  and  it  alters  the  case.  Then  you  enjoy  your  snug 
bed  and  your  good  dinner  with  the  utmost  serenity  of  mind,  and  without 
the  slightest  idea  of  anything  inconsistent  with  the  dignity  of  the  place. 
And  vet  it  is  with  somewhat  of  a  strange  feeling  that  you  look  out  from 
your  luxuriously-furnished  bedroom  upon  the  blue  Mediten^ean  below, 
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and  reflect  ihat  this  is  the  same  sea  from  wldch  the  servant  of  Elijah  saw 
the  cloud  like  a  man's  hand  arise/' 

We  need  not  say  how  much  the  Count  of  Pardieu  appreciated  the  beds, 
the  cookery,  the  wines,  and  the  liqueurs  of  the  Carmelites!  Throughout 
Syria  and  Egypt  the  Franciscans  shelter  the  wandering  pilgrims ;  the 
Carmelites  of  Mount  Carmel  are  the  only  exception,  and  they  surpass 
the  Franciscans  in  hospitality  as  they  also  do  in  the  monachal  hierarchy. 
Add  to  this,  they  liye  under  me  protection  of  the  French  flag,  and  it  will 
easily  be  understood  that  the  conyent  on  Mount  Carmel  stood  as  high  in 
the  estimation  of  the  French  traveller,  as  it  really  does  above  the  sur- 
rounding country,  looking  down  on  the  Holy  Land  on  one  side,  Phosnicia 
on  the  other,  and  the  boundless  expanse  of  the  blue  Mediterranean  in 
front.  Mr.  Ferguson  copied  from  the  viator's  book  on  Mount  Carmel : 
'^  The  Religion  of  Nature  and  the  Religion  of  Christ  being  found  herei 
all  minor  distinctions  may  be  forgotten,  and  all  who  meet  may  feel  as 
brethren. — Harriet  Martineau."  A  kindly  sentiment,  he  justly  remarks, 
though  somewhat  vague  as  a  confession  of  faith.  On  the  other  hand,  a 
minister  of  the  Free  Church  of  Scotland  grieves,  in  the  same  book,  over 
the  spiritual  destitution  which  now  prevails  on  the  mount  where  Elijah 
worshipped.  What  a  discontented,  sour,  and  captious  disposition  with 
which  to  travel  in  Holy  Land  ? 

'*  As  the  traveller's  last  view  of  Damascus,  when  he  looks  down  upon  it 
from  the  summit  of  the  hill  which  shall  so  soon  shut  it  out  from  his  sight, 
is  the  most  beautiful, — so  the  last  view  of  Bairut,  embosomed  amidst  its 
emerald  groves,  and  reflected  in  its  blue  waters  with  the  purple  mountains 
of  Lebanon  for  a  background,  is  the  loveliest  of  all."  Such  is  all  Mr. 
Ferguson  says  of  the  Queen  of  Syria,  where  Syrian  scenery  and  luxuri- 
ance of  vegetation  beg^s  first  to  succeed  to  the  arid  rocks  of  Palestine 
and  still  more  arid  sands  of  Phoenicia,  and  from  whence,  as  you  proceed 
northwards,  it  keeps  on  increasing  in  beauty  and  development.  But,  like 
all  the  rest  of  the  fruternity,  he  was  in  a  hurry  to  be  gone,— the  steamer 
was  too  great  a  temptation.  The  Count  of  rardieu  was  delighted  with 
Bairut,  which,  he  justly  says,  is  now  an  European  port,  chi^y  for  its 
hotels,  and  next  for  its  sanatory  doctor,  France  keeping  such  at  every 
great  port  in  the  Levant,  at  a  salary  of  ten  thousand  francs,  to  report 
upon  the  progress  of  epidemic  and  contagious  diseases.  But  he  was  dis- 
gusted with  Uie  shot-holes — ^marks  he  calls  them— K)f  the  humanity  and 
magnanimity  of  the  English ! 

Mr.  Neale  is  fieur  more  full  and  satisfactory  in  his  account  of  the  modem 
capital  of  Syria : 

At  every  successive  visit  that  I  paid  Beyrout  during  my  long  sojourn  of  eight 
years  in  Syria,  and  these  visits  were  manifold,  I  found  vast  improvements  had 
taken  place  dnring  my  absence.  Stupendous  new  mansions,  the  property  of 
opulent  merchants,  were  daily  being  built;  beautiful  country  houses,  summer 
residences  of  the  wealthy;  hotels  and  billiard-rooms  and  cafis^  elegantly  fitted 
up ;  and  last,  though  not  least,  splendid  steam  factories,  for  reeling  silk  on  Eu- 
ropean macliinery,  were  springing  up  in  everv  direction.  Everywhere  utility  was 
blended  with  maguificence.  The  new  buildings  added  fresh  beauties  to  the 
already  picturesque  town,  and,  while  they  afforded  comfort  and  luxury  to  their 
owners,  g^ve  employment  to  hands  which  would  otherwise  have  wanted  work. 
The  owners  of  the  silk  factories  reaped  a  rich  harvest,  and  liundreds  of  boys 
and  girls  earned  in  them  a  ready  livelihood  by  working  as  reelers.   Meanwhile, 
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commerce  augmented ;  the  aoDiiai  returas  of  shipping  showed  a  vast  increase 
in  the  amount  of  vessels ;  the  number  of  lighters,  too,  increased  in  proportion, 
and  ship-chandlers  drove  a  thriving  trade* 

Ab  the  inhabitants  grew  more  wealthy,  attention  began  to  be  paid  to 
dress  and  fashion.  Evening  parties  and  musical  reunions  became  the  rage. 
In  the  bazaars  are  shops  kept  by  Greeks,  lonians,  Maltese,  and  some  few 
Italians.  Skylarks,  and  linnets,  and  canary-birds,  are  8uq)ended  in  gaily- 
painted  wire  C2^e8  over  the  doors  of  these  magazines,  and  their  slinll 
little  songs  enlivened  the  scene  amazingly.  There  is  a  grand  promenade 
for  the  cool  of  the  evening  in  the  southernmost  cape.  In  its  baths 
Bainit  surpasses  every  other  town  in  Syria,  having  elegant  apartments, 
with  riass  windows  and  doors,  and  drapery  hanging  all  round.  Within 
may  be  obtained  Rowland's  Macassar  vni.  Warren's  blacking. 

jLe9  SoBurs  de  la  Charite  have  estaUished  a  boarding-school  for  young 
ladies,  and  a  day-school  for  poor  girls  and  Arabs.  They  have  also  set 
up  an  hospital,  where  sailors  attacked  by  fever  or  any  epidonic  are  kindly 
nursed  ana  cared  for,  and  the  two  best  doctors  at  Bairut  attend  them. 
This  is,  indeed,  true  philanthropy.  The  American  missionaries  have  also 
their  schools ;  and  Mr.  Neale  says,  strangers  are  surprised  at  the  numbers 
of  men  and  boys  to  be  met  with  in  the  streets  of  Bairut  who  speak  Eng- 
lish as  fluently,  and  pronounce  it  as  well,  as  an  Englishman  himseUL 
The  ladies  have  several  g^irls'  schools ;  and  there  is  one  doctor  and  his 
wife  who  have  twelve  or  fourteen  orphans,  whom  they  have  reared  almost 
from  infancy,  and  educated,  fed,  and  clothed,  at  their  private  expense. 
There  is  qmte  a  little  colony  of  English  at  Bairut^  although  fever  is  as 
rife  tiiere  as  elsewhere  in  the  bad  season,  and  is  very  fatal.  The  removal 
of  the  consul-generalship  has  been  a  decided  loss  to  Syria,  but  has  been 
remedied  at  Bairut,  to  a  certain  extent,  by  the  formation  of  a  mercantile 
board. 

Tripoli,  the  next  town  proceeding  northwards,  is  the  general  rendezvous 
for  travellers  wishing  to  visit  Lebanon ;  and  at  the  time  of  Mr.  Neale's 
visit  there  were  no  less  than  forty  gentlemen  and  ladies  assembled  there 
for  that '  purpose.  It  is  a  charming  seaport,  abounding  with  beautiful 
gardens  and  fountains,  not  very  cleanly,  however,  within,  and  fover,  aa 
elsewhere,  poisonii^  the  firagrance  that  rises  from  the  sweet-smelling 
flowers.  Gibili,  the  next  port,  celebrated  for  its  tobacco,  is  said  to  be 
almost  free  from  this  bane  of  Syria  and  Palestine.  Beyond  is  the  goodly 
town  of  Latakiyah,  which  Mr.  Neale  confounds  with  the  Laodicea,  whicn. 
was  one  of  the  seven  churches.  The  city  to  which  St.  John  was  commis- 
sioned was  the  capital  of  Greater  Phrygia,  and  a  very  considerable  city 
at  the  time  it  was  named  in  Scripture.  Its  ruins  are  now  designated 
as  Aski-hisar.  Latakiyah  represents  Laodicea  ad  Mare ;  and  there  were 
also  a  Laodicea,  sumamed  Combusta,  on  the  borders  of  Lydia,  and  a  Lao- 
dicea ad  libanum.  A  wooded,  wild,  and  romantic  country  lies  between 
Latakivah  and  AntiocL  Francolin  partridges^  woodcocks,  and  hares, 
abound  in  this  beautiful  wooded  district  But  there  are  ako  cheetahs, 
hynnas,  and  jackals  in  abundance;  and,  according  to  Mr.  Neaie,  the  SMne 
district  is  much  frequented  by  bands  of  Ainsairi  robbers,  although  we 
have  travelled  tfarougn  the  same  with  only  a  muleteer,  and  without  inter- 
ruption. At  the  Turkish  Khan  at  Orde  (Urdi),  where  Mr.  Neale  and 
his  party  lodged  for  a  nighty  there  were  a  number  of  native  travellers 
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who  had  been  there  upmawb  of  a  week,  xemaming  for  other  tniTdlen  to 
arrive,  till  they  should  muster  a  sufficiently  strong  body  to  venture 
through  the  mountains.  Many  were  the  tales  of  bloodshed  and  rapine 
recounted  by  these  unfortunates,  as  they  sat  crouching  round  the  cracluing 
wood*fire  in  the  centre  of  the  Khan ;  and  such  was  the  impression  they 
made  on  three  Hebrews  bound  for  the  Holy  City,  that  they  immediately 
refinguished  their  pilgrimage,  and  returned  towards  Antioch  the  very  next 
nKnnmg. 

At  Antioch  the  superb  barracks  and  beautiful  mansion  on  the  banks  of 
the  Orontes,.  erected  by  Ibrahim  Pasha,  of  materials  which  had  originally 
formed  the  oldest  structures  in  the  city,  were,  as  in  retribution  for  the 
sacrilege^  in  a  tottering  and  dilapidated  state.  Mr.  Neale  stopped  eight 
months  at  the  olden  capital  of  Syria,  and,  having,  as  before  sud,  no  turn 
£fa  historical  or  antiquarian  inquiries,  excels  in  pictures  of  domestic  life. 
Take,  for  example,  the  sketch  of  the  life  ci  a  Turkish  effisndi,  or  gentle* 
man,  at  Antioch : 

He  lives  in  his  own,  or  rather  in  two  houses — for  the  harem,  though  part  of 
the  same  house,  is  entirely  partitioned  off,  and  no  one  but  himseff  and  his 
slaves  know  where  it  is,  or  how  to  get  in  and  out  of  it.  He  always  keeps 
the  dooP'key  in  his  pocket,  and  when  the  ladies  want  anything  they  rap,  like 
so  many  woodpeckers,  at  a  kind  of  revolving  cupboard,  which  is  securely 
iastenea  into  the  wall.  Through  this  cupboard,  at  which  neither  party  can 
see  the  other,  the  lady  speaks  to  the  servant,  and  tells  him  what  to  fetch  or 
buy  for  her  at  the  bazaars ;  and  the  article  is  brought  and  placed  in  the  cup- 
board, which  is  wheeled  round  by  the  lady  inside,  so  that  she  may  take  it  out. 
When  they  are  desirous  of  walking  in  the  garden,  or  going  to  the  bath,  the 
key  is  delivered  into  the  charge  of  some  old  duenna,  and  the  effendi  sees 
nothing  more  of  it  till  the  party  has  returned,  and  the  ladies  are  safely  locked 
up  again. 

The  effendi  is,  generally  speaking  an  early  riser,  and  seldom  sits  up  till  a 
late  hour  at  night.  On  issumg  from  his  harem,  he  is  waited  upon  by  half  a 
dozen  slaves,  who  assist  in  his  ablutions :  one  holds  the  ewer,  another  the 
soap,  a  third  the  towel,  and  a  fourth  and  fifth  assist  him  with  his  clean  ap- 
parel. Having  washed  and  dressed,  he  goes  through  his  morning  devotions  at 
the  nearest  mosque.  Returning  home,  his  servants  serve  him  with  his  cup  ot 
bitter  coffee  and  pipe  of  real  gibili,  by  which  time  it  is  about  seven  a.m.,  the 
fashionable  hour  tor  a  Turkish  gentleman  to  call  and  receive  visits.  Acquaint- 
ances and  friends  saunter  in,  and  salute  the  host,  who  salutes  them.  Beyond 
this,  there  is  little  conversation  ;  for  Turks  hate  talking ;  and  still  less  joking, 
for  they  detest  laughing.  They  inquire  like  a  parcel  of  anxious  doctors,  very 
kindly  after  each  other's  heaJth,  and  after  the  general  salubrity  of  their  re- 
spective houses,  for  no  one  ever  dreams  of  asking  how  his  friend's  wife  is; 
that  would  be  considered  the  grossest  breach  of  decorum.  Draft-boards,  and 
pipes,  and  coffee  are  introduced.  Some  play,  others  look  on ;  and,  save  the 
rattling  of  the  dice,  very  little  is  heard  to  interrupt  the  silence  of  the  room. 
The  effendi's  clerk  comes  in  occasionally,  with  a  batch  of  unanswered  letten 
in  his  hand%  and  whispers  mysteriously  to  the  effendi,  who  either  goes  off 
into  a  violent  fit  of  rage  or  nods  his  cons^t  in  approval  of  what  has  been 
done^  just  as  the  contents  of  die  letter  are  pleasing  or  the  reverse.  Most  of 
these  letters  are  from  the  overseers,  or  the  labourers  in  the  effendi*s  silk- 
gardens  or  olive  plantations ;  some  few  from  people  craving  his  assistance, 
others  demanding  repayment  of  loans  of  money ;  for  there  are  but  few  of  the 
effendis  of  Antioch,  though  all  rolling  in  rkhes,  that  are  not  indebted  to  some 
person  or  other  for  cash  loans,  as,  such  is  their  strange  avarice,  that  though 
they  possess  (to  use  an  Oriental  expression)  rooms  full  of  money,  they  are 
loth  to  extract  one  farthing  from  their  treasures  for  their  daily  expenditure. 
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About  ten  a.m.  the  effendi  orders  his  horse,  and  followed  by  his  pipe*beBrer» 
ivho  is  equally  well  mounted,  takes  a  sedate  ride  in  the  environs  of  the  town. 
On  Saturdays,  in  lieu  of  riding,  he  goes  to  the  bath ;  but  in  either  case  he  is 
pretty  punctual  as  to  the  hour  of  his  return.  On  reaching  home,  more  pipes 
and  coffee  are  produced,  and  he  affixes  his  seal  (for  a  Turk  never  signs  nis 
name)  to  the  various  business  letters  that  his  secretary  has  prepared,  ready  for 
despatching.  The  cry  from  the  minaret  now  warns  him  that  it  is  the  hour 
for  mid-<iay  prayer.  Washing  his  hands,  face,  and  feet,  he  proceeds  to  the 
jami  (mosque),  where  he  remains  till  it  is  time  to  breakfast ;  and  when  the 
breakmst  is  served,  he  goes  through  the  forms  of  ablution  again.  Afler  his 
meals,  he  is  required  to  wash  once  more. 

I  may  here  remark^  for  the  guidance  of  strangers,  that  there  is  nothing  a 
Turk  considers  more  degrading  than  the  want  of  this  scrupulous  cleanliness  in 
Europeans ;  and  considering  the  climate,  and  the  wisdom  of  doing  in  Rome  as 
Rome  does  (apart  from  all  other  arguments),  travellers,  although  seldom 
obliged  to  use  their  fingers  as  Turks  do  at  their  meals,  ought  strictly  to  adhere 
to  this  custom  whilst  amongst  Orientals. 

The  effendi,  afler  his  breakfast,  wliich  is  generally  a  very  good  one,  and  is 
prepared  by  the  careful  hands  of  the  fair  ladies  of  the  harem,  retires  into  his 
seraglio  for  a  couple  of  hours*  siesta,  during  the  heat  of  the  day.  In  this 
interval,  if  a  pasha,  or  a  bosom  friend,  or  the  devil  himself  were  to  appear, 
and  ask  of  the  servants  to  see  their  master  immediately,  they  would  reply  that 
he  was  asleep  in  the  harem,  and  that  it  was  as  much  as  their  heads  were  worth 
to  disturb  him. 

At  about  two  P.M.  the  effendi  is  again  visible.  He  then  occupies  his  time  in 
playing  drafb,  or  reading  a  Turkish  newspaper.  At  four  he  goes  once  more 
to  the  mosque,  and  thence  proceeds  to  the  secluded  garden,  on  the  banks  of 
the  Orontes.  Here  several  other  effendis  are  sure  to  meet  him,  for  it  is  their 
usual  evening  rendezvous.  Carpets  are  spread ;  baskets  of  cucumbers  and 
bottles  of  spirit  produced ;  and  they,  drink  brandy,  and  nibble  cucumbers,  till 
nigh  upon  sundown.  Sometimes  cachouks,  or  dancing-boys,  dressed  up  in 
gaudy  tinsel-work,  and  musicians,  are  introduced  for  the  entertainment  of  the 
party.  By  nightfall,  every  individual  has  finished  his  two—some,  more — bot- 
tles of  strong  aqua  v'Uob,  and  they  return  homewards,  and  dine — and  dine 
heartily.  Coffee  is  then  introduced,  but  nothing  stronger— as  they  never 
drink  spirit  or  wine  after  their  evening  meals.  The  nine  o'clock  summons  to 
prayer  resounds  from  the  minaret,  and  nine  minutes  after  that  the  effendi  is 
nist  asleep,  and  nothing  under  an  earthquake  would  bring  him  forth  from  the 
liarem  again,  till  he  rises  simultaneously  with  the  sun  next  dav. 

It  may  be  safely  stated  that  the  whole  of  the  wealth  yielded  by  the  rich 
and  fertile  soil  of  Antioch,  and  the  villages  under  its  jurisdiction,  is  divided 
between  its  ayans  and  effendis.  Tlie  chief  among  these,  Musoud  Efffendi,  is 
said  to  possess  upwards  of  one  hundred  mulberry  plantations,  which,  in  silk 
alone,  yield  him  a  revenue  of  about  fifteen  thousand  pounds  per  annum. 
Hadgi  ilallf  Aga  ranks  next  to  Musoud  Effendi.  He  is  descended  from  a 
renegade  Jew,  and  possesses  all  the  natural  cunning  of  his  ancestors,  by  which 
be  has  greatly  augmented  the  influence  and  power  arising  from  his  social 
interest  and  position. 

**  Aotioch,"  Mr.  Neale  tays  further  on,  <'  is  beyond  dispute  the  cheapest 
place"  (and  one  of  the  most  beautiful,  he  might  have  added)  "  in  die 
world,  as  well  as  one  of  the  healthiest ;  and  were  it  not  for  the  little 
ragged  boys,  who  rush  at  every  stranger  and  throw  stones  at  his  door, 
annoying  you  in  every  possible  way  (this  was  a  thing  unknown  in 
Ibrahim  Padia*s  time),  I  should  prefer  it»  as  a  place  of  residence,  to  any 
spot  I  have  visited  in  Europe^  Asia,  Africa,  or  Amerioa.*' 

My  house  was  of  perfectly  new  construction,  well  planted,  and  well  situated. 
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and  proof  against  water  as  well  as  wind.  I  had  fonr  rooms— a  8itting-room> 
a  dinin^room,  a  bedroom,  and  a  dressing-room.  I  had  a  walled  enclosure  of 
about  eighty  feet  square,  where  roses  and  geraniums  vied  in  beauty  with  jessa* 
mines  and  lilies.  There  was  also  a  poultry-}'ard,  a  pigeon-house,  stables  for 
three  horses,  a  store-house,  a  kitchen,  and  a  servants*  room.  I  had  in  the 
garden  a  grape-vine  (muskatel),  a  pomegranate-tree,  a  peach-tree,  a  plum-tree, 
an  apricot,  and  a  China  quince ;  and,  in  addition  to  all  these,  a  fountain  per- 
petually jetting  up  water,  and  a  well,  and  a  bathing-room.  For  all  this  accom- 
modation I  paid  three  hundred  and  6fty  piastres — about  three  pounds  sterling 
—and  this  was  a  higher  rent  than  would  be  paid  by  any  native.  Of  course  the 
house  was  unfurnished,  but  furniture  in  the  East  is  seldom  on  a  grand  scale — ^a 
divan,  half  a  dozen  cliairs,  a  bedstead,  a  mattress,  a  looking-glass,  a  table  or 
two,  and  half  a  dozen  pipes,  and  narghilies,  are  all  one  requires.  Servants 
cost  about  three  pounos  a  head  per  annum.  Seven  and  a  half  pounds  of  good 
mutton  may  be  had  for  a  shilling.  Fowls — and  fat  ones  too — twopence  each. 
Fish  is  sold  by  the  weight — thirteen  rotolos  for  a  beshlik,  or  about  seventy 
pounds  weiglit  for  a  shilling.  Eels — the  very  best  flavoured  in  the  world — 
three  halfpence  each.  As  for  vegetables,  whether  cabbages,  lettuces,  des 
aiperges,  celery,  watercresses,  parsley,  beans,  peas,  radishes,  turnips,  carrots, 
cauliflowers,  and  onions,  a  pennyworth  would  last  a  man  a  week.  Fruit  is 
sold  at  the  same  rates ;  and  grapes  cost  about  five  shillings  the  horseload. 
Game  is  also  abundant  Dri^  fruits  and  nuts  can  be  obtained  in  winter.  In 
fact,  living  as  well  as  one  could  wish,  I  found  it  impossible — ^house-rent,  ser- 
vants, horses,  board,  washing,  and  wine  included — to  exceed  the  expenditure 
of  forty  pounds  per  annum. 

If  Europeans  of  moderate  means,  and  especially  with  consumptive 
children,  were  to  make  Antioch  their  occasional  home,  many  existing 
evils  would  gradually  disappear,  and  the  luxuries  of  Europe,  society,  books, 
and  a  place  of  worship,  would  gradually  spring  up.  Unfortunately,  the 
Englisn  agent  in  Antioch  is  worse  than  a  nultity.  The  consequence  is, 
that  the  few  English  resident  in  this  part  of  Syria  abide  some  fifteen 
miles  ofl^  near  the  sea-side,  in  the  beautiful  valley  of  Suwaidiyab,  or 
Seleuda  Pieria,  where  the  Barkers  have  their  winter  and  summer  resi- 
dence; and  Mr.  Neale  pays  a  handsome  and  well-merited  tribute  to  the 
virtues,  the  philanthropy,  and  the  hospitality  of  the  late  head  of  the 
bmily.  Here  also  Dr.  Holt  Yates,  another  phihmthropist  and  a  distin- 
guished traveller  and  physician,  has  lately  erected  a  handsome  residence. 
Sirs.  Barker  having  educated  many  of  the  Christian  girls  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, European  feelings  are  gradually  creeping  into  the  native  so- 
ciety, as  may  be  particularly  seen  at  the  house  of  Muxi  Elias  Abdil- 
masiab— the  chief  of  the  native  rendents ;  and  Mr.  Neale  adds,  the  only 
native  eendenian  in  all  Syria  in  his  principles  and  conduct. 

Mr.  I^eale  gives  a  detailed  account  of  the  late  fiinatical  outbreak  at 
Aleppo,  but  without  throwing  much  light  upon  its  real  origin.  ^  It 
was,"  he  says,  *'  no  mere  love  of  plunder  or  violence  that  incited  the  wild 
people  of  the  desert  to  this  atrocious  act.  There  had  long  been  a  sup- 
preaBcd  rancour  in  their  breasts,  which  only  wanted  a  spark  to  kindle  into 
flames.  I  roally  belieye  tha;t  they  were  led  on  and  seoetly  encouraged 
in  their  heinous  outbreak  by  the  cunning  old  chief*  Abdallah  Bay,  who 
for  many  years  acted  as  a  rebel,  and  was  at  one  time  openly  condemned 
as  sucL  Yet  he  was  permitted  to  remaui  governor  of  Aleppo,  beca;use 
the  Porte,  in  its  feebleness,  had  not  the  means  or  authority  to  bring  him 
to  IMX  account  for  his  oft-repeated  atrocities." 

In  respect  to  matters  of  geography,  our  author  pays  as  little  regard  to 
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correct  iDformation  as  fae  does  in  matters  of  aivhsologj.  On  kia  wnr 
from  Aleppo  to  Alexandretta,  he  calls  the  plain  of  Umk  (ancient  Imma), 
Amuk,  and  its  chief  river,  the  Afrin^  he  sajs  joms  the  Orontes  between 
the  towns  of  Horns  and  Hamar.  These  are  misprints  for  Hums  and 
Hamah,  towns  situated  &r  up  the  vale  of  Cslosyria.  The  fact  is,  that 
the  Afirin  empties  itself  into  the  Lake  of  Antioca  on  the  plain  of  Umk 
or  Amuk. 

With  Akzandxetia — ihe  great  feeos  of  malaria — Mr.  Neale  is  exceed- 
ingly intimate,  haTing  resided  there  (his  brother  being  the  resident  con* 
sul)  for  a  considerable  thne.  The  pretty  consular  residence  built  by- 
Mr.  Hayes  was,  it  appears,  burnt  by  the  Egyptians  at  the  time  when  they 
were  forced  to  evacuate  Syria;,  while  the  great  drain  cut  by  Martinelli, 
under  Ibrahim  Pasha's  auspices,  is  now  choked  up,  and  the  place  in  con- 
sequence is  as  unhealthy  as  ever.  Winter  at  Alexandretta  presents  a  few 
pecuHaiities  worthy  of  reootd : 

I  found  wild  ducks,  geese,  snipe,  swans,  and  water-fowl  of  every  descripdon 
were  plentiful  at  Scanderooo.  We  used  to  have  an  occasional  shot  from  the 
windows  of  the  house,  and  once  or  twice  picked  up  a  stray  woodcock,  but  the 
heavy  rain  made  it  anything  but  inviting  to  follow  up  sporting  to  any  extent. 
Ague,  from  which  I  had  never  then  been  a  sufferer,  hung  in  terromm  over  my 
head ;  besides  which,  I  never  lacked  game  for  eating,  during  the  whole  of  the 
winter,  as  the  peasants  in  the  surrounding  villages  plentifully  supplied  us 
with  it  daily.  This  was  peculiarly  fortunate,  as  no  meat  was  procurable, 
owing  to  the  fast,  and  the  villanous  jackals  had,  despite  eveiy  precaution,  so 
thinned  the  ponltry-yard  in  their  nocturnal  visitations,  that  we  were  compelled 
to  be  chary  of  such  of  our  stock  as  remained. 

The  more  frightful  the  weather  at  night*  the  more  it  snowed,  and  hailed,  and 
blew,  and  the  more  terrific  the  thunder  and  lightning,  the  more  plentiful  and 
mischieTOUS  were  the  jackals  ;  indeed,  they  certainly  prefer  stormy  weatiier 
for  their  exploits,  mingling  their  dismal  yells  with  the  uproar  of  the  elements. 
Now  a  detachment  close  under  our  windows  would  give  a  sudden  yell  to  a 
more  distant  party,  which  would  bear  it  on  to  a  third,  employed  in  a  still 
more  remote  quarter,  and  then,  for  the  space  of  five  minutes,  an  inceasant 
yelling  would  be  kept  up,  mingled  with  the  deep  baying  of  the  village  dog^i, 
which  were  as  great  thieves  among  the  poultry  as  the  jackals  thems^ea. 
After  this,  a  deep  silence  would  ensue,  which  indicated  the  approach  of  mischief 
and  soon  a  violent  cackling  and  screeching  gave  notice  that  the  Philistines 
were  at  work.  One  Christmas  Eve  we  rushed  out  to  the  rescue,  and  succeeded 
in  recapturing  five  geese  and  an  old  turkey-cock,  which  these  inveterate  rogues 
had  slung  over  their  backs,  and  werequietly  trotting  off  with.  Though  they  had 
to  scale  a  wall  some  four  feet  high,  they  used  to  raanace  to  cany  heavy  bnr^ 
dens  with  them,  and,  once  over,  the  paddling  of  their  reet  in  the  nnurshes  an* 
nounced  as  orderly  a  retreat  as  the  best  dragoons  could  effect.  When  the 
moon  enabled  us  to  pick  them  out  in  this  spot,  they  on  some  occasions  lost 
the  number  of  tlieir  mess,  though  I  really  believe  that  at  times  they  were  in 
detachments  of  no  less  than  from  eighty  to  a  hundred  strong.  Jackals  and 
dogs  by  night,  and  the  interminable  croaking  of  millions  of  frogs  by  day,  are 
an  astounding  state  of  things  to  a  new  comer ;  but  time  and  habit  make  these 
matters  of  course,  and  I  soon  began  to  regard  them  as  little  as  a  nathre. 

^  If  Alexandretta  were  properly  drained,  it  would  on  many  accounts  (be- 
sides its  being  one  of  the  best  harbours  on  the  coast  of  Syria)  be  a  plea- 
sant and  cheap  place  of  residence,  although  we  should  always  give  the 
preference  to  myas : 

Tlie  villages  in  the  vidnity  of  Scanderoon  supply  the  basaars  plentifully 
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with  vegetables  and  fruit  in  the  season.  The  vegetables  produced  are  beans 
of  various  sorts,  cucumbers,  turnips,  turnip-radishes,  pumpkins,  the  love-apple, 
or  Tomatta  spinach,  the  bamiah,  a  vegetable  common  in  India,  and  the  bacbn- 
jam,  likewise  of  Indian  origin,  and  known  also  in  the  south  of  France.  The 
fruit  consists  of  apples,  pears,  peaches,  pomegranates,  apricots,  melons,  and 
grapes ;  all,  however,  of  a  very  inferior  quality,  except  the  grapes.  Of  these 
latter  they  make  black  and  red  wines  for  home  consumption,  and  some  of  the 
wine  IS  really  good.  The  natives  boil  their  grapes  in  the  process,  which 
makes  their  wines  sweet  and  heady,  and  most  unpalatable  to  Europeans.  The 
sea  supplies  excellent  red  mullets,  and  several  other  fish,  including  at  times 
sardines  and  tonnies ;  but  I  never  saw  any  species  of  shell-fish.  Living  is 
certainly  cheap ;  as  the  following  brief  table  may  show :  s,  d. 
A  loaf  of  bread  .  .  .02 

Fresh  butter, the  oke  of  2 lbs.  II  oz.  .    0    2^ 

Fowh,  each  .  .    0    2J 

Mutton,  per  rototo,  5}  lbs.  .        .10 

Rioe  „  „  .  .0    7^ 

Fish  „  f»      •  ..04 

And  so  on,  in  proportion,  with  evervthing  else.  As  regards  fresh  milk  and 
butter,  Scanderoon  is  better  supplied  than  any  other  part  of  Syria,  which  is 
strange,  considering  the  scanty  pasturage  the  cows  have  to  subsist  upon. 

Mr.  Neale  is  happy  in  supposing  the  Sak&l  tutan,  or  so-called  Jooas's- 
fnllarB  to  have  been  raised  perhaps  by  Alexander  after  his  victory  over 
Darius. 

In  AuutDortk*i  Magazi$ief  voL  5,  p.  516,  the  following*  passage  will  be 
found  on  Haia  subject : — ^*  This  (Jonas's  pilLus)  is  the  ^t  at  which  Alex- 
ander had  arrived  in  his  nuurch  onwards  from  Issus,  when  he  learnt  that 
Daiina  had  crossed  the  Amanus,  and  descended  into  the  plain  of  Cilicia  in 
Us  rear.  Alexander's  anival  at  this  pointy  and  the  passage  of  the  Per- 
sian army  across  Amanns,  happened  on  the  same  night,  as  we  learn  from 
Qnintna  Curtios  and  from  Plutarch,  who  call  it  the  Pass  of  Syria;  and  it 
was  probably  in  commemoration  of  this  fact,  and  of  the  great  victory  ob- 
tained on  the  plain  of  Pinaros,  that  this  triumphal  gateway  was  erected." 

A  eurions  aocount  is  given  of  Kutchuk  AJi  Uglu  and  Mnstuk  Bay, 
predatory  chieftains  at  mat  noost  beautiful  spot,  Bayas  (ancient  Baiss; ; 
the  environs  of  Alexandretta;  a  residence  in  Bailan,  a  town  in  the  moon- 
tains  in  the  pass  into  Syria ;  and  rural  life  in  the  mountains,  are  also  well 
and  interestingly  depicted;  and  the  work  concludes  with  some  account  o£ 
Tarsus,  which  is  called  in  mistake  a  city  of  Silesia ;  of  Marsina,  whoie 
the  most  prominent  building  on  one  of  toe  prettiest  capes  is  the  property 
of  Mir.  William  B.  Barker;  of  Adana,  where  under  the  Turks  fanaticisni 
and  b%otiy  appear  onee  more  to  flourish  rampant ;  and  of  Cyprus,  with 
an  appropriate  romance. 
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A  TRATELLSR'b  8TOBT. 

In  Two  Pasts.  —  Part  L 

The  dawn  of  a  fine  October  morning,  in  1817,  was  just  breaking 
when  the  Paris  diligence  of  Messrs.  Lafitte  and  Co.  took  the  opportunity 
of  breaking  also.  That  of  the  former,  howeyer,  was  as  glorious  as  ihat 
of  the  latter  was  disastrous.  I  had  been  rambling  during  the  summer 
months  through  that  most  interesting  country ;  the  yolcanic  district  of 
Auyergne  had  layed  both  my  inward  and  my  outward  man  in  most  of  the 
celebrated  waters  which  abound  in  that  neighbourhood,  and  was  on  my 
return  to  Paris,  where  I  expected  to  find  the  friends  with  whom  I  had 
travelled  from  England,  and  hoped  to  travel  back  again.  It  was  then 
with  a  light  heart  that  I  had,  on  the  preceding  evening,  jumped  into  the 
coupee  of  the  luckless  vehicle  at  the  little  town  of  Gann&t^  congratulating 
myself,  firstly,  on  my  good  luck  in  finding  a  vacant  place  at  all,  and 
secondly,  on  that  place  being  in  the  coupee,  and  lastly,  and  most  espe- 
cially, on  there  being  only  one  other  passenger  therein,  whereby,  as  all 
travellers  by  diligence  are  aware,  I  was  spared  the  uncomfortable  task  of 
performing  bodkin  all  the  way  to  Paris,  and  could  take  mine  ease  in  mine 
own  comer.  When  all  prudential  arrangements  for  the  night,  such  as 
air  cushion  disposed  at  back,  and  cloak  drawn  over  knees,  were  duly 
made,  I  began  to  take  a  survey  of  my  fellow-traveller,  who  had  greeted 
me  on  my  entrance  with  much  civility,  but  the  light  did  not  enable  me 
to  do  more  than  perceive  that  he  was  a  venerable-looking  old  gentleman, 
whose  white  locks  escaped  from  under  his  travelling  cap,  and  descended 
on  his  shoulders  in  great  profusion.  His  manners,  however,  were  so 
courteous  and  dignified,  that  I,  at  once,  reoogpiised  in  him  a  specimen  of 
that  now  well-nigh  obsolete  race  the  ancienne  fwblesse,  Aner  sundry 
inquiries  and  observaUons  on  the  coimtry  through  which  we  were  tra- 
velling, and  divers  speculations  as  to  the  period  at  which  our  journey 
might  possibly  end,  my  fellow-  traveller  turned  to  the  topic  of  the  battle 
of  Waterloo,  then  a  recent  event  ^'  Now,"  thought  I,  '*  for  a  quarrel." 
But  no ;  though  he  felt  for  the  tarnished  glory  of  the  French  arms,  he 
felt  yet  more  for  the  old  family,  and  bore  me  no  ill-will  for  being  one  of 
that  nation  by  whose  efforts  they  had  been  restored,  and  the  Corsican 
usurper  expelled.  From  these  he  reverted  to  the"j?ood  old  days"  of 
Louis  XV.,  to  whose  body  of  Gardes  du  Corps  he  had  formerly,  it  seemed, 
had  the  honour  of  belonging,  related  many  anecdotes  of  that  period,  and 
was  especially  prosy  about  the  ceremonies  observed  at  the  court  of  that 
dissolute  and  Inen-aime  monarch.  It  was  during  a  long  story  of  this  sort 
ihat  I  fell  into  a  sound  sleep,  from  which  I  was  awakened  by  a  loud 
crash,  a  pretty  considerable  thump  on  the  head,  and  a  heavy  weight 

fresnng  on  my  chest,  for  all  which  phenomena,  though  startling  at  fint, 
was  quickly  able  satis&ctorily  to  account  The  crash  was  caused  by 
the  ponderous  diligence  coming  into  sudden  and  violent  collision  with 
the  ground ;  the  thump  by  the  same  sort  of  rude  contact  between  my 
head  and  the  roof  thereof;  whilst  the  weight  which  I  felt  so  oppressive 
was  the  body  of  my  fellow-traveller,  lying  upon  me  in  a  state  of  com- 

fete  insensibility,  and  bleeding  profusely.     Freeing  myself  as  gently  as 
oonld  from  the  apparently  lifeless  mass,  I  managed  to  get  the  window 
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down,  and  creep  throagh  the  somewhat-narrow  apertare,  when  the  cause 
and  full  extent  of  the  accident  was  intellig^hle  enough.  The  iron  arm  of 
the  axle  of  the  near  hind  wheel  had  hroken  off  short,  and  such  was  the 
weight  of  luggage  and  packages  of  all  kinds  and  descriptions  stowed 
away  on  the  roof,  that,  going,  as  I  understand  we  were,  at^  for  a  French 
diligence  in  those  days,  a  rapid  pace,  the  shock  had  been  sufficient  to 
completely  capsize  us.  Sudden  and  severe,  however,  as  ihe  shock  had 
been,  the  lives  and  limhs  of  the  passengers  had  escaped  without  loss  or 
material  damage  ;  those  in  the  interior  being  too  closely  packed  for  any 
very  violent  collision  with  each  other,  and  the  three  individuals  in  ihe 
cabriolet,  of  whom  the  conducteur  was  one,  being  pitched  clean,  I  do  not 
mean  any  reference  to  their  persons,  but  to  their  mode  of  projection,  into 
a  ploughed  field  by  the  road-side,  where  they  lay  sprawling,  and  sacriingj 
and  tnondieuingj  in  the  most  piteous  ana  guttural  tones  ima^nable, 
though  none  appeared  to  have  sufficient  excuse  for  the  unearthly  noises 
he  made  from  any  actual  hurt  he  had  sustained.  I  was,  however,  too 
anxious  to  affi>rd  help  to  my  companion  in  the  coupiCy  to  ascertain  very 
minutely  their  condition,  even  had  I  been  able  to  obtain  an  answer  to  my 
inquiries,  where  all  insisted  on  talking  at  once  and  at  the  top  of  their 
voices,  and  in  a  tone  and  with  a  vehemence  which,  in  any  other  country, 
would  have  seemed  a  prelude  to  nothing  short  of  a  battle  royal.  Seeing, 
however,  a  peasant,  en  blouse^  standing  hard  by,  leamng  on  his  spade, 
and  looking  quietly  on,  I  concluded  he  was  not  one  of  the  passengers, 
and  might  consequently  be  of  some  use.  Accordingly  I  hailed  him,  and 
after  some  irresolute  gestures,  he  came  up  to  me,  when  I  explained, 
rather  by  dragging  him  to  the  door  of  the  carriage  than  by  any  verbal 
communications,  which  would  probably  have  failed,  for  what  purpose  I 
wanted  his  assistance.  Having  opened  the  door  of  the  carriage,  I  looked 
in.  There  lay  my  unfortunate  companion,  "  his  silver  skin  laced  with 
his  golden  blood,*'  still  insensible  and  somewhat  cramped,  it  is  true,  but 
not  in  so  uncomfortable  a  position  as  might,  under  the  circumstances, 
have  been  expected,  seeing  tnat  I  bad  propped  him  up  as  well  as  I  could, 
before  I  made  my  own  exit,  with  my  air  cushion  and-  that  of  the  seat  he 
had  occupied,  fieing  a  tall  and  heavy  man,  to  get  him  righted  and  out 
was  a  work  of  no  small  difficulty ;  however,  our  united  efforts  were  at 
last  successful,  and  the  poor  sufferer  was  laid  on  the  turf  by  the  road- 
side, on  a  couch  formed  of  cushions,  great  coats,  &c.,  &c. 

My  assistant^  who,  I  must  say,  now  exhibited  all  the  alacrity  I  could 
wish,  and  more  handiness  than  I  had  expected  from  him,  ran  for  water, 
whilst  I  proceeded  to  examine  my  unlucky  firiend's  wounds.  He  ex- 
hibited an  ugly  gash  on  the  head,  from  which  had  flowed  the  stream  of 
blood  which  had  so  disfigured  his  venerable  locks.  His  left  shoulder,  too, 
I  found  was  dislocated.  By  the  plentiful  application  of  cold  water  to  his 
head  and  temples,  and  of  some  hartshorn,  which  I  happened  to  have  about 
me,  to  his  nostrils,  I  at  length  succeeded  in  restonng  him  to  conscious- 
ness, of  which  the  first  symptom  he  gave  was  to  glare  upon  me  with  an 
expression  of  terror  and  alarm,  and  exclaiming,  in  accents  of  deep  despair, 
**  Hah  I  blood ! — more  blood !"  He  uttered  a  piercing  shriek,  and  again 
relapsed  into  syncope.  Thus  assured,  however,  that  he  still  lived,  ihe 
present  moment  seemed  so  favourable  for  the  reduction  of  the  dislocated 
limb,  that  I  set  to  work  forthwith,  and,  with  the  assistance  of  my  friendly 
paysan^  quickly  divested  him  of  his  coat,  and  having  placed  him  in  a 
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proper  position,  inetaatly  slipped  the  joint  into  the  socket,  and  bound  it 
irith  my  neckdoth.  The  snap  recalled  him  to  sense,  and  by  the  help  of 
a  little  brandy  from  my  travelling  flask,  he  was  completely  restcmd. 
Still  he  smveyed  me  with  a  terrified  look,  for  which  I  could  not  well  ae- 
ooont,  until  1  discovered  that  my  fyuoe  and  dress  were  stained  with  Ihe 
Uood  which  had  flowed  £rom  his  wound  whilst  he  lay  upon  me  in  the  car- 
nage. I  hastened  to  remove  what  I  conceived  to  be  the  cause  of  ins 
anxious  looks,  by  assuring  him  I  had  received  no  injury  idiatever  except 
ft  slight  contusion  not  worth  mentioning,  and  that  the  blood,  which  I 
washed  off  in  his  presence,  was  his  own.  The  next  consideration  was— 
what  was  to  be  done  ?  To  stay  where  we  were  was  out  of  die  question ; 
no  sort  of  public  conveyance  would  pass  that  way  en  route  to  Paris  until 
&e  second  morning  at  the  same  hoar.  My  companion's  wound  required 
dressing,  and  I  wanted  my  breakfast,  for  the  sharp  m  of  the  morning  had 
10  quickened  my  appetite,  that  the  thoughts  of  my  disaster  were  hat 
fading  before  the  vision  of  cafe  au  lait  and  a  b^iek.  The  realisation  of 
tins  pleasing  prospect  became  the  more  probable  when  I  learnt  that  we 
were  not  more  than  a  short  league  from  the  town  of  Moulins,  whither  I 
instantly  despatched  my  trusty  paysaUy  whose  fiicnltaes  and  movements 
were  much  quickened  by  the  promise  of  a  five-franc  piece  when  he  re- 
turned with  some  sort  of  vehicle  to  convey  us  into  the  town.  During  hb 
absence,  which  lasted  two  mortal  hours,  I  had  abundant  time  to  consider 
and  contemplate  the  person  and  demeanour  of  the  individuals  whom 
chance  had  thus  thrown  in  my  way,  and,  as  it  were,  upon  my  charity. 
The  former  still  exhibited  sufficient  traces  of  manly  beauty  to  enow  that, 
in  his  youth,  he  had  been  strikingly  handsome,  whilst  the  latter  spoke  the 
accomplished  and  high-bred  gentleman  in  the  truest  and  least  hacknied 
acceptation  of  the  word.  Being  now  perfectly  himself  again,  he  listened 
with  much  interest  to  soch  account  of  our  accident  as  I  was  able  to  give, 
and,  ascertaining  from  his  bandaged  head  and  shoulder  ^e  nature  and 
extent  of  my  services  to  him,  his  gratitude  was  expressed  in  the  warmest 
terms. 

*M  am  the  last  of  an  ancient  house,**  said  he,  ^^and  but  for  you 
should  have  died  on  the  road  like  a  dog.  I  am  the  Marquis  de  Marigny, 
pray  tell  me  to  whom  I  am  under  so  much  obligation." 

"  Why,  sir,"  said  I,  "  my  name  is  D ,  by  profession  a  physidan, 

and,  at  a  pinch,  a  tolerable  surgeon,  and  I  never  so  congratulated  myself 
on  my  slender  knowledge  of  tms  branch  of  the  healing  ait  as  on  the  pre- 
sent occasion." 

Further  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the  arrival  of  the  /Miyson  with 
a  sort  of  rickety  cabriolet,  drawn  by  so  small  a  horse,  decorated  with  so 
large  a  collar,  and  covered  with  sucn  a  profiinon  of  trappings,  that,  until 
he  drew  up  beside  us,  and  I  could  deariy  distinguish  the  animal's  four 
legs,  I  was  not  quite  sure  that  the  vehicle  did  not  progress  by  some  loco- 
motive power  of  its  own. 

Having  roused  the  eondueteuTy  whom  we  found  fost  asleep  amidst  a 
pile  of  diiBorgamsed  packages,  we  sdected  our  respective  baggage,  and, 
having  secured  it  as  well  as  we  could  on  and  about  the  cabriolet,  I  took 
an  affectionate  leave  of  tiie  good  paysan,  and,  mounting  by  the  side  of 
my  venerable  companion,  handled  the  ribbons  and  started.  Our  diminu- 
tive steed,  however,  required  no  great  skill  incoadunanship,  nor  any  per- 
suasion to  get  home  again  as  qniddy  as  the  weight  behmd  him  would 
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peimity  so  that  we  sooo  armed  at  the  town  where,  our  aniTal  heing 
expected,  we  foiixid  mine  host  of  the  H6tel  d'Allier  and  his  domeg' 
Uques  on  the  alert;  and,  by  the  time  I  had  made  a  hasty  toilet,  a 
good  break&st^  to  which  I  did  ample  justice,  was  on  the  table.  Our 
meal  being  ended,  and  my  companion  compUdniog  of  a  good  deal  of  pain, 
I  Bet  Ibrth  in  searoh  <3i  an  apothecary's  shop^  ^ere  I  procured  the  neces- 
nry  materials;  and  his  hurts  having  been  properly  dressed  and  bandaged, 
I  advised  him  to  go  to  bed  and  sedc  the  repose  ne  so  mnch  needed  till 
dinnertime.  In  the  mean  time  I  amused  myself  by  writing  some  letters 
and  in  strolling  through  and  about  the  environs  of  this  neat  and  lively 
town,  whidi  the  pen  of  Sterne  has  roidered  daasic  ground.  The  evening 
was  spent  in  my  firiend*s  bedroom,  as  he  was  not  well  enough  to  join  ihe 
party  in  ihe  saUm,  Nevertheless  he  was  in  good  sfnrits,  and  yerj  com- 
municative ;  informed  me  that  he  was  the  younger  son  of  a  noble  family 
in  Danphiny,  but  that  by  the  death  of  his  elder  brother,  many  years  since, 
iie  had  socoeeded  to  tibe  title  and  £Eunily  estate,  to  which  he  had  been  pay- 
ing a  £Mrewell  visit  when  I  joined  him  at  GannAt.  These  &mily  histories 
and  sundry  interesting  anecdotes  of  the  days  of  Louis  XV.  and  XVL  so 
animated  the  old  man,  that  I,  bearing  the  excitement  in  his  present  con- 
dition, thought  it  prudent  to  plead  fatigue  and  retire  to  rest. 

Beiore  we  parted,  however,  for  the  nig^t,  he  made  me  promise  dbuit  I 
would  not  desert  him  on  the  morrow  if  he  should  not  be  able  to  travel,  but 
that  I  would  aceoB^any  him  to  Paris,  and  take  up  my  quarters  with  him 
dnrb^  my  stay  in  that  eapfttaL  The  next  momtug  I  found  him,  though 
much  better,  yet  still  unfit  for  a  continuous  journey  of  any  length.  With 
the  assistance,  therelbre,  of  our  host,  we  engaged  a  voUuriar  who,  for  a 
oertain  sum,  agreed  to  take  us  to  Paris  by  such  easy  stages  as  we  might 
direct  and  find  agreeable.  To  describe  the  road  from  MouHns  to  Paris 
would  be  to  write  a  guide-book ;  suffice  it  to  say,  that  the  weather  was  de- 
lightful, and  my  companioD,  who  not  only  bote  the  journey  well,  but 
seemed  to  derive  both  health  and  spirits  from  this  easy  mode  t&  travelling, 
was  alic^ether  the  most  amusing  ciHnpanioa  I  had  ever  happened  to  meet 
with;  insomudi,  that  I  almost  registted,  when  we  pulled  up  at  the 
Barri^re  d'ltalie  on  entering  ^  gay  capital  of  France,  that  our  journey 
was  at  an  end.  We  airived  about  four  o'clock  p.m.,  and  drove  stnught 
to  the  Place  Beauveaa,  where,  without  Ins  order  to  the  driver  to  stop,  I 
diould  not  have  fiedled  to  pitch  upon  his  residence,  so  perfecdy  was  it  in 
keeping  with  tiie  appearance  and  diameter  of  its  venerable  owner.  There 
prevailed  throughout  the  same  air  of  antiquity ;  we  were  admitted  by  an 
ancient  porter  and  received  by  another  elderiy  d<Mnestic,  weU-nign  as 
venerable  and  aristocratic  in  his  appearance  as  the  master,  who  expressed 
in  afiectioDate,  yet  respectful  terms,  the  lively  satisfiMtion  he  felt  on  again 
beholdittg  his  cAer  marguisj  whose  arrival  he  had  been  ei^ectingfor  some 
days,  and  manifested  the  most  touching  anxiety  when  he  saw  the  traces, 
asDoL  heard  a  brief  account  of  the  accident  ivdiioh  had  befidlen  him.  My 
£riend,  having  most  courteously  and  cordially  welcomed  me  to  his  house, 
oonsigiied  me  to  the  care  of  Antoine,  as  this  ancient  serving  man  was 
called  and  by  whom  I  was  conducted  to  a  suite  of  ^^partraents,  au$eoande 
it  is  true,  but  most  comfortably  and  tastefully  furnished  in  the  Lods- 
Qnatorze  style  of  decoration.  The  walls  were  hung  with  tapestry,  re- 
lieved at  intervals  by  spkodid  minors  and  taUes  of  rare  marbles^  whilst 
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a  bed,  with  green  silk  hangiBgs,  worthy  o(  and  apparently  coeval  with, 
Anne  of  Austria  herself,  promised  me  a  night  of  luxurious  repose. 

Having,  with  Antoine^  assistance^  unpacked  and  arranged  my  ward- 
robe, I  proceeded  to  dress  for  dinner,  and  my  operations  were  scarcely 
concluded  ere  he  knocked  at  my  door  and  announced  that  it  was  servea. 
I  immediately  followed  him  downstairs  to  a  spacious  and  well-lighted 
salony  where  my  friend  awaited  me.  The  repast  to  which  we  sat  down 
gave  me  a  very  exalted  opinion  of  the  savoirfaire  of  my  friend's  chefi 
There  was  no  roMf,  no  plombowUn,  no  clumsy  attempt  at  imitation  <^ 
the  English  cuisine^  out  of  compliment  to  me;  all  was  IVench,  and  all 
was  perfect — the  soup  pure  and  restoring — the  cotellettes  magnifiquee^ 
and  the  vol  au  vent  superbe.  The  Champagne  waafrappS  to  the  minute, 
the  Chambertin  shed  its  bouquet,  and  the  Bordeaux  of  rare  quality.  Mine 
host  ate  and  drank  sparingly,  but  he  did  the  honours  of  hb  table  in  a 
manner  so  courteous,  yet  so  jovial  withal,  that  our  dinner  was  a  protracted 
one,  and  it  was  late  ere  we  retired  to  coffee  in  his  library,  an  oblong  room 
of  noble  dimensions,  and  so  furnished  that  it  would  have  been  called 
comfortable  even  in  England,  and  elegant  everywhere.  The  sides  were 
covered  with  bookcases,  whose  shelves  contuned  the  best  German, 
French,  and  Italian  authors,  and  a  much  larger  assortment  of  English 
works  than  is  usually  found  in  a  foreigner's  collection.  The  ends  were 
hung  with  some  choice  specimens  of  the  old  masters  and  one  or  two  of 
the  modem  French  school,  whilst  here  and  there  on  marble  tables,  or 
pedestals,  stood  some  exquisite  pieces  of  sculpture,  which  showed  to  the 
greatest  advantage  under  the  sofb  light  of  three  lamps  of  the  purest 
alabaster,  which  hung  suspended  from  the  ceiling ;  in  short,  the  aspiect  of 
the  whole  apartment  proclaimed  the  owner  to  be  a  roan  of  wealtl^  taste 
and  literature. 

Amongst  the  pictures,  I  observed  that  a  large  one,  which  hung  alone 
over  the  mantelpiece,  was  covered  by  a  black  crape  veil  or  curtain.  Thi% 
of  course,  excited  my  curiosity;  but  as  my  friend,  in  describing  the  others^ 
never  in  any  way  alluded  to  it,  I  felt  that  inquiry  was  impossible.  In 
iactj  he  always  contrived,  or  appeared  to  contrive,  to  divert  my  attention 
when  he  perceived  me  looking  m  that  direction. 

<<  You  see  sir,"  said  he,  '*  that  I  do  in  some  measure  cultivate  English 
literature.  I  have  read  the  works  of  most  of  your  best  writers,  and  flatter 
myself  that  I  can  almost  taste  and  appreciate  the  beauties  of  your  g^reat 
poet  Shaksneare.  I  have  seen,  too,  your  Siddons  ^ve  vitality  and  form 
to  the  sublime  conceptions  of  his  genius.  Her  Queen  Katharine  was 
noble,  her  Constance  touching,  and  her  Lady  Macbeth  terrible.  I  shall 
neveTy*  continued  he,  in  a  low  tone,  and  as  if  talking  to  himself,  ^^  never 
forget  it ;  it  recalled  too  vividly^**  and  here,  methought,  his  eye  glanced 
at  the  veiled  picture,  when,  suddenly  starting  up,  he  fetched  from  one  of 
the  shelves  the  volume  containing  that  play,  and  read  aloud  some  passages 
with  a  power  and  efifect  that  quite  surprised  me.  I  was  about  to  compli- 
ment him  on  the  correctness  of  his  conception  and  the  force  of  his  elocu- 
tion, but  he  waved  his  hand,  as  if  pained  by  the  images  produced  on  his 
mind  by  the  seene  he  had  just  read,  hastily  restored  the  book  to  its  shel^ 
and  turned  the  conversation  to  some  topic  of  the  day,  which,  with  other 
trivial  matter,  occupied  us  till  I  proposed  to  retire.  Shakinsp  my  hand 
warmly,  my  friend  jocularly  expressed  his  hope  that,  ^as  I  had  less  on 
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sny  coxMcienoe  than  Lady  Macbeth,  so  I  should  rest  better,"  and  we 
{Murted  for  the  night. 

Sleep,  however,  I  eotdd  not,  though  my  body  was  weary  and  my 
couch  soft.  My  mind  had  been  strongly  and  strangely  excited,  as  weu 
by  my  host's  impassioned  recital  of  Macbeth  as  by  the  crape-clad  pic- 
ture, and  I  could  not  help  fancying  that  there  was  some  mysterious  con* 
nezion  between  it  and  the  play.  Thus  I  lay  watching  the  flickering 
light  emitted  by  the  embers  of  my  wood-fire,  which  was  now  fast  dying 
away  on  the  hearth,  until  the  penduJe  on  the  chimney-piece  announced 
in  nlyer  tones  that  it  was  three  o'clock. 

'' I  can  endure  this  no  longer,''  exclaimed  I ;  "see  that  picture  I  must 
and  will.  Every  soul  in  the  house  is  now  buried  in  sleep;  why  should 
I  not  steal  down  to  the  libraiy  and  gratify  my  indomitable  curiosity? 
If  it  be  a  breach  of  hospitality,  it  is  surely  a  renial  one  ?  What  can 
the  old  gentleman  expect,  if  he  will  thus  tantalise  his  guests  ?" 

Whilst  I  thus  reasoned  with  myself,  I  was  busily  employed  in  wrap- 
png  my  rche  de  ehambre  about  my  person  and  in  lighting  my  candle, 
and  in  one  minute  I  stood  before  the  object  of  my  waking  dreams,  and 
in  another  the  light  was  raised  to  its  proper  level  and  the  crape  thrown 
back;  when,  instead  of  some  scene  of  blood,  which  my  heated  imagina- 
tion had  conjured  up,  there  stood  revealed  before  my  wondering  eyes 
the  portrait  of  one  of  the  loveliest  women  I  ever  beheld.  The  head,  set 
gnu^Bfully  on  exquisitely-turned  shoulders,  exhibited  a  countenance  in 
which  sweetness  and  intelligence  were  intimately  blended.  The  features, 
though  not  what  is  termed  regular,  were  most  harmonious,  and  gave  me 
a  clearer  idea  of  Lord  Byron's  "  the  mind,  the  music  breathing  from  her 
£ftoe,"  than  I  had  ever  had  before.  Her  dark  chestnut  hair,  parted  Ma- 
donnawise  on  her  pale  and  thoughtful  brow,  fell  in  rich  clusters  down  an 
ivory  neck,  and  finally  rested  on  a  bosom  "  firm  as  a  maiden's,  as  a  ma- 
tron's full."  But  it  was  the  eyes  which  chiefly  riveted  my  gaze.  Deep 
and  clear  as  one  of  Ruysdael's  lakes,  they  seemed  to  reflect  in  their  hmpid 
mirror  every  surrounding  object.  At  the  first  glance  their  expression 
was  that  of  softness ;  but  on  fixing  mine  upon  them  as  I  did,  in  all  the 
intensity  of  admiration,  they  seemed  gpradually  to  assume  so  stem  an 
aspect,  as  if  reproving  my  impertinent  curiosity,  that  I  fairly  quailed 
beneath  their  glance.  Whilst  I  thus  stood,  rooted  as  it  were  to  the 
spot,  and  lost  in  mingled  feelings  of  admiration  and  wonder,  not  un- 
mixed with  a  certain  sensation  of  awe,  a  hand  laid  gentiy  on  my  shoul- 
der caused  me  to  start  round,  and  I  beheld  my  friend  standing  beside 
me.  T  was  about  to  mutter  some  apology,  but  he  stopped  me,  saying, 
^*  It  was  my  fiiult,  I  do  not  blame  you.  I  ought  to  have  known  that 
that  veiled  picture  would  excite  your  curiosity,  and  I  ought  not  to  have 
brought  you  here  unless  I  was  prepared  to  g^ratify  it.  But  return  to 
bed,  and  to-morrow  you  shall  know  my  history  and  that  of  the  picture 
now  before  you.  I  neytir  -  yet  imparted  it  to  mortal  ear,  but  as  it  will 
interest,  ana  may  possibly  be  useful  to  you  in  after-life,  you  shall  have 
it,  as  some  return  for  the  services  you  have  rendered  me.  Good  night." 
So  saying  he  waved  his  hand  in  a  friendly  but  somewhat  authoritative 
manner,  and  I  betook  myself  to  my  apartment,  a  good  deal  abashed  and 
ashamed  of  my  adventure. 

It  was  late  the  next  morning  when  Antoine,  presenting  himself  at 
my  bedside,  broke  my  slumbers,  and  with  them  the  current  of  a  dream 
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df  wbich  tlie  pietare  aad  iAne  occorrenoes  of  the  past  nigkt  fonaed  the 
basis.  He  informed  me  he  had  just  dressed  his  master,  and  tendered  me 
Ae  like  serrice^  which,  however,  I  declined,  and  proceeded,  unaided  and 
alone,  to  dress  with  aH  expedition.  My  iiiend  received  me  in  the  saiamf 
where  we  had  dined  the  preceding  day,  witli  his  usoal  benignant  smile; 
but  it  was  easy  to  perceive  tfait  his  ni^t  had  not  beoi  passed  in  sleep. 
He  looked  ianguid  and  out  of  spirits,  and  our  hfeak£ut  was  a  somewbafr 
sOent  one.  When  it  was  over,  he  eat  awhile  lost  in  deep  diought,  bat  «fe 
lengdi,  as  if  by  sudden  effort,  he  arose  and  took  roe  by  the  aras,  saying, 
^'  Allons,  M.  D— — ,  let  us  adjourn  to  the  library,  whm  I  will  ubviden. 
ftxj  mind,  and  peffcnn  the  promise  of  last  n^nL" 

The  pieturo  was  still  uncovered,  and  we  were  no  aooaer  seated  than, 
as  if  feaxing  his  resblntian  migfat  give  way,  he  isomediat^  began tlm: 


In  the  year  1770  I  had,  as  I  have  already  inJonmed  yon,  the  ham 
of  belonging  to  lint  disttng^inshed  body  ^e  Gardes  du  Conps,  andtiiovgh 
my  dnty  re<|nred  my  almost  constant  presence  at  Veraailles,  1,  neverthe- 
lem,  had  a  lodging  in  this  home,  which  is  now  mine.     I  had  at  thait 
time  bnt  little  prospect  of  ever  possessing  a  house  of  my  own,  and  conU 
not  always  pay  ray  rent  for  ^tie  room  i  then  oeeupied  therain.     My 
family,  of  wnich  1  was  the  yonageet,  vras  rich,  bnt  I  vras  poor,  and 
haTe  often  gone  without  a  dinner,  because  I  had  not  wherewilihal  to  pqr 
iar  one.    I  fisfl  into  debts,  which  ipy  brother  promiaed,  some  6bj  or 
other,  to  pay ;  or  I  might,  peibaps,  get  a  liu  wife,  for  wie  men  o£ 
foshion,  wmlst  youlih  and  good  looks  lasted,  thonght  onrsdves  foiriy  en- 
titled to  use  the  folly  of  weakhy  old  dowagets  as  an  instrument  placed 
in  our  bands  by  Providence  to  enable  us  to  revenge  ourselves  on  Fortme 
for  her  crusty  in  making  us  younger  sons.     ^  Remembefv"  my  fother 
used  to  say  to  me,  **  that  tliere  is  nothing  on  which  our  good  or  ill-fiite 
in  life  80  much  depends  aa  on  women ;  we  are  in  their  hands ;  tliey 
manage  us  as  tbey  please ;  and  it  is  the  gentlest  and  the  meekest  who 
rule  us  the  most  elfectually.'*    I,  howev^,  led  a  gay  and  thoi^ghtless  life, 
and  never  troubled  myself  to  inquire  what  influence,  good  or  evil, 
women  might  have  on  my  futnro  m.     I  had  three  ocenpations  which 
todc  up  all  my  time — ^the  ordinary  roatine  of  duty  at  Yersailles ;  to  pay 
assiduous  court  to  the  Prince  de  Beauvean,  vrfao  honoured  me  with  hw 
patronage,  and  for  which  reason  I  chose  my  iodgingB  as  near  as  I  cooU 
to   bis  hotel;  and  last,    though  not    least,   tkere  was  Mademoiselle 
Zephirine,  premiere  danseuee  at  the  Theatre  Audinet.     You  sauJe,  Mr. 
P        ,  but  recollect  that  I  am  now  speaking  of  more  than  forty  yeaa 
ago.     Ab!  it  was  then  no  slight  affair  to  keep  a  mistresi,  I  assuo  yon; 
for,  tbougb  not  allowed  to  bear  one's  name,  she  was  to  be  openly  aeknow* 
lodged  and  as  openly  fought  for  when  thero  was  occasion.     I  had,  for 
instance,  to  call  out  an  ofl^er  in  the  Swiss  Guards,  for  presuming  to  aay 
that  Zephirine  had  foiled  in  one  of  her  fevourite  and  most  admired  pa$. 
The  Pnncess  de  Beauveau  knew  of  the  connexion,  and  did  not  disap- 
prove; so  I  practised  aH  the  fashionable  dances  of  the  day,  that  I  might 
qualify  myself  to  ^ppear  as  the  partner  of  Ze^irine  at  the  public  balls  in 
Paris  and  at  ihe  fetes  ehmmpetree  at  Versailles,  where  we  danced  on  the 
verdant  carpet  of  the  mossy  tuif.     2iephirine  had  aU  the  aocomplishaients 
and  tastes  that  take  the  fancy  of  a  sprig  of  feshion  of  that  period;  she 
fenced  and  rode  beautifiilhr;  loved  champagne  sappers,  and  doted  on  all 
the  costly  fineries  of  Mad[ame  Bertia's  eplmdid  ahow-raomu    la  shoKt»  I 
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xvnel  mjwM  vith  so  Ktde  thougkt  «nd  so  smch  plessve  that  I  bdbf^d 
BBjielf  to  lie  in  love,  and  was  quite  sure  thai  Mademoiselle  waa  m  wanalT 
attac^Md  to  ne;  mhexi^  one  etening,  abe  easne  into  my  room  here, — this 

Tery  room,  mjr  dear  ^.  D ^  were  we  a»  aow  siitbg,  still  atdsed  isa 

her  theatrieal  costume^  and  widi  the  stage-paint  not  yet  rubbed  off  hw 
pvetty  uice« 

<^  Cherafier,''  aaid  abe,  ^take  earn  of  yourad^  your  creditocs  aieaboot 
to  pounee  upon  you — yes,  to  arrest  you.  I  learnt  the  &ct  not  fife 
minutei  agonoos  an  attorney's  dark,  who  aMkea  love  io  my  miud,  and  I 
came  in  haste  to— ^*' 

^How  can  I  saffieiendy  thaak  yon,  dearest,"  said  I;  ^ and  so  for  me 
yott  brsTe  even  a  prison,  and ** 

^  Why,  not  ezaetly,"  replied  she.  *'  You  see.  Chevalier,  yoa  have  no 
longer  eitlier  cash  or  eredfC,  and  i  shodd  be  a  boxdMi  to  yoa.'' 

"Well?" 

"  Well,  at  first  I  had  tliosgfata  of  sharing  your  Men  fortunes,  but  a 
Monsieur  Edmond,  the  son  of  an  East  India  Dtreetor,  has  advised  me  to 
abandon  m  intention  and  aeoompany  him  to  England;  'twill  be  a  saving 
to  yoo,  and  we  are  goang  to  start  iaomediately ;  our  travelHiig-eaaiage 
waits.     Good'by,  my  dear  chefmlier, — am  revairP* 

Widi  that  she  made  a  piraueUej  and  in  three  bounds  vras  out  of  tJie 
room.  I  ran,  I  flew,  hot  Zephiriae  vras  too  nimble  for  me,  and  I  reached 
the  street  just  in  time  to  see  her  jvmp  lightly  into  the  carriage  of  the  rich 
Engfisbman,  and  diive  off  at  a  gaUop.  To  follow  them — to  overtake  the 
nmaher  and  fnee  lam  to  resign  his  prey,  was  my  first  impulse;  but,  alas! 
I  had  no  money,  nor  the  naeans  of  bomwing  any,  and  stood,  moreover, 
in  need  of  the  kind  mtervention  of  die  Prince  de  Beauveau  between  me 
and  my  importttnate  orediton.  There  was  nothing  for  it,  therefore,  hot 
to  digest  the  affixmt  as  weU  as  I  could.  When  my  mind  became  somewhat 
calmer,  and  I  had  pretty  well  got  over  the  jeers  of  my  acquaintanee,  I 
began  to  ask  mysdf  if  I  had  really  loved  Zepfairine,  and  if  there  had  not 
been  more  vanity  than  passion  in  all  the  follies  she  had  led  me  to  oom- 
mit  ?  The  response  was,  that  I  had  mot  been  in  love  with  her,  nor  she 
with  me.  We  bodi  k>ved  a  jolly,  rackety  life — that  was  all ;  she  was  too 
flighty  for  alfeetion,  and  I  too  disstpated  for  serious  attadmient.  Besides^ 
a  man  rarely  allovrs  his  whole  mind  and  thoughts  to  be  entirely  engrossed 
by  aoy  woman ;  he  courts  distraction  in  die  yariety  of  other  oeeupatioDS 
and  tastes ;  all  pursmts,  all  chsnnels  of  emf^yment,  are  open  to  him ; 
and  if  he  be  a  sMdier,  he  is  exposed  to  so  many  vicsasitodes  and  daagersy 
and  meete  widi  so  many  adventures,  that  all  the  passions  are  bnMght 
into  play,  and  each  in  its  turn  so  blunts  and  weakens  the  influenoe  of  the 
other  that  none  makes  any  durable  impression.  He  ahsndons,  vnthont 
scruple,  a  beloyed  mistress  for  a  vrealthy  urife,  and  q>eaks  of  it  openly 
widiout  shame  or  reserve,  wlulst  a  woman  would  bhish  at  the  hare  idea 
of  such  an  act.  Woman's  k)ve  lives  on  self-demal,  grows  by  aacrificfMi, 
and  expands  under  die  ptussaie  of  misfeitnne.  I  do  not  say  that  audi  is 
die  love  of  all  women,  but  it  is  of  that  dmsen  few  vnth  whose  feelings  it  is 
dangerous  to  trifle,  and  who  are  not  to  becast  off  with  impunity*  I  have 
dwdt  die  more  at  length  <»  my  connexion  with  Zephiiine^  because  her 
name  will  re-appear  in  the  course  of  the  history  of  my  first  real  lore* 
I  was,  however  (continued  M.  de  Marigny),  mora  cut  up  by  my  susfertune 
^haa  I  cared  to  confess,  and  had  thoughts  of  quittiag  my  lodgings  in  the 
Plaoe  Beanyeau,  and  rf  having  no  oiher  residenoe  than  the  honaeks  of 
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ihe  Gardes  da  Corps  at  Versailles^  when,  one  eTening,  at  about  eleven, 
o'clock^  as  I  was  returning  home,  pondering  over  the  urgent  importunities 
of  my  creditors,  and  mj  brother  s  slackness  in  carrying  into  effect  his 
promises  and  good  intentions  towards  me,  1  heard  piercine  shrieks  pro- 
ceeding from  the  very  place  whither  I  was  going,  and  nrom  the  spot 
where  it  is  crossed  by  a  narrow  street  which  leads  into  the  Champs 
Elys^es,  then,  neither  paved,  nor,  as  now,  ornamented  by  good  houses  on 
each  side.  I  need  hardly  add  that  this  street  was  as  dark  as  pitch,  whilst 
even  the  place  itself  was  only  dimly  lighted  by  the  flickering  gleam  of 
the  one  poor  lamp  which  hung  before  the  hotel  of  M.  le  Prince  de  Beau- 
veau.  I  drew  my  sword,  and  ran  towards  the  spot  whence  the  cries  pro- 
ceeded, but  had  scarcely  gone  twenly  yards  before  I  stumbled  over  a 
lifeless  body.  I  stretchea  out  my  hands,  and  caught  by  the  arm  a  faint- 
ing female,  who,  at  the  same  moment,  seemed  to  come  to  herself  only  to. 
redouble  her  cries  and  lamentations. 

''  Help !  help !"  cried  she,  in  a  voice  choked  by  tears. 
*^  Here  is  help,  madame,^  said  I ;  ^'  what  is  the  matter — tell  me  7* 
"  Help  I  they  have  slain  this  unhappy  enentleman  by  my  side." 
My  lodging  Deing  close  by  I  ran  and  shook  the  great  gate  by  repeated 
knocking,  until  I  roused  the  porter  and  my  own  servant,  cried  murder, 
and,  as  at  that  hour  of  the  night  many  of  the  inmates  were  not  yet  gone 
to  bed,  a  light  was  soon  procured,  and  all  hastened  to  the  scene  of  the 
murder.  There  we  found,  stretched  in  a  pool  of  blood,  a  young  and 
handsome  female,  her  face  whiter  than  the  kerchief  which  encircled  her 
blood-stained  neck,  her  ears  torn,  her  hands  wounded,  and  close  beside 
her  the  dead  body  of  a  man,  somewhat  older  than  herself,  and  which  the 
neighbours  speedily  recognised  as  that  of  M.  de  Fosseuz,  a  gentleman  of 
some  distinction  at  the  bar,  and  who  lived  in  the  Place  Beauveau,  right 
opposite  to  my  house.  A  general  cry  of  horror  burst  from  us  all.  The 
victim  had  been  stabbed  to  the  heart  by  a  strong  and  steady  hand,  and 
the  dagger — the  instrument  with  which  the  crime  had  been  perpetrated 
—had  dropt  from  the  wound,  and  was  bathed  in  blood. 

''There  were  two  of  them,"  cried  the  young  lady,  sobbing;  ''one 
seised  my  hands,  tore  the  ear-rings  from  my  ears,  and  snatched  my  neck- 
lace from  my  neck,  whilst  the  other  stabbed  M.  de  Fosseux,  who  fell 
without  a  groan.     Ah !  if  they  had  but  been  content  only  to  rob  us  I" 

Then  were  the  lamentations  of  the  unhappy  lady  renewed,  and  she 
fell  into  repeated  swoons,  from  which  she  was  recalled  only  to  weep  yet 
more  and  more  bitterly.  We  raised  her  up  and  carried  her  to  her  own 
house,  or  rather  to  that  of  M.  de  Fosseux,  whither  we  also  carried  him, 
and  sent  for  a  surgeon;  but  his  help  was  useless ;  M.  de  Fosseux  had  long 
ceased  to  breathe.  On  receiving  mformation  of  the  occurrence,  a  lieu- 
tenant of  police  came  instantly,  and  vexy  speedily  and  satisfactorily 
decided  on  a  very  evident  fact,  namely,  that  the  sole  obiect  of  the  assassins 
had  been  plunder,  for  M.  de  Fosseux  had  been  robbea  of  his  watch,  his 
purse,  a  valuable  ring,  the  mark  of  which  was  still  visible  on  one  of  his 
fingers,  and  a  pair  of  diamond  buckles.  Having  satisfied  himself  on  this 
point,  the  officer  next  proceeded  to  the  apartment  of  the  young  lady, 
whom  he  interrogated  most  strictly  as  to  all  the  details  and  cut$umstances 
attending  the  commission  of  the  deed.  She  replied  to  all  his  questions 
with  much  self-possession,  and  the  most  exact  precision — "stated  her 
name  to  be  Eugenie  d'Ermay,  by  birth  a  gentlewoman,  and  a  native  of 
Poitoa;  twenty-five  years  of  age,  and  an  orphan^  without  any  private 
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fbrtune ;  and/'  added  she,  casting  her  eyes  on  the  ground,  **  I  hare  lived 
for  seven  years  with  M.  de  Fosseux,  without  the  sanction  of  the  marriage 
tie."  He,  her  sole  protector,  and  the  only  firiend  to  whom  she  could  look 
on  leaving  the  convent  where  she  had  heen  educated,  had  also  been  her 
seducer;  but  he  introduced  her  to  society  and  to  the  ^Eimilies  of  his 
£riends,  and  that  very  evening  they  had  been  supping  with  Madame  la 

Comtesse  de  T ,  and  were  returning  on  foot,  when,  close  to  their 

own  door,  the  above  tragical  event  took  place.  As  to  the  deed  itself,  all 
had  been  effected  with  the  utmost  rapidity.  Two  men,  whom  they  had 
for  some  time  observed  to  be  following  them,  suddenly  rushed  upon  them 
—one  of  the  two  had  seized  her  and  held  her  fast,  whilst  he  stripped  her 
of  her  trinkets ;  the  other,  laving  hold  of  M.  de  Fosseux,  had  struck  him 
a  too  sure  and  fatal  blow,  and  robbed  him  with  a  despatch  and  address 
which  showed  an  experienced  hand ;  all  this  had  been  but  the  work  of  an  in- 
stant, and  the  two  assassins|^ad  fled  towards  the  Champs  Elysees  with  such 
speed  that  they  were  already  far  beyond  pursuit  before  the  unhappy  lady  sus- 
pected that  he  whom  she  loved  was  at  all  hurt,  much  less  that  he  was  kuled. 
^*  Did  you  observe,"  asked  tiie  police  officer,  "  if  one  of  the  men  was 
tall  and  strongly  made  and  had  red  hair,  and  the  other  short  and  high- 
shouldered  ?" 

Mademoiselle  d'Ermay  could  not  answer  these  questions;  she  felt  cer- 
tain, however,  that  the  man  who  had  killed  M.  de  Fosseux  was  tall,  and 
her  impression  was  confirmed  by  the  fiEu^t  of  the  blow  having  evidently 
been  struck  from  above  downwards.  There  were  at  that  time  in  Parts 
two  highwaymen,  one  of  whom  was  called  Pierre  le  Mauvais,  and  the 
other  Guillaume  le  Bossu.  These  worthies  were  the  theme  of  market- 
places and  wine-shops,  and  as  every  robbery  and  murder  committed  in  tiie 
capital  was  attributed  to  them,  this  was  of  course  laid  at  their  door. 

Whilst  listening  attentively  to  this  examination,  and  markine  the  pro- 
found grief  of  Eugenie — her  deathlike  paleness  and  her  silent  despair — I 
could  not  but  pity  M.  de  Fosseux,  whom  cruel  &te  had  thus  severed  at 
the  early  age  of  thirty-two,  not  only  from  life,  but  from  so  young  and 
lovely  a  companion.      As  Mademoiselle  d*Ermay  had  mentioned  the 

name  of  the  Comtesse  de  T ,  the  officer  of  police  called  upon  this 

lady  in  order  to  ascertain  the  truth  of  the  statement  as  to  her  supper 
party,  and  found  it  to  be  perfectly  correct.  The  comtesse,  as  soon  as  she 
beara  of  the  sad  event,  hastened  to  assure  Mademoiselle  d*Ermay  of  her 
sympathy  by  every  demonstration  of  kindness  and  affection,  and,  deter- 
mined not  to  leave  her  in  a  house  now  become  one  of  mourning,  with  the 
corpse  of  M.  de  Fosseux  for  her  sole  companion,  insisted  on  takine  her 
instantly  to  her  own.  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay  consented  on  one  condition^ 
namely,  that  she  should  be  permitted  once  more  to  look  on  him  who  had 
been  the  only  object  she  had  loved  on  earth.  I  was  present  at  this  last 
scene  of  this  sad  drama.  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay  said  nothing,  but  throw- 
ing herself  on  her  knees  by  the  side  of  the  bed  on  which  they  had  laid 
M.  de  Fosseux,  her  hands  convulsively  clasped  together  and  her  head  sunk 
on  her  breast,  she  was  absorbed  for  some  minutes  in  fervent  prayer,  when, 

suddenly  risin?  and  turning  to  Madame  de  T ,  she  said,  *'  I  am  ready, 

madame."  She  then  imme^ately  quitted  the  house  in  that  silence  whidi 
18  the  surest  sign  of  profound  affliction,  and  having  seen  her  safely  con- 
veyed to  Madame  de  T *s,  I  took  my  leave. 

On  reaching  my  own  abode,  I  fell  into  a  reverie  in  which  I  could  not 
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Iwlp  eoBtraating  the  attachiDent  of  soA  >  uroman  at  timSamaMHe  d'Enwy 
witB  the  Hdit  and  heaitleM  nature  of  mj  eoanezioii  with  Zephirine.  Yet 
all  my  feeuBga  revolted  at  the  odiooa  companaon.  What  r  ooald  I  lor 
s  BMNnenty  even  in  thought^  place  a  jomng  hid j  of  good  familj,  w^- 
edncated,  and  whom  the  arts  of  a  seducer,  mider  the  guise  of  a  firiend, 
had  hetrajed  into  her  first  and  only  efror— -coold  I  for  an  instant  allow 
SBjself  to  place  her  in  the  same  dan  with  an  opera-dancer?  I  hated  mjr- 
aelf  for  the  veiy  thought,  which  coold  never  luiTe  suggested  itself  but  to 
one  who  had  never  known  any  other  sort  of  tie  than  such  m  had  boiaid 
me  to  Zephirme-— who  had  never  been  loved,  nor  ever  felt  the  genuine 
paarion.  I  slept  not  that  night,  nor  did  I  wish  to  sleep ;  my  nund  was 
too  faDy  occupied  in  recaUing  every  movement^  every  gestorOy  every  wocd 
thai  kA  from  the  lips  of  Mademoiselle  d'Ennay ;  her  gentle  countenssne, 
her  angeBc  look,  and  that  brow  so  £ur  and  so  open,  whoae  polislied  ssr- 
hee  even  terror  the  most  appaUing  had  not  been  able  to  muffle*  Still  I 
w«s  not  in  love  with  her ;  1  merely  tried  to  recai  her  features,  whioli  the 
darkness  of  the  night  and  the  uncertain  glimmer  of  candles  had  not  en^ 
abkd  me  to  see  and  examine  so  perfectly  as  I  could  have  wished.  How- 
ever, I  promised  myself  better  soooess  the  next  day,  when  I  resolved  to 
observe  her  with  the  closest  attention,  although  I  felt  that  in  so  doing  I 
was  rashly  exposing  myself  to  that  undefinaUe  and  seducing  soaaednng 
which  hung  anmnd  her  like  a  diarm. 


TO  HER  HAND  IN  AGE. 
raoM  TBB  eaaMAa  or  justimus  xoamuu 

Bt  CAPTAnr  Medvhk. 

Old  as  I  am,  could  I  command 

A  yoothftil  and  a  better  lay, 
Bow  would  I  ting  about  her  hand, 

And  all  its  love  has  done  portray. 
The  dear,  dear  hand,  of  anxious  thought 

And  housewife  cares  shows  many  a  dent, 
That  hand  no  volume  ever  wrote, 

Nor  played  on  any  inrtmuiettt. 
But  that  dear  hand—the  induttiions  one-- 

The  spinning-wheel  full  oft  has  pUed, 
And  stitching  many  a  shirt  and  gown 

Tm  the  hfcte  night,  the  needle  eyed. 
Yes,  thou  hast  knitted,  worked,  and  sewn. 

Till  lined  and  red  that  hand  of  thine; 
Fkess'd  aumy  a  wanderer's  too  thane  own. 

That  heapiad  the  board  with  meat  and  wine. 
Well  fSsel  I  too— remembered  stUl, 

Thine  hand's  first  pressure,  in  that  hour 
When  on  my  heart,  in  deepest  tfarfll, 

It  stmck  with  a  magnetic  power. 
And  now,  when  that  true  hand  I  feel. 

Lain  on  my  ftintly-^beating  heart, 
Still  do  I  know  the  magic  ^lell. 

Its  lightest  finger  can  impart. 
I  kiss  that  hand  with  youthfUl  glow 

From  my  blind  eyes,  dear  hand!  on  thee 
Fall  oft  my  tears  m  hot  streams  flow, 

This  hand,  is  it  not  poetry  ? 


(  1"  ) 


A  FESTIVAL  OP  ART. 

TwR  Anb  poet  exdaimed  in  his  song : 

**  Tkej  nia  the  time  of  our  departure  draweth  near**  I  replied^ 
.*'  How  iit  fhall  1  be  threatened  with  departure  ?^ 

Thna  it  was  with  us,  who  have  imprudently  delayed  oar  yiut  to  Mr. 
litwis's  8t«£o  to  the  eleventh  hour — we  say  imprudently,  for  was  it  not 
JO  to  abridge  ourselves  so  loag  of  a  pleasure  such  as  can  seldom  be  ob- 
taJBpd  with  sa  little  exertion  ?  It  is  true  that  our  climate  has  ktely  so 
modi  resembled  that  of  the  sun  which  shoue  on  the  enterprising  artist  in 
his  nunUes^  that  an  excuse  may  be  found  for  more  than  Eastern  laziness; 
and  such  alone  could  keep  the  lover  of  the  beautiful  from  the  gallery  of 
sketches  with  which  Mr.  Lewis  has  enriched  himself  and  the  world  during 
^  tea  years^  ramble  in  Italy»  Greece^  Turkey,  and  Egypt. 

There  are  one  hundred  and  seventy-five  of  them,  and  every  one  teTTs  a 
tale  such  as  a  company  of  Eastern  listeners  would  delight  in  heanng. 
There  are  peasants  of  the  Abruzzi,  Greek  etrls  of  Yanina,  and  young 
Igirptian  maids,  in  whose  faces  may  be  read  some  of  those  life-histories 
irhicD  the  poet  Longfellow  sees  marked  in  the  lights  and  shadows  of  the 
iaman  countenance ;  books,  he  calls  them,  in  which  are  sermons,  love  tales^ 
poens  and  biographies,  comic  stories,  and  farces. 

There  are  mosques  and  tombs,  shrines  and  chapels,  interiors  of  houses 
and  baaars,  so  truthful  in  their  details^  that,  almost  for  the  first  time,  we 
seem  to  become  intimately  acquainted  with  the  habits  and  manners  of  the 
people  amongst  whom  the  master-artist  has  sojourned.  We  see  the 
Mandarah  in  his  house  at  Constantinople  where  he  dwelt,  its  roof  glow- 
ing with  rich  colours,  its  windows  large  and  of  Elizabethan  form,  except 
where  the  upper  panes  are  dim,  yet  gleaming  with  a  network  of  colour 
and  gold  so  delicately  and  elaborately  depicted,  that  the  minutest  fcHrms 
cui  be  discerned ;  on  one  pane  steps  proudly  forth  one  of  those  jewelled 
peacocks  such  as  accompanied  the  sage  who  visited  the  King  of  Persia 
irhen  he  kept  the  festival  of  the  new  year,  and  who  was  trained  to  mark 
the  fleeting  hours  of  night  and  day  by  flapping  its  wings  and  uttering  its 
movnful  cry ;  on  a  centre  pane  we  can  descry  passages  firom  the  Koran 
entwined  with  garlands,  and  doubtless  might  read,  if  we  paused  to  deci- 
pher the  shining  letters,  promises  and  adjurations  like  these : 

Oh,  true  b^evers !  ye  shall  be  rewarded  with  the  highest  apartments 


Oh,  true  believers !  obey  God  and  his  apostle  \** 

Close  to  this  beautiful  sketch  hangs  one  of  a  richly-adorned  hhareem 
caniage,  drawn  by  two  fine  white  oxen  covered  with  trappings,  which 
aeem  pacing  steadily  along,  proud  of  the  gorgeous  ornaments  mey  bear  ; 
their  mild  serene  eyes  gazing  out  of  the  picture  as  if  to  warn  the  specta- 
tor to  give  them  way.  The  foreshortening  here  shows  the  wondrous  power 
o£  the  artist  in  a  remarkable  manner;  the  same  may  be  said  of  the 
sketches  of  dromedaries  in  various  attitudes,  attended  by  their  Bedouin 
drivers:  one  fine  animal  in  particular  snuffs  the  air  and  steps  rapidly 
along  his  desert  track  with  a  movement  really  amazing. 

There  is  a  Turkish  Surrogee,  full  of  life  and  spirit,  whose  appearance 
oonfinns  the  remark  of  the  author  of  "  Eothen,''  that  *^the  wretched  often 
look  more  picturesque  than  their  betters,  and  though  all  the  world  look 


118  A  Festival  of  Art. 

down  on  these  poor  Surrogeefl,  their  tawnj  skins  and  their  gmly  beards 
will  gain  them  honourable  standing  in  the  foreground  of  a  landscape.** 

With  singular  and  startled  awe,  we  observe  the  interior  and  altar  of 
the  shrine  of  the  Burning  Bush  in  the  convent  of  Mount  Sinai,  which 
has  never  before  been  revealed  to  European  eye,  for  Mr.  Lewis's  pencil  is 
the  only  one  yet  allowed  to  figure  it  to  inquiring  eyes.  It  is  a  strange 
and  peculiar  view  of  a  spot  still  gorgeous  in  its  great  decay,  mouldering 
and  ruined,  but  glittering  with  gold  and  those  antique  vivid  colours  which 
will  not  fade  before  the  glare  of  time.  Portraits  of  saints  on  golden 
grounds  surround  the  shrine,  aud  seem  to  di£Fuse  a  mellow  light  from 
rays  which  beam  from  them  on  the  broken  walls  and  fretted  roofr.  There 
is  a  reality  about  this  exquisite  drawing  which  impresses  the  mind  and 
sends  it  dreaming  back  to  the  days  when  armed  believers  as  pilgrims 
from  all  lands  filled  every  nook  and  comer  of  the  now-deserted  chape^ 
and  brought  in  their  hands  rich  offerings  to  deck  the  neglected  and  empty 
relic  home. 

No  less  impressive  are  the  sketches  of  Saint  Sophia ;  and  though  we 
are  more  acquainted  with  that  wondrous  temple,  breathing  of  the  ''smning 
Orient,"  yet  Mr.  Lewis's  version  brings  new  beauties  and  wonders  before 
us  which  we  have  missed  in  others.  But  with  the  mosque  of  Bajazid 
al  Ildereem  at  Brussa,  we  are  less  familiar,  and  exquisite  are  the  repre- 
sentations here  given  of  that  graceful  and  elaborate  structure.  At  the 
entrance,  beside  a  richly  carved  archway,  sits  a  figure  in  white  g^arments, 
his  large  and  lustrous  eyes  bespeaking  the  benevolence  of  the  faithful,  or 
it  may  be,  of  the  inquisitive,  as  he  murmurs,  "  Peace  be  on  you  and  the 
mercy  of  God." 

Another  sketch  shows  us  the  tomb  itself,  lighted  by  circling  lamps  and 
votive  offerings,  such  as  are  usual  in  the  East,  as  strings  of  beads,  ostrich 
eggs,  and  golden  ornaments.  The  stone  of  the  tomb  is  covered  with 
painting  and  gold  between  beautiful,  delicate  pillars  supporting  horseshoe 
arches — all,  however,  lying  in  a  ruin  of  beauty  and  splendour  which  would 
move  an  Eastern  philosopher  to  exclaim  of  the  great  B^azid : 

^*  What  have  fortune  and  time  done  with  the  master  of  palaces,  and 
where  are  his  shining  full  moons  and  brilliant  stars  T* 

Raising  the  eye  from  this  fine  drawing,  it  lights  on  the  bold,  resolute, 
firm-standing  figure  of  the  T&tar  who  carried  the  head  of  Ali  Pacha  of 
Yanina,  that  *^  chief  ever  glorious,"  to  Constantinople.  The  man  entrusted 
with  so  important  a  treasure  is  there  before  us,  evidently  one  who  would 
not  shrink  before  the  lance  of  an  adversary,  but  would  go  through  with 
his  mission :  he  is  "  from  his  thigh  to  his  throat  loaded  with  arms  and  other 
implements  of  a  campaigning  life,"  and  is  in  all  respects  as  glorious-looking 
a  fellow  as  ever  accompanied  a  traveller  or  carried  a  message,  quite  able  to 
curse  a  Surrogee,  or  ride  a  thousand  miles  if  need  were.  There  are  more 
than  one  of  these  fine  men  with  handsome  Ottoman  countenances,  betraying 
the  mixture  of  breed  which  has  softened  the  original  Tartar  type.  Some 
of  the  Bishareen  Arabs  and  their  horses  that  stand  in  groups,  as  if  wut- 
ing  for  active  employment,  are  striking  figures,  as  are  the  Amaout  g^uards 
of  the  Pacha  of  Brussa,  while,  peeping  frt)m  amidst  this  warlike  company, 
stands  timidly  a  peasant  ^rl  of  Sorrento,  who  has  evidently  been  bribed 
by  the  artist  to  lend  him  the  light  of  her  dark  eyes  for  awhile.  She 
poises  herself  on  her  brown  feet,  guiltless  alike  of  slipper  or  of  stocking ; 
crosses  her  little  round  arms,  and  confines  the  ample  folds  of  her  variously- 
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coloured  apion  with  her  pretty  carelefls  Inndfl :  there  is  a  chance  whether 
she  will  stay  long  enough  to  he  sketched,  hut  the  artist  has  said  some- 
ihinff  to  her  that  induces  her  to  indulee  him^  and  she  lingers  on  till  he 
has  finished  one  of  his  most  chamdng  drawings.  At  least  we  thought  so^ 
till  we  looked  at  one  not  far  off,  of  an  Armenian  Lady,  contrasting  ex- 
quisitely by  the  refined  grace  of  its  outline,  and  the  rich  costume  which 
add,  lustre  to  charms  som  as  might  have  won  the  greatest  prince  on  either 
ode  of  the  Bosphorus  to  enrol  himself  her  slave. 

There  is  anouier  contrast,  sufficiently  striking,  in  the  '^  Turkish  school 
of  Cairo,"  where  a  learned-looking  philosopher,  with  a  white  beard 
and  owl-eyes,  is  occupying  himself  with  the  tablets  of  certain  juvenile 
students,  who  appear  little  more  attentive  to  their  studies  than  if  they 
were  expecting  shortly  to  pass  before  the  eyes  of  an  European  Holo- 
femes. 

One  saucy-looldng  Nubian  boy,  on  his  knees,  as  the  custom  is,  is  repeat- 
ing his  lesson,  and  his  sly  eyes  seem  watching  the  state  of  mind  of  the 
le«med  Pundit  whose  power  he  dreads :  perhaps  he  suspects  the  pro- 
fundity of  his  master's  learning,  and  expects  to  get  off  lightly,  as  those 
happy  urchins  must  have  done  who  ''  sat  under"  the  ingenious  ''  Mu- 
jawereen,*'  whose  history  we  cannot  help  recalling  as  we  look  upon  his 
fSeatures. 

Being  neither  acquainted  with  writing  nor  reading,  this  original 
genius  yet  hit  on  a  plan  for  gaining  his  bread ;  it  was  no  other  than 
opening  a  school  to  teach  boys.  He  acccordingly  took  his  measures, 
and  straightway  collected  writing  tablets  and  written  papers,  and  hung 
them  up  in  a  plEUse,  and  he  enlarged  his  turban,  and  seated  himself  at 
the  door  of  his  school.  He  felt  sure  that  the  size  of  his  turban  would, 
at  once,  impose  on  the  vulgar ;  nor  was  he  mistaken,  for  they  delayed 
not  to  bring  him  their  chil£en  to  be  instructed,  the  mothers  exclaiming 
to  each  other,  «  Oh  I  my  companions,  we  have  met  with  a  wonderful 
thing  r 

l%e  self-elected  master  directly  began  his  system — one,  by  the  way, 
recognised  as  no  mistake  of  late  years,  but  of  world-wide  adoption— he 
said  to  this  one,  '^  Write,"  and  to  this,  '^  Read,"  and  thus  the  boys  taught 
one  another. 

It  might  have  been  in  such  a  school  as  this  that  occurred  that  pretty 
love  anecdote  told  by  Arabian  story-tellers. 

A  boy  and  a  slave  girl  learned  in  one  school,  and  the  boy  became 
affected  with  a  violent  passion  for  the  slave-girl ;  so  one  day,  when  the 
other  boys  were  inadvertent,  he  took  her  tablet,  and  wrote  upon  it  these 
two  verses : 

^<  What  say'st  thou  of  him  who  is  wasted  away  from  excessive  love  of 
thee,  and  who  has  become  perplexed? 

<*  Who,  in  transport  and  sorrow,  complaineth  of  his  passion,  unable  to 
conceal  the  feelings  of  his  heart !" 

When  the  slave-girl  also  took  the  tablet,  she  saw  these  verses  written 
upon  it,  and  after  she  had  read  them,  and  understood  their  meaning,  she 
wept  in  compassion  for  the  boy,  and  wrote  beneath  his  lines  this 
couplet : 

''If  we  behold  a  lover  whom  desire  hath  afflicted,  we  will  confer 
&vours  upon  him. 
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**  Aad  ito  yMth  he  reqwiirtli  of  m  he  ahJl  obtMny  wjatewr  hap^ 
pens  to  M  in  eonieqtDge,** 

It  happened  that  the  teadwr  came  in  to  ihem,  and  finding  the  iaUel 
aia  moment  when  it  was  Ijing  unheeded,  took  and  read  it;  wbeieat  he 
was  moved  with  pi^  hribat  states  and  wrote  these  two  TerssSy  addressed 
to  the  gill,  beneath  heis: 

'*  Receive  Hay  kver  and  fear  not  pnnMimmit,  for  he  hath  become  per- 
plexed in  his  passion. 

"As  to  the  tendier,  fear  not  his  anthoibjy  £at  he  hath  long  been 
nflicted  with  love.*' 

Then  the  master  of  the  d&Ye  girl  happened  to  enter  the  sebooi,  and 
also  found  the  girl's  tahlet,  and,  having  read  all,  wrote  beneath: 

''May  God  never  eaase  a  sepention  between  yon;  and  may  yota 
slanderer  be  perplexed  and  wearied.  As  to  the  teacher,  never,  by  Alhdi^ 
have  my  eyes  bdbeld  a  greater  fosterer  of  intrigoes." 

The  master  of  the  slave  giri  then  sent  for  a  kadee  and  witnesses,  and 
had  the  ceremony  of  manriage  perfonned  between  the  yonthfnl  lovers. 
He  made  them  also  a  feast,  and  treated  Uiem  with  great  beneficence^  and 
ihey  continued  together  in  joy  and  happiness  till  they  were  overtaken  by 
the  terminator  of  delights  imd  the  separator  of  compapiona. 

Perhaps,  like  one  of  these  young  future  adventurers,  if  indeed  his  mo- 
dier  could  have  persoaded  him  to  enter  a  school^  and  so  be  painted  by  a 
wanderii^  artist,  was  oar  dear  and  £avourito  spoiled  Aladdin,  whose 
isther,  despairing  of  managii^  Ima^  had  sought  rest  from  his  anxieties 
amidst  the  hodcahs  of  the  blest;  and  behold,  where  lying,  as  if  in  wait 
for  his  destined  prey,  is  no  otiber  than  the  dreaded,  deceitful  Bedovna 
Jffogrebbi,  the  pretended  unde  of  the  widow's  son,  who  b  reflecting  in 
hb  mind  how  he  may  oompass  h»  design  of  becomiag  possessor  ci  the 
talisman  he  covets.  There  is  greet  power  in  this  figure  which  is  won* 
derfuUy  drawn,  and  is  saeessively  expressive* 

Just  above  it  hangs  a  curious  picture  of  a  water-wheel  used  now,  as  in 
ancient  days,  in  Upper  Egypt,  fiw  the  purposes  of  izrigatkm. 

In  a  comer  are  two  of  our  old  fidends,  the  PiffiBran  from  Romei,  peffing 
avray  zealously ;  they  make  a  fine  picturesque  group,  and  recal  scenes 
and  adventures  in  the  Campagna.  l^ot  &r  off,  too,  there  is  one  of  those 
vrild  huts  of  the  diepherds ;  and  soon  aft^  we  see  the  portrait,  full  length, 
of  the  shepherd  himself  clasping  one  of  his  milk-white  kids  in  his  brawny 
arms ;  his  earnest^  sun-browned  face  full  of  goodnature  and  intelligence, 
and  his  eostame  worn  m  gracefully  as  any  ancient  Soman  of  them  alL 

But  what  shall  we  say  of  those  two  studies  of  the  heads  of  Roman 
girls  I  Such  delicacy,  dignity,  and  perfect  beauty  in  a  lowly  state  must 
realise  to  a  painter  the  idea  of  the  Madonnas  whi(£  Raphael  and  Leonardo 
set  on  canvas ;  and  the  pencil  of  Lewis,  we  can  at  once  see,  has  rendered 
Nature  as  she  really  existe  in  all  her  exoelhng  lovehneas.  We  were  told, 
as  we  gazed  enraptured  on  one  sweet  upturned  profile,  thai  the  beautiful 
girl  firom  whom  it  was  painted  died  soon  after.  Tins  lovely  emanation 
of  the  spirit  of  beauty  then  had  the  firte  of  the  rose,  living  but  a  day  after 
diarming  all  eyes  axul  hearts. 

Whom  the  Gods  love  die  young. 

We  observed  several  European  feces,  both  female  and  male,  who,  how- 
ever deliciously  painted,  look  but  pale  and  faded  in  the  Eastern  costume, 
of  which  they  became  enamoured.     In  vain  fine  eyes  and  fedr  cheeks 
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aHort  tbebr  swanky  if  tlwy  appear  surrounded  irilh  the  o^enrlielnuii^ 
eoloora  of  the  riok  land  of  die  son.  Even  the  fiMeinations  of  the  hnxtr 
tifol  Lad|]r  Looiaa  Tenkon,  and  the  fine  feathers  of  Yiflcouiit  CastW- 
leagh,  are  not  anfficMiit  to  ledeem  them  from  insipidity  in  &  Tnikiah  dressi 

We  start— for  soul  is  wanting  there. 
The  BOtd  that  speaks  and  hums  heneath  the  fiashin^  daik  na^!ve  eyes 
-which  glow  heneath  the  turhen,  and  the  ri^  roee  cneeks  that  eoflame 
the  heart,  and  on  which  tiie  enaaaooied  fair  one  can  write  her  lover^s 
name  in  mask,  and  still  look  charming,  fike  her  whose  lover  sang : 

'<  She  wrote  Jaafar  with  musk  on  her  cheek.  With  my  soul  would  I 
ransom  her  who  wrote  on  the  cheek  whirt  I  see. 

**  If  her  fingers  have  inscrihed  one  line  upon  her  cheek,  she  hatfi 
engraved  many  on  my  heart.'* 

There  is  a  very  remarkaUe  portrait  of  a  Persian  prince,  Mirza  Khan, 
of  Constantinople :  his  long  hladc  eyes  are  neariy  closed,  and  the  want 
of  genius  in  his  face  is  a  curious  contrast  to  that  of  more  than  one  head 
helonging  to  heings  of  a  lower  grade.  So  true  is  this  portrait  to  nature, 
that  one  almost  fancies  the  dandy  prince  of  that  nation,  which  is  justly 
considered  the  Paris  of  the  East,  hstening  with  nonchalant  contempt  to 
some  famous  minstrel,  who  is  intoning  to  his  lute  the  rococo  strains  of 
Hafiz,  which  he  has  abandoned  for  the  stanzas  of  Lamartine,  or  the  songs 
of  the  last  new  Italian  opera. 

Yery  dififerent  is  the  expression  of  countenance  of  yonder  Syrian 
Sheikh :  noUe,  dignified  with  a  world  of  thought  in  his  large  gazelle 
e^es,  and  a  world  of  command  in  his  magnificent  hrow.  Such  may  he 
that  Ahd'el  Rader,  whom  French  policy  keeps  confined  in  the  lonely 
castle  which  overlooks  the  Lcnre,  where  '*  hope  deferred  has  long  made 
his  heart  sick."     In  vain  may  he  exclaim: 

River!  whose  waters  murmuring  flow. 

Oh  I  could  I  by  thy  side 
Mark  how,  like  hours  that  come  and  go, 

Tiiy  waves  in  miisic  glide, 
As  welcome  and  as  blest  to  me 
Those  pure  and  sparkling  waves  would  be 
As  are  the  founts  on  Eden's  shore. 
Where  be  who  drinks  shall  thirst  no  more  I 

Few  of  tSiese  drawings,  where  all  are  admirable,  are  more  interesting 
than  those  winch  exhibit  l^e  Bazaar  of  Khan-KhaHl  at  Caiioy  and  tiis 
street  and  mosque  of  the  Gori^;  the  latter,  in  partieular,  is  wonderfully 
done,and  excites  astomshment  at  the  nnnute  toodies,  all  tdling,  as  if  by 
magic,  which  bring  out  to  the  e}'e  of  the  gazer  from  a  foreground  plat- 
form, conntless  figures  circulating  in  the  narrow  street  beneath.  There 
are  horses  and  mules^  and  carriages  with  fioating  draperies,  feathers  fiying 
and  banners  waving — a  crowd  and  crush  of  peofde  are  following  as  if  in 
a  procession,  though  it  is  only  the  narrowness  of  the  street  that  makes  it 
seem  as  if  there  were  no  room  for  the  gfittering  throng  which  fills  up  evenr 
avenue^  while  above,  on  their  terrace^  sit  the  unmoved  merchants  beside 
their  wares,  not  even  deigning  to  lode  down  into  the  street  to  remark  the 
hnlfiant  cortege^ 

The  interior  of  the  tomb  of  Grorieh  is  also  extremely  fine,  and  elabo- 
ratly touched  ''with  pigments  of  every  colour,  gold  and  ultr»-marine;" 
and  thie  is  the  more  w<^y  of  remaiic,  since  it  is  in  b<^dnes8  and  breadtfi 
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of  style  and  handling  that  Mr.  Lewis  seems  altogether  at  home.  In  some 
of  his  drawings  the  tints  are  only  indicated,  the  forms  only  shadowed,  the 
foreground  just  marked  out,  yet  there  will  occur  erery  here  and  there  a 
bit  of  finish  which  reveals  the  amazing  power  which  he  can  call  forth 
when  he  pleases. 

In  the  Dold  sketches  of  the  plain  of  Thebes,  the  cataracts  of  the  Nile, 
the  temple  of  Edfoo,  all  is  grandeur  and  effect ;  while  in  several  '^  heads  of 
roebucks*'  and  dromedaries  in  the  desert,  he  proves  his  mastery  over  this 
branch  of  art.  His  '^  studies  of  game*'  are  full  of  truth,  and  all  he  does 
speaks  of  Nature  as  much  as  of  accomplished  art 

We  know  we  have  not  named  one-half  of  the  gems  with  which  the 
walls  of  Mr.  Lewis's  rooms  are  studded ;  we  had  nearly  forgotten  to  name 
he  black  slave  boy  of  Constantinople,  whose  fine  intelligent  &ce  comes 
out  so  startlingly  beside  those  delicate  Roman  girls;  we  had  nearly  passed 
the  Circassians,  and  were  quiting  a  sportsman  at  Rome  without  comment, 
and  almost  had  we  fiuled  to  speak  of  Subiaco,  a  fiucinating  bit,  or  the 
Kiosk  of  Rifat  Pasha  on  the  Bosphorus,  a  retreat  fit  for  one  of  the  chosen 
of  the  Prophet. 

Taken  altogether,  Mr.  Lewis's  collection  is  one  of  the  most  delightful 
and  valuable  that  has  ever  appeared  in  London,  and  there  are  few  of  his 
sketches  which  could  not  be  worked  into  a  fine  picture,  if  need  were. 
Like  the  miniature  tree  in  the  g^rm,  figured  by  Nature  as  if  to  guide  her 
in  its  growth,  the  rapid  lines  traced  on  the  spot  by  his  master-hand  con- 
tain the  future  finished  punting.  If,  however,  we  have  suggested  a  task 
beyond  his  life-long  power,  we  trust,  at  least,  to  see  his  gallery  made 
familiar  to  the  public  by  the  means  of  a  series  of  lithographs.  It  would 
be  a  rich  addition  to  what  we  already  possess  of  the  wt>rks  of  our  own 
artists  on  lands  so  spirit-stirring  and  so  fraaght  with  interest. 
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<(  There  seems,"  said  Dr.  Johnson,  '<to  be  in  authors  a  stronger 
right  of  property  than  that  by  occupancy — a  metaphysical  right,  a  right 
as  it  were  by  creation."  And  this  '*  incorporeal  right  to  the  sole  printing 
and  publishmg  of  somewhat  intellectual,"  as  Lonl  Mansfield  defined  it, 
has  been  acknowledged  by  the  statute,  if  not  by  the  common  law  of  the 
realm.  It  was  determined,  in  the  case  of  Miller  v,  Taylor,  in  B.  R. 
Pasch.,  9  Geo.  III.,  1796,  that  an  exclusive  copyright  in  authors  subosted 
by  common  law.  But  afterwards,  in  the  case  of  Donaldson  v.  Becket, 
before  the  House  of  Lords,  which  was  finally  determined  22nd  February, 
1774,  it  was  held  that  no  copyright  subsbts  in  authors  after  the  expira- 
tion of  the  several  terms  created  by  the  statute  8  Anne,  c.  19.  Since 
then  various  statutes  have  been  enacted,  among  the  chief  of  which  are 
the  act  of  6  and  6  Victoria,  c.  45,  commonly  called  Lord  Mahon's  Act, 
which  is  the  statute  that  now  regulates  literary  property  in  this  country, 
securing  to  the  possessor  of  a  copyright  the  enjoyment  of  the  same  for 
the  term  of  the  author's  life,  and  for  a  period  varying  according  to  stated 
circumstances,  after  death. 

But  while  ''  copy,"  as  it  was  fi>rmerly  termed,  is  protected  by  the  law  of 
die  country,  it  does  not  meet  with  similar  protection  abroad.  The  Belgians, 
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Qermans,  aDd  Swiss  prey  upon  French  literature,  and  the  French,  on  their- 
ride,  with  the  Belgians  and  Americans,  especially  the  latter,  roalise  im- 
mense profits  b J  the  piracy  of  British  works.  The  necessity  of  a  law  of 
international  copyright  has  thus  forced  itself  upon  the  minds  of  all  right- 
thinking  persons.  The  abnegation  of  such  a  law  is  immoral  in  principley 
and  pernicious  in  practice,  both  to  the  intellect  and  the  literature  of  a 
country.  It  is  impossible,  for  example,  to  have  a  healthful  professions! 
literature  in  America,  so  long  as  American  authors  Ikre  beaten  down  to 
the  minimum  of  price  in  their  own  markets,  by  a  wholesale  piracy 
of  English  works.  This  pirated  English  literature,  also  circulated 
throughout  the  whole  of  America,  selling,  in  various  modes,  at  the 
lowest  posrible  price — a  few  cents — ^has  a  great  effect  upon  the  style  of 
American  comporition ;  tending  to  make  it  a  reflection  and  an  imitation 
of  our  own,  rather  than  the  indigenous  and  spontaneous  oflbpring  of  a 
different  society,  growing  up  under  different  aspects  of  nature.  It  is 
immoral,  because  international  protection  is  only  refused  by  those  conn- 
tries  which  profit  more  by  the  publication  of  the  works  of  other  countries, 
than  they  could  benefit  by  obtaining,  on  the  principle  of  reciprocity,  pro- 
tection to  their  own  literature  abroad. 

A  few  years  back  Sir  Edward  Bulwer  Lytton,  Serjeant  Talfourd,  and 
Lord  Mahon,  succeeded  in  obtaining  from  the  legislature  the  enactment  of. 
the  well-known  International  Copyright  Act,  by  which  the  English  give 
the  foreign  author  of  all  states  a  copyright  in  this  country,  provided  the 
states  do  the  same  to  our  own  writers.  As  yet  only  a  few  of  the 
German  states  have  availed  themselves  of  this  equitable  exchange ;  but 
the  principle  has  made  some  progress  both  in  France  and  in  America. 
Based  as  it  is  upon  the  just  and  Mr  principles  of  commercial  exchange 
and  the  dictates  of  honour,  it  has  obtained  the  advocacy  of  nearly  all  the 
American  writers,  and  the  consent  of  their  leading  statesmen.  It  has 
indeed  been  generally  held  in  this  country  that  a  practice  so  destructive 
of  the  fair  profits  of  mental  labour,  as  the  cheap  reprints  of  foreign  coun- 
tries, can  only  be  effectually  reprised  by  prevailing  on  foreign  countries 
to  extend  the  benefits  of  their  own  laws  against  literary  piracy  to  aliens 
as  well  as  native  authors.  A  step  was  tnus  taken  in  the  right  way, 
and  a  good  example  set,  so  far  as  it  went,  by  the  Act  5  and  6  Vict., 
c.  45.  Example  is  better  than  precept,  and  by  giving  to  foreigners 
a  copyright  in  this  country,  we  are  enabled  to  demand  with  greater 
emphsLsb  similar  privileges  firom  them.  It  is  obvious  that  it  is  not 
because  one  nation  does  an  unjust  and  an  immoral  act  that  we  should 
do  the  same.  Yet  this  is  ^e  whole  basis  of  a  case  which  has  sug- 
gested these  remarks.  Sir  Bulwer  Lytton  says,  "Let  this  country 
do  what  it  considers  right,  no  matter  what  other  countries  may  do. 

It  is  the  first  outy  of  a  country  to  protect  and  to  secure  the 

rights  of  its  own  subjects.  As  a  result  of  this  partial  view  of  the 
anbject,  which  would  tend  to  defer  the  interchange  oi  rights  between  two 
nations  for  an  almost  indefinite  period,  the  example  given  to  other  nations 
by  Sir  £.  B.  Lytton's  act,  is  neither  liberal  nor  generous,  for  it  insists  that 
there  shall  be  no  protection  given  to  foreigners  unless  reciprocity  of  pro- 
tection be  also  g^nted  by  their  country.  This  b  making  the  individual, 
author  suffer  for  the  bad  policy  or  rapacity  of  his  own  countzymen.  But 
the  fact  is,  that  the  right  of  a  foreigner  to  the  copyright  of  his  own  work, 
when  published  in  this  country,  has  always  been  looked  upon  in  the 
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flAMtnet  as  Talid  and  good.  Sir  E.  B.  Lytton  himself  ^otei  the  tmt «( 
Voltaire,  who  eaine  to  Eng'Iaod  a  few  years  after  the  paenng  of  the  act 
of  the  8th  of  Anae^  and  made  ihe  foundation  of  his  tortime  by  puhliih'- 
iog  under  the  protection  of  that  statute.  Voltaire's  copyright  was  oec^ 
imsAj  iiiTaded,  hot  ikas  in  no  way  prones  that  the  illnstrious  writer  did  not 
nppose  he  ooold  be  possessed  of  a  copyright  in  Fjigland. 

The  great  object  of  the  Act  of  the  8tn  of  Anne  was  prochumed  and 
reeetred  as  an  endhurageroent  to  learning,  by  Testing  in  anthois  (not 
particalsuising  creed  or  eonntry),  under  certain  limitations,  the  pos- 
session of  their  works  seeure  from  piracy,  and  thereby  iwdtiring  them 
'<  to  write  and  compose  good  and  useful  works."  It  wiould  appear  that 
fopoigocra  might  write  such  works  as  weU  as  Englishmen,  and  toe  indiBoe- 
ment  to  write  was  held  out  to  all  al&e.  Sir  E.  B.  Lytton  ai^gnes 
that  the  law  was  derigned  solely  lor  the  benefit  of  the  peof^  of 
England.  If  so,  why  was  not  the  onisaon  specified  ?  lAwyess  are 
not  in  the  habit  of  making  such  important  omissions  in  £rajning  a 
statute. 

In  the  case  of  D*Ahnaine  v.  Boosey,  in  1835,  Lord  Abiager  ruled  Ihat 
a  foreigner  might  have  copyright  under  the  statute,  in  Bentley  «. 
Fosfter,  the  Vice-<%aneelk>r  Sbadwell  held  the  same  opinion.  The  Court 
of  Common  i^eas  affinned  ^  same  doctrine  in  the  ease  of  Cocks  v« 
Purday.  And  this  ^iew  of  the  subject  was  supported  by  ^ae  Court  of 
Queen's  Bench  in  Boosey  v.  Daridson,  and  by  Vice-Chane^or  Knight 
Bruce  in  Ollendorf  v.  Black,  io  1850. 

It  is  true,  Ihat  in  oppontion  to  all  these  dedmous,  a  few  may  he  cated 
of  an  opposite  tendency.  BnA  was  the  deddon  of  the  Cmnt  of  £k- 
chequer  in  1845,  in  ihe  case  of  Chappell  «.  Purday ;  and  the  same  court 
adhered  to  Hke  views  in  the  case  of  Boosey  v.  Purday ;  as  also  in  ihe 
case  of  Boosey  r.  Jefoys,  tried  in  1850.  But  this  is  only  one  courts 
acting  probably  upon  a  first  and  erroneoiB  precedent  embodied  in  its 
judgments,  and  which,  when  brought  in  May,  1851,  before  a  Court  of 
Error,  consisting  of  the  Judges  of  the  Queen's  Bench  and  Common  Pleas, 
was  ai  tmce  twerrukd.  Lord  Campbell  saw  no  reason  fer  supponng  that 
the  Act  excluded  foreigners  from  its  benefits^  but  held  that  the  foreigner,  if 
he  published  first  in  Enghmd,  should  be  entitled  to  the  same  privHeges 
and  adyantages  as  a  natiTC. 

Not  only  ^en,  with  the  exeepdon  of  the  apparently  ^roneons  rerdiets 
giTen  in  the  Court  of  Exchequer,  and  corrected  by  the  Court  of  Error, 
has  the  right  of  fereignets  been  the  law  of  the  land  ever  once  the  law  of 
copjright  has  been  in  existence,  but  it  has  also  been  acted  upon,  and 
unquestioned  (with  the  trifling  instances  before  alluded  to),  up  to  the 
present  time.  Mr.  Murray  paid  Washington  Trying  30001.  for  '^  Colum- 
bus," 2000/.  fer  <<Grana^"  1000/.  for  ''Brac^ridge  Hall,"  and  1500/. 
for  ''  Tales  of  a  Traveller."  Mr.  Colbum  gave  1000/.  for  the  *'  Tales  of 
the  Alhambra."  Mr.  Bentley  has  also  inyested  consideraUe  sums  of  money 
in  the  pur^iase  of  copyrights  <^  the  worics  of  Inring,  Preseott,  and  Cooper. 
Musical  publnhers,  as  Boosey,  Cocks,  Noydlo,  and  D' Ahnaine,  have  cbne 
the  same  tMng.  It  has  become  the  aoo^vted  practice,  as  weU  as  the  law 
of  the  land. 

The  introduction  of  cheap  literature — the  literaturo  of  the  Raal^-< 
as  it  has  been  designated  by  the  7¥mcs,  in  a  one-rided  article  (on 
i^eh  we  shall  take  occasion  to  comment  hereafter),  while  in  il 
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admirable  mode  of  nismg  the  intellectuii  tartes  of  all  ckaces,  and  of 
oonreyiiig  yaltiafale  instnictioii  to  minds  able  aad  trailing  to  reoeiTe  it, 
has  abo  been  productive  of  some  titde  immOTaltfy  of  |«oceeduig  on  tb» 
part  of  oeitain  pablishen.  When  Mesm.  Stma  and  Maeiatp^  aad 
J&.  Routiedge,  for  example,  begiaa  to  prmi  cheap  editions  of  Washington 
Irriflg's  ivoHks,  adapted  for  the  nilwaj  market,  Mr.  Henry  G.  Bohn, 
acting  on  what  he  calls  the  example  of  eeitain  "spirited"  pnblishen  in 
like  mosic  trade,  w]m>  felt  theaaselves  justified  in  printiHig  oertain  portions 
of  the  works  of  foreign  oompoeen  ivuch  had  been  pnUished  as  English 
cap jiifrht,  set  to  work  to  oppoae  Sfa*.  Rootledge  in  the  ehei^  pubLLcation 
of  works  of  which  another  puWsher  (Mr.  Mnmy)  held  the  legal  oopjr- 
Bghft:  and  this  because  Mr.  Rovtledge  had  foiestalled  him  in  &e  pubta- 
cation  of  an  Ameiiean  book ! 

^  Ai  or  about  this  period,''  sajs  Mr.  Boha,  in  the  pre6ne  to  Us 
pamphlet  on  the  Question  of  Unreciprocated  Copjrieht,  ^'soferal  of 
mj  BK»t  popniar  copyright  books  had  been  vepnnted  in  America,  to 
■ly  serious  loss,  and,  on  tbe  other  hand,  an  American  book — "Emerson's 
Renresentattre  Men,"  of  which  I  had  arranged  for  the  so-called  copy* 
right  in  this  country — was  reprinted  against  me  by  a  London  pohlisher 
(Mr.  Rondedge).  As  the  rival  printer  of  Emerson  had  preriously  beg^ 
reprinting  Washington  Irring^s  worics,  I  at  once  determined  on  the 
doable  retaliation  of  printing  Irving  against  him,  and  r^rinting  American 
literature  genendly." 

Bnt  Mr.  Boim  does  not  show  how  thb  mands  his  case  as  regaids 
Mr.  Mnnay  and  Mr.  Bentl^. 

In  the  mean  time,  Mr.  Murray  served  a  notiee  of  injunction  on  Mr. 
Bohn,  and  the  same  publidier  has  sinoe  commenced  proceeding  in  the 
Court  of  Queen's  Bench,  a  demurrer  baring  been  pleaded  on  the  9th  of 
May,  1861^  by  Sir  Fitvor  Kelly,  and  thore,  lor  the  time  being,  the 
matter  rested.  But  pending  lias  litigation,  one  of  the  judgments  of 
the  Couit  of  Exchequer — that  of  Boooey  «.  Jeflferys — upon  which  Mr. 
Bohn  relied,  was  *'  unexpectedly"  reversed  in  a  Conitof  Error  over  whidi 
Lord  Campbell  prerid^.  Mr.  Bohn,  wlio  seems  to  have  calculated 
iqpon  the  supposed  untenable  character  of  a  foreigner's  copyright  in  this 
country  as  an  excuse  for  his  republication  of  Washington  Lrving's  works, 
is  induced,  in  consequence  of  this  verdict,  so  unfinvouraUe  to  his  pro- 
ceedings, to  make  the  qoestion  a  public  one,  by  plaring  the  piracy  of  the 
Americans  in  contrast  to  our  generosity ;  just  as  the  publieation  of 
Wadiington  Irving^s  worics,  which  had  not  cost  him  (Bfr.  Bohn)  one 
fivthing,  stood  in  contrast  to  Mr.  Murray's  generority,  who  had  given 
thoosaals  for  the  right  of  publication;  and  he  (Mr.  Bohn)  prevails  upon  Sir 
Edward  Bulwer  Lytton,  who  is  opposed  npon  prinajde  to  the  right  of 
copy  bring  granted  to  foreigners  except  where  there  is  reciprocity,  to 
defend  a  bad  cause,  and  become  unintentionally  the  advocate  of  a  personal 
wrong. 

Dirines,  Chartists,  Publishers,  Autihors,  and  Artists  assemUed  to  discuss 
the  question— -as  one  of  reciprocity  rather  than  as  one  at  issue  in  a 
court  of  law.  The  Rev.  Dr.  Wortmngton  regretted  mudi,  as  evMy  one 
else  must  regret,  the  pertinarity  with  whidi  the  Americans  refiise  all  con* 
oession  in  respect  to  foreigpi  copyright  in  their  own  oonntry  ^  bnt  these 
is  not  a  word  in  the  printed  report  of  the  reverend  gentleman's  address  in 
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which  reciprocity  of  evil  condnct  on  onr  part  is  advocated.  Ernest 
Jones,  the  Chartist,  moTed,  that  '*  this  meeting  views  with  great  satisfiEbc- 
tion  the  recent  decision  of  Lord  Campbell,  as  a  preparatory  step  to  obtain- 
ing justice  and  an  international  copyright''  Mr.  Foego  argued,  that  by 
the  existing  law  the  foreigner  might  publish  his  works  here  and  in  his  own 
country,  while  the  poor  English  author  might  retire  from  his  profession, 
as  he  had  only  the  right  of  publishing  his  works  in  one  country !  Mr. 
Colbum  expressed  strong  indignatdon  against  American  piracies,  arguing 
that  retaliation  was  the  only  way  to  obtain  international  copyright,  and 
judiciously  recommending  his  brother-publishers  never  to  give  a  penny  for 
a  foreign  copyright  while  their  own  works  could  be  pirated  all  over  the 
world.  Mr.  Colbum  did  not,  however,  add,  that  if  his  brother-publishers 
had  been  induced,  under  the  provisions  of  the  law,  to  give  considerable  sums 
of  money  for  the  possession  of  a  foreigner's  copyright,  they  were  not  to  be 
protected  in  the  enjoyment  of  their  property. 

Mr.  Jefferys,  the  musical  publisher,  stated  that  the  same  thing  oh- 
tuned  in  his  line  as  in  that  of  literature,  viz.,  that  musical  publishers 
would  profit  more  by  protection  in  America  than  by  anything  they 
were  likely  to  gain  by  reprinting  foreign  music  here,  ^o  doubt  the 
Yankees  know  that  pretty  well  too.  Mr.  Cocks,  however,  stated,  that 
in  regard  to  music,  this  state  of  things  was  going  by  gradually  both 
in  France  and  in  America.  Hyde  Clarke  and  Vizetelly  supported 
the  principle  of  foreigners  holding  copyrights  in  this  country.  George 
Cruikshank  exposed,  in  a  droll  address,  that  art  suffered  as  much  as 
literature  and  music  from  the  piracies  of  the  Americans ;  but  he  said 
nothing  about  the  question  in  point,  whether  forbearance  or  retaliation 
would  be  most  likdy  to  bring  about  a  satisfieustory  adjustment.  Mr. 
Macfarlane  spoke  also  only  in  reference  to  the  question  of  the  loss  sus- 
tained by  English  authors  from  American  piracies.  Henry  Mayhew 
denounced  the  conduct  of  those  who  had  reprinted  the  works  of  Wash- 
ington Irving  without  the  license  of  the  Ekiglish  copyright-holders,  but 
he  "  became  so  violent  and  personal,' '  says  Mr.  Bohn's  report,  that 
*'he  was  called  to  order;"  and  for  the  same  reason,  we  suppose,  Mr. 
Bohn  has  not  printed  his  personalities.  William  Howitt  stated  his  opi- 
nion that  the  dedsion  of  Lord  Campbell  had  given  a  great  monopoly  to 
foreign  authors.  "  I  have,  however,"  added  the  author  of  ^*  Rund  Life 
in  England,"  <^  never  heard  but  one  opinion  amongst  them  (the  Ameri- 
cans)— that  there  is  nothing  they  are  so  desirous  for  as  a  great  inter- 
national copyright."  If  this  be  the  case,  liberality  on  our  part  will  be 
more  likely  to  ensure  so  desirable  an  end  than  the  shabby  imitation  of 
their  wholesale  piracies. .  The  amendment  is  described  as  having  been 
lost  by  a  show  of  100  hands  against  27  ;  but  it  will  be  remarked,  that  of 
the  above  speakers  upon  the  real  question  at  issue — the  right  of  the 
foreigner  to  an  English  copyright — almost  all  who  alluded  to  it  spoke  in 
its  fevour ;  Foggo  and  Colbum  alone  having  advocated  retaliation,  and 
William  Howitt  having  denounced  the  right  as  a  great  monopoly — which 
it  undoubtedly  is,  to  a  certain  extent — but  it  is  a  concession,  n>eely  and 
eenerously  made,  by  a  great  and  intellectual  country,  to  gain  a  just  and 
rair  reciprocity  from  our  American  brethren.  More  wUl  be  done  by 
advocating  the  cause  of  a  generous  admission  to  our  own  rights,  than  by 
disreputable  retaliation. 
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YOUNG  TOM  HALL'S  HEART-ACHES  AND  HORSES. 

Chapi*br  I. 

''  Our  Tom  shall  be  a  gent !  Our  Tom  shall  be  a  gent !"  exclaimed 
M  father  Hall  to  himself,  with  a  hearty  slap  of  his  &t  leg,  as,  after  a 
careful  casting-up  of  the  sum  *^  tottles"  of  maov  columns  of  many  books, 
he  at  length  heed  the  nervous  total,  and  found  he  was  worth — we  don't 
know  how  much.  The  observation  escaped  the  worthy  man  in  iixe  par- 
titioned-cff  nook  of  a  dingy  counting-house,  through  a  four-square 
window  of  which  he  could  contemplate  the  clerks,  ranged  on  either  side 
of  the  banking  uid  wool-stapling  oepartments.  Fo|r  five^and-forty  years 
old  Hall  had  laboured  assiduously  in  the  two  callings,  having  commenced 
as  an  offioe-sweeping-out  errand  boy,  with  twopence  in  his  pocket ;  thence, 
passing  up  the  sliding  scale  of  clerkships  into  the  beaven  of  junior  part- 
nership, he  at  length  loomed  out  into  Hidl  and  Co. — the  Hall  being 
our  finend,  and  the  *'  Co."  bimself  also.  Young  Tom — ^the  youth  that 
was  to  be  a  gent — was  to  old  Tom  pretty  much  what  a  &ded  keepsake 
or  annual  is  to  a  new  one.  The  bald,  tumipy-shaped  head  of  the  father 
was  reproduced  in  the  round,  light,  hypeiion-locked  one  of  the  son ;  the 
still  keen,  but  now  watery  gi«y  ey^  again  shone  forth  in  cerulean  blue ; 
the  very  dimples  in  his  grizzly  cheeks  reappeared  in  the  downy  ones  of 
his  son,  whose  gaudy-coloured,  exaggerated  JoinviJles  gave  ample  scope 
and  latitude  to  a  fine  double  chin,  which  the  old  gent  kept  a  good  deal 
within  the  folds  of  a  puddingy  white  cravat.  Their  figureis,  too,  were 
the  same — round,  fat,  humming-tc^- shaped  men,  upon  whose  plump 
limbs  the  flesh  wobbled  and  trembled  as  they  walked. 

Figures,  figures,  figures!  Old  Hall's  head  ran  upon  nothing  but 
figures.  His  mind  seemed  to  be  formed  of  three  red-ink  columns,  up 
and  down  which  his  thoughts  circulated  in  the  shape  of  pounds,  shillings,, 
and  pence.  He  was  wary,  cautious,  and  watdifuL  He  always  seemed 
to  be  thinkine^  that  the  party  he  was  speaking  to  was  setting  a  trap  to 
do  him  out  of  money,  perhaps  to  get  him  to  discount  a  bad  bill,  or  buy 
some  damaged  wool.  He  could  not  answer  a  common  observation  about 
the  weather  without  doing  a  little  mental  arithmetic  while  he  thought 
the  thing  over. 

*'  Fine  day,  Mr.  Hall,"  farmer  Barieymow  would  say,  as  he  stumped 
along  to  the  iuttket 

"  Sivin  and  four^B  elivin,  and  eighteen  is  tfairty-nine.  Tea,  sir,  it  is 
a  fine  day,**  the  banker  would  reply. 

Sivin  and  four  must  bave  stood  Hall  in  good  stead  at  some  aeaaom  or 
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other  of  his  life,  for,  to  whatever  length  his  calculations  ran,  he  invariahly 
commenced  with  '*  Sivin  and  four's  eliviu,"  and  hoilt  up  his  column  on 
that  superstructure. 

But  to  the  "  gent "  department,  as  they  say  at  the  Crystal  Palace. 

The  emphatic  slap  with  which  we  opened  the  chapter  startled  the 
clerks  and  astonished  '^  our  Tom,**  who  happened  to  be  engaged  on  the 
wool-stapling  side  of  the  counting-house,  arranging  an  ingenious  piece 
of  mechanism,  by  means  of  which  he  fished  off  old  Mr.  Trueboy  the 
cashier's  scratch-wig,  suspending  it  m  the  air,  like  the  top  of  a  Dio-> 
ropha  carriage.*  Tom,  who  was  only  half  educated,  was  just  of  an  age 
and  calibre  to  be  ready  for  anything — anything  except  business.  His 
father  had  had  to  take  nim  from  a  private  tutors,  to  prevent  his  many- 
ing  Miss  Jane  Daiseyfield,  ninth  daughter  of  Mr.  Mark  Daiseyfield,  of 
Butterlaw  Farm — a  most  amiable  and  elegant  young  lady,  but  who,  like 
her  sisters,  was  a  "  treasure  in  herself."  Miss  Jane,  however,  was  not 
Tom's  first  heart-ache ;  he  had  been  desperately  in  love  with  Miss 
Sowerby,  daughter  of  his  respected  tutor,  who  had  completely  wheedled 
and  talked  herself  into  his  good  graces,  notwithstanding  she  was  quite  as 
fair  and  almost  as  fat  as  himself.  He  was  desperate  for  her,  and  the 
lady,  though  a  trifle  older,  was  equally  enamoured  of  him.  How  this, 
his  premier  heart-ache — of  which,  we  are  concerned  to  say,  he  has  since 
had  many — ^might  have  ended,  is  immaterial,  for  Jane  Daiseyfield's 
slim,  angelic  figure,  raven  locks,  and  bright  Italian  complexion,  once 
seen,  completely  turned  the  cream  of  his  affection  for  Miss  Sowerby,  and 
made  him  wonder  how  he  could  ever  take  up  with  her.  Then  Mrs. 
Sowerby,  with  the  honest  outraged  feelings  of  maternal  pride,  unable 
to  see  a  *'  mere  &ay  "  so  put  upon  (though  it  was  as  good  as  forty  pounds 
tk  year  out  of  their  pockets,  notwithstanding  our  Tom  had  a  good  appe- 
tite), wrote  to  old  Hall,  cautioning  him  against  the  designing  Daisey- 
fields;  and  Hall  forthwith  removed  his  son,  and  shorQy  afterwards 
complimented  the  Sowerby  candour  with  a  ^  T.  Cox  Savory"  teapot  with 
a  silver  handle.  And  Miss  Sowerby  returned  our  Tom  the  heartsease 
and  forget-me-not  entwined  white  cornelian  brooch,  with  a  dignified 
but  not  altogether  despairing  note;  and  our  Tom  passed  the  brooch  on 
to  "dearest  Jane,"  with  a  schoolboy  scrawl  of  very  infirm  English,  vowing 
that  nothing  but  death  should  prevent  his  maJdng  her  Mrs.  Thomas 
HalL  And  all  these  things  being  accomplished,  he  presently  took  a 
second-class  hre  home,  falling  desperately  in  love  with  his  fellow-pas- 
senger, Lady  Beding^n's  pretty  maid,  who  he  was  only  preventing 
offering  to  by  the  station-master  at  Fleecyborough  refusing  to  book  him 
on  by  the  train  she  was  travelling  in.  So  Tom  was  left,  cursing  his  luck 
and  kissing  his  hand  to  her  from  the  platform. 

Chapteb  II. 

FiiEEGTBOROUGH,  the  new  scene  of  our  hero's  exploits,  though  more 
of  an  agricultural  than  a  manufacturing  town,  was  large  enough  to  have 
many  of  the  attributes  of  a  manufiusturing  one;  fairs,  assizes,  races,  and  so 
on ;  also  a  theatre  and  assembly-rooms,  where  town  and  county  met  in 

*  Vide  Messrs.  Bock  and  Corben's  specimens  of  carriages— not  wig-tackle — 
in  the  Crystal  Palace. 
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scornful  de6ance.  In  this  not  unfertile  field  old  Hall  had  amasied  money 
in  a  quiet,  nnobseryed,  unobtrusive  sort  of  ^aj,  until  Young  Hopeful  loom- 
ing on  the  scene  caused  people  to  be  suddenly  struck  with  the  fact  that 
old  Hall  must  be  very  rich.  Nor  did  ^'  Tummus,"  as  his  father  called 
him,  keep  his  candle  under  a  bushel;  on  the  contrary,  he  was  continually 
polishing  the  flags  of  Lark-street  along  with  Mr.  Padder,  Mr.  Capias  s 
swell  clerk,  or  Mr.  Yawney,  Mr.  Drugmore  the  doctor^s  young  man,  or 
standing  with  them  at  the  comer  of  Spooneypope-steet,  sucking  his 
cane-handle,  gazing  at  the  passing  vehicles,  or  criticising  as  mudi  of 
the  ladies'  ankles  as  could  be  seen  for  their  draggling  dresses.  He 
was  always  arrayed  in  the  brightest,  most  glaring  colours,  the  gaudiest 
shirts,  with  the  most  inexhaustible  wristbands,  the  most  varied  and  glit- 
tering studs,  the  most  bepocketed  Baden-towel  waistcoats,  the  queerest, 
scrimpiest  little  jackets,  and  the  widest,  boldest  patterned  trousers,  with 
the  tiniest  lacquer-toed  boots  peeping  out  below  that  ever  were  seen. 
So  our  Tom  stood  ''  a  gent" — a  character  that  in  old  Hall's  estimation 
simply  meant  a  man  with  plenty  of  money  and  nothing  to  do. 

The  worst  feature  of  Fleecyborough  for  a  gent  was,  that  there  were 
no  gents  to  keep  him  company — at  least,  not  till  the  afternoon.     All 
the  other  gents  were  only  gents  from  three  or  four  o'clock  or  so ;  conse- 
quently our  Tom's  time  hung  rather  heavily  on  his  hands.     He  had 
nshed  off  old  Trueboy  the  cashier's  wig  until  the  operation  had  ceased  to 
create    a   laugh,  and  his  practical  jokes  upon  the  other   clerks  had 
exhausted  themselves  by   repetition.      BMs  lAfe^  though  a  pleasing 
paper  and  full  of  varied  information,  would  not  last  him  a  whole  week; 
and  even  Miss  Isinglass  the  pretty  confectioner's  vapid  simper  of^ner 
set  him  yawning  than  she  inflamed  him  by  the  regularity  and  beauty 
of  her  features.     Fortune,  however,  soon  after  his  arrival,  came  to  our 
friend's  assistance.      So    marked   a  young  man  could  not  but  attract 
attention,  and    one   afternoon,  as   he  was  disporting  himself  on  three 
chairs   in  the  bay- windowed  coffee-room  of  the  Salutation  Inn,  after 
the  manner  of  St.  James's-street  club  swells,  as  his  friend  Padder  assured 
him,  the  well-known  Major  Fibs,  of  the  Heavysteed  Dragoons,  then 
quartered  at   Fleecyborough,   entered   the   room.      The  major  was  a 
tall,  gaunt  man,  with  full,   wide-extending,    sandy  moustachios,  that 
curled  out   into  points  like  antelopes'  horns.      The  major  was  about 
fifty  years  of  age,  nearly  five-and-thirty  of  which  he  had  spent  in  the 
army,  and  he  had  long  taken  an  M.A.  degree  in  all  that  rdates  to  the 
ways  of  the  world.     What  a  Mentor  for  a  man  of  our  Tom's  inexpe- 
rience 1  to  whom  let  us  get  him  introduced  as  quickly  as  possible.     Let 
us  suppose  Tom  lolling  at  his  ease,  and  the  major  entering  the  room. 

Now  the  military  being  to  a  country  town  pretty  much  what  the  nobi- 
lity an  to  London  town,  Tom's  first  impulse  was  to  get  up  and  offer  the 
major  the  chair;  but  recollecting  that  he  was  a  gent,  and  well  qualified, 
as  his  mother  often  assured  him,  to  "  hold  up  his  head,"  hinting,  woman- 
like, that  he  might  even  aspire  to  one  of  the  lord -lieutenant's  daughters, 
he  just  rolled  a  fat  leg  off  a  chair,  and  gave  it  a  sort  of  outward  twist  to- 
wards the  man  of  war.  The  major's  strapping  figure  rekixed  into  a 
pokerified  sort  of  bow,  while  a  saraonic  smile  plaved  over  his  hursite  fea- 
tures as  he  scanned  the  young  greenhorn  with  his  greenish  grey  eyes. 
BeWs  Life  being  a  far  better  ice-breaker  than  the  weather,  or  even  the 

k2 


130  Jmm^  Tom  JsMTs  Heart-aches  and  Horses, 

Giystal  P^ace  itaell^  the  major  at  once  proceeded  to  ask  Tom  if  he  would 
have  the  ''  Qoodneth,*'  for  he  lithped  a  good  deal,  "  to  tell  him  if  Charley 
Brick's  little  dog  had  woa  the  great  rat  match  at  Edgehathton." 

Now  Tom  had  just-  been  reading  the  column  ''  Canine,''  and  knew 
all  about  it ;  so  he  detailed  to  the  major,  with  remarkable  accuracy,  how 
the  little  animal  had  won,  and  expatiated  on  tlie  beauties  and  delicacies  of 
the  afl^r.  The  obi  m^or  listened  with  marked  attention,  and,  having 
discussed'  that  point,  he  asked  Tom  if  he  thought  he  could  pick  him  out 
the  winner  of  the  Rascal  Stakes  at  Chippenham.  Tom  could  not,  hut 
leferred  the  major  to  the  very  promising  column  of  prophets  in  BeWs 
Life^  to  one  of  whom,  viz.,  the  genius  who  advertises  ''  that  his  tongue  la 
not  for  fiEdsehood  framed,"  though  we  should  think  it  was  framed  for 
nothing  else,  he  thought  of  applying  for  racing  information.  The  major 
then  assumed  the  office  of  Mentor,  cautioning  Tom  against  these  impos- 
tors, who,  he  assured  him,  were  the  veriest  scum  of  the  earth,  who  knew 
nothing  at  all  about  '^  hovthes/'  and  would  infalHbly  bolt  if  they  got  any 
money  into  their  hands.  The  major  was  warm  and  energetic  on  the 
point,  feeling  morally  certain  that  he  was  equal  to  easing  Tom  of  any 
superfluous  cash  he  might  happen  to  have,  as  he  had  eased  many  a 
youngster  both  in  his  regiment  and  out  o£  it.  And  after  a  little  more 
auch  agreeable  and  instructive  conversation,  the  major  tendered  his  hand, 
saying  that  he  was  glad  to  have  had  the  pleasure  of  making  Mr.  Hall's 
aequaintance,  and  so  departed. 

Chapter  111. 

^'  SiviN  and  four's  elivin,  and  eight's  nineteen — I  don't  know  that  that'll 
do  you  any  good,"  observed  old  Hall,  when  Tom  boasted  at  dinner  that 
he  had  made  Major  Fibs^s  acquaintance. 

'^  I  don't  know  l&al,"  my  dear,  observed  Mrs.  Hall,  coming  to  the 
rescue.  '^I  think  it's  just  the  sort  of  company  our  Tummus  should 
be  in.^ 

^^  Sivin  and  four's  elivin,  and  forty-flve  is  fifty-six — don't  like  the  milt'ii- 
tary,"  replied  Hall,  gnawing  away  at  a  chicken  leg. 

^  That's  only  because  Captain  Sloper  bit  you,"  replied  his  wife.  *'  You 
shouldn't  judge  of  all  by  the  faults  of  one.  The  harmy's  a  most 
'enerable  profession." 

''  Middlin',"  replied  Hall,  who  had  had  the  offer  of  many  other  "bites" 
besides  Sloper's — ^for  escaping  which  he  was  more  indebted  to  his  own 
acuteness  than  to  the  candour  of  the  would-be  biters. 

Tom,  too,  with  the  generous  sympathies  of  youth,  defended  the  major, 
whose  conduct  he  eulogised  in  cautioning  him  against  the  advertisiug  turf 
swindlers ;  and  what  between  his  wife  and  his  sou,  c^d  Hall  soon  found 
that  he  might  as  well  hold  his  tongue. 

Next  day,  as  he  was  peering  over  the  dingy  green  blinds  of  his  bank, 
and  saw  Tom  strutting  by  on  the  arm  of  the  red  jacketed  major,  in  the 
full  enjoyment  of  the  curious  pleasure  some  little  men  feel  in  walking  with 
very  tall  ones,  the  old  man  felt  more  pleased  than  pained  at  the  sight. 
The  major  and  Tom  walked  the  streets  for  two  hours,  in  the  course  of 
"vdlnch  time  they  met  Mrs.  Flareup*s  gold  lace-hatted  coachman,  nine  times 
watched  the  Mus  Skippingtons  into  seven  milliners'  and  other  shops,  and 
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g!otiiiiiiiineKBUe  s^tea  from  the  saUient.  Their  eontenatica.  ivM  chiefly 
about  <'  horthee»'*  which  the  najoir  criticued»  or  rather  deooiOieed  freely  as 
they  passed,  pronouncing  one  to  be  a  xip,  another  a  bnite^  a  thkd  a  devU, 
a  frwth  a'serew,  and  so  on;  opinioiis  to  which  Tom  fr«eiy  aasented^  though 
he  knew  nothii^  whatever  about  them.  Seemg  the  swaggeiing  way  in 
whiek  Tom  brandished  his  cane  whip-stick,  die  mi^or  asked  him  what 
hoondsh  he  hunted  with,  and  heing  toki  that  he  had  never  beea  out  but 
onee^  and  then  on  fbot^  with- old  Mr.  Bkiatingfovd's  bea^s,  he  partico- 
lariy  recommended  huntbg  to  his  attention^  assoring  him  that  the  reiy 
best  introductioD  for  a  young  man  oi  figure  and  fortune  fike  him,  was  to 
be  found  at  the  cover  side.  He  then  entered  into  a  dissertation  on  the 
rdalive  merits  of  Lord  Heartydieexa  and  Sir  Hany  Bulfinches'  hounds, 
commenting  en  the  skill  of  thetr  respective  huntsmen,  and  the  powers  and 
perfermaiicee  of  their  packs. 

Be  also  glanced  at  the  compositioB  of  their  mepectire  fields,  denounc- 
ing this  man  as  a  '* jealous  dog,^'  liiat,  as  a  ''fine  orthman,"  and  con- 
cluded by  asking  our  Tom  to  dine  at  the  barradcs  on  the  morrow,  being 
bandday,  to  which  our  friend  readily  aasented^  to  which  enlivening 
seene  let  us  now  adjourn.  Although  Fibs  was  not  conndered  quite  the 
thing  in  the  regime&t — at  least  not  by  some  of  the  saucy  safaakerBS^  wfao^ 
after  all,  might  be  no  great  judges  of  propriety,  or  might,,  perhaps, 
mistake  £or  cheating  what  in  reidity  were  most  useful  lessons  in  tne 
ways  of  the  world — although  Fibs^  we  say,  was  net  considered  quite 
Uie  thing  in  the  regiment,  yet,  being  an  mtense  toady  of  the  ct^ooel's 
— Colonel  Blunt — ^who  was  no  g^at  shakes  himself,  they  pocketed  their 
dislikes  and  wined  with  our  Tom  in  the  hearty,  liberal  sort  of  way  of 
men  who  have  got  to  pay  their  share  of  tho  shot  The  colonel,  who  sat 
opposite  Tom,  kd  the  diarge  widi  a  great  stentorian  voice,  aa  example 
that  was  quickly  followed  by  the  major,  taken  up  by  Captain  Pi|^in 
opposite^  responded  to  by  Mr.  Mattyfot  down,  below,  followed  by  Captain 
Daaaler  higher  up,  repeated  by  Captain  Spill  from  behind  the  q>ergne,  re- 
echoed by  Captain  Wlu^per  in  the  vice-duur,  chorased  l^  Mr.  Stalker 
(m  his  left,  and  squeaked  by  little  Mister  Jug,  the  junior  comet,  who 
was  very  industrious  in  the  drinking  way,  and  generally  got  too  much 
wine  every  night.  They  all  took  wine  with  our  Tom — tke  SKlJatant 
twice. 

The  consequence  was,  that  our  Tom  got  a  very  considerable  quantity 
of  hot  heady  wine  during  dinnes^  and  soon  folt  at  home  among  these 
jolly  cocks,  instead  of  rismg  from  table  as  unacquainted  with  them  as 
when  he  sat  down,  accord^g  to  the  frigid  rules  of  high  societ)r, 
where  people  are  neither  introduced  nor  make  acquaintance  by  ask- 
ing each  other  to  wine.  We  really  think  it  wodd  be  an  impiove- 
ment  on  the  modem  practice  if  a  liost  were  to  calculate  how  m«ch  a 
dinner  would  cost,  and  send  a  share  of  the  money  to  each  guest,  with, 
<^  Company  not  requii-ed,"  as  undertakers  do  with  mourning  at  a 
funeral — a  solemnity  that  a  modem  dinner-party  very  much  resembles. 
Not  so  our  mess,  however,  where  everybody  wined  with  our  Tom ;  and 
what  with  the  novdty  of  the  scene,  the  dash  of  the  uniforms,  the  taU, 
tawdry,  liveried  footmen,  the  massive  plate,  the  general  glare  and  glitter 
of  everything  exoept  the  plate^  which  was  dull  and  pewtery-like,  when 
the  ps«»ane  Caidigans  mingled  with  the  cut-glass  decanters^  and  the 
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band  struck  up,  and  the  orderlies  went  round  with  their  books,  our  Tom 
felt  as  though  he  had  imbibed  the  spirit  of  the  Duke  of  Wdlington,  and 
could  lead  whole  armies  on  to  glory  and  renown. 

The  conversationy  however,  did  not  take  a  military  turn,  for  Colonel 
Blunt,  being  a  gr^it,  coarse,  blackleg  sort  of  man,  soon  turned  it  into 
his  favourite  chuinel,  and  after  a  very  critical  review  of  the  previous 
week's  sporting  transactions,  as  detailed  in  the  Sunday  papers,  he  evoked 
an  expression  of  opinion  as  to  the  propriety  of  matching  nis  bull-terrier, 
Griper,  against  Bullhide  the  butcher^s  Holdfast,  and  the  band  striking 
up  "  Rory  O'More''  in  the  course  of  the  discussion,  he  sent  the  adjutant 
to  dismiss  them  as  a  noisy  set  of  scamps.  Having  got  rid  of  them,  he 
resumed  the  subject,  frequently  directing  his  questions  and  observations 
to  our  Tom,  who  felt  flattered  by  the  attentions  of  the  great  commander, 
and  his  offer  of  allowing  any  one  to  go  halves  in  the  match  rather 
hanging  fire,  Tom  boldly  closed  with  it,  leaving  it  to  the  colonel  to 
make  it  for  any  sum  he  liked.  Having  attentively  scrutinised  Tom's 
^Bkt,  vacant  ^ace,  and  considered  whether  he  had  better  pigeon  him  or 
let  his  daughter  have  a  run  at  him,  he  came  to  the  condusion  that  he 
might  do  both,  and  being  in  the  secret  of  the  then  great-coming  cross 
between  Sledgehammer,  the  blacksmith,  and  Granitenob,  the  miner, 
the  colonel  accommodated  Tom  with  the  fiftvourite  at  evens. 

He  then  introduced  the  subject  of  some  leather  plating  they  were 
getting  up  among  themselves — quite  select — ^^snuiU  stakes — just  for 
amusement,  and  to  please  the  country  folks — ^five  pound  forfeits— on/y 
five  pounds !"  and  Tom  dashed  at  them  too.  In  fact,  he  was  ripe  for 
anything;  but  the  prudent  colonel  thinking  he  had  done  enough,  and 
many  of  the  officers  naving  retired  on  the  appearance  of  a  bottle  with  a 
white  paper  cravat,  the  colonel  looked  signmcantly  at  the  major,  who 
forthwith  proposed  retiring  to  his  room  and  having  '^  thum  thaidines  or 
anthovies,  or  bitter  ale  and  grilled  bones,  or  thumthin'  of  that  thort.*' 
The  fat  boy  and  the  fat  colonel  then  rose  together,  and  the  fat  colonel 
seeing  that  the  fat  boy  rather  lurched  in  his  gait,  thrust  his  huge  arm 
through  his,  and  led  nim  away  before  the  now  tittering  remnant  of  his 
regiment. 

'^  What  a  youth  !*'  whispered  one. — "  Green  as  grass,"  observed  another. 
— "  In  good  hands,"  said  a  third. — "  The  old  'uns  will  draw  him,"  tittered 
another. — ''  Never  mind,  he's  plenty  of  wool  on  his  back  I"  exclaimed  a 
fifth. — '*  Right  shop  for  getting  it  shorn  in,"  rejoined  the  first  speaker, 
who  had  had  practical  experience  both  of  the  colonel  and  his  major. 
But  we  must  accompany  the  departing  worthies. 

Colonel  Blunt  being  quite  a  martinet  in  money  matters,  never  com- 
promising a  good  bet^  or  letting  a  youngster  off  a  bad  one,  or  out  of  a 
bad  horse  deal  on  the  plea  of  inebriety,  which  he  used  to  say  was  only  an 
additional  reason  for  enforcing  the  bet  or  the  deal,  were  it  only  to  cure 
him  of  the  foul  propensity— the  colonel,  we  say,  being  quite  a  martinet 
in  money  matters,  was  anxious  to  ^'compare"  with  Tom  Hall  in  private, 
so  that  there  might  be  no  mistake  or  misunderstanding  in  the  morning. 
Seeing,  too,  how  freely  Tom  rose  at  all  manner  of  bait,  he  thought  he 
might  feel  how  the  land  lay  with  regard  to  entering  him  for  his  daughter 
— a  most  lovely  and  angelic  girl,  as  her  mother  told  die  gents,  or  a  fiery 
littie  fiend,  as  she  occasionally  told  the  young  lady  herself     Accordingly 
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he  stack  to  our  firiend  Tom,  even  after  he  bad  got  him  safe  down  the 
stone  steps  of  the  mess-room  and  into  the  spacious  star-canopied  barrack- 
yard,  lookinfi^  so  different  in  the  dull,  sombre  garments  of  night,  to  what 
it  did  when  he  entered  in  the  bright  glare  of  day.  Whether  it  was  the 
night  air,  or  the  stars,  or  the  young  moon,  or  the  young  port,  or  the  old 
cheese,  or  the  green  salad,  we  know  not,  but  Tom's  head  ceased  to  serve 
him  even  as  indifferently  well  as  it  had  been  doing,  and  his  legs  seemed 
inclined  to  rebel  too.  However,  the  colonel  got  him  over  the  ground, 
and  up  to  the  end  of  a  spacious  wind-whistling  passage,  through  which 
darkness  was  made  visible  by  a  few  glowworm-looking  lamps,  aided  by 
occasional  gleams  of  light  from  partially-opened  doors  on  either  side, 
disclosing  adjourned  scenes  of  revelry,  or  emitting  the  fumes  of  tobacco. 
The  major's  soldier-servant,  anticipating  his  master's  coming,  had  got  a 
couple  of  composite  candles  lighted,  which  cast  a  cheerful  radiance  over 
the  crimson  furniture  and  fancy  fittings  of  the  little  room,  and  had  even 
been  so  considerate  as  to  lay  a  pack  of  cards  on  the  table. 

*^  Thit  down,  my  dear  feller — thit  down,"  lisped  the  major,  wheeling  a 
semi-drcular  chair  behind  our  friend  Tom,  which,  taking  him  just  behind 
the  knees,  sent  him  souse  into  it.  The  colonel  then  took  possession  of 
/me  opposite.  Tom's  head  now  began  to  swim.  He  thought  the  carpet 
was  undulating,  like  the  sham  sea  at  a  theatre,  and  dutdied  his  chair 
manfully  with  both  hands. 

*'  I  wish  this  chair  mayn't  come  down  with  me,'*  observed  the  colonel, 
as  his  chair  began  to  creak  under  hb  enormous  weight,  for  he  walked 
seventeen  stone. 

^^That  would  be  ve— -ve — ^very  atr^ward,"  stammered  Tom,  staring 
wildly. 

"Oh,  no,  it  things  (sings)  with  me,"  observed  the  major  from  the  adjoin- 
ing cupboard  of  a  room,  whither  he  had  gone  under  pretence  of  arranging 
his  supper  tray,  but  in  reality  to  g^ve  the  colonel  an  opportunity  of  taking 
Tom  through  hands. 

'^  Well,  1  hope  BuUhide  won't  whop  us,"  observed  the  colonel,  revert- 
ing to  the  dog-mateh,  slapping  his  great  brawny  hands  on  to  his  enor- 
mous knees,  and  contemplating  Tom  just  as  a  cat  contemplates  a  mouse 
before  pouncing.  "  I  hope  Bullhide  won't  whop  us,"  repeated  he,  in  a 
louder  tone,  Tom  not  noticing  the  observation. 

**  That  would  be  ve — ve — ve—ry  atrAward,"  replied  Tom,  after  a 
pause. 

^  If  the  Nob  beats  the  Hammer  I  shall  want  two  ponies  of  you,"  ob- 
served the  colonel,  slowly  and  sententiously. 

"  That  would  be  ve — ve — ^ve — ry  awkward,"  replied  Tom. 

'<  Humph !"  grunted  the  colonel,  fixing  his  eyes  on  the  now  open- 
mouthed,  drboping-lidded,  chubby-faced  boy,  and  thinking  whether  it 
was  worth  while  continuing  the  effort. 

Just  then  Tom  thought  he  felt  the  room  begin  to  rock,  and  started 
forward  with  a  violent  stamp  on  the  floor.  Finding  his  misteke,  he  gave 
an  idiotic  sort  of  laugh,  as  if  nothing  particular  had  happened,  and  then 
essayed  to  sit  bolt  upright. 

The  colonel  thought  he  would  make  one  more  attempt. 

^<  You  understand  the  terms  of  the  Warrior  Stakes,"  observed  he, 
speaking  very  loudly,  and  leaning  towards  Tom.     ^^  It's  a  fifkeen-guinea 
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Btake,  ten  guineas  forfeit^  and  only  five  if  fledarod  by  the  15th.  if  you 
don't  mean  to  run  you'll  have  to  pay  five  gmaeaa.*' 

"  That  would  be  yc — we — ^?eiy  awk — ward,"  xvplied  Tom,  with  much 
laboor. 

*'  Ay,  but  if  you  don't  declare  in  time  youll  harro  to  pay  ten"  le* 
joined  the  colonel,  with  a  knowing^  jerk  of  hie  great  bull  head. 

"  That  would  be  ve — ^ve — ^very  awk — ward,'*  replied  Tom,  as  before. 

^^  Hang  your  awkwards!''  growled  the  colonel,  rning  fi'om  his  chair; 
and,  going  to  where  ^  major  was  still  busy  among  bis  condiments,  he 
whispered  him  '^that  the  boy  was  drunk,  and  he  (the  major)  must  see 
that  aeitars  were  r^ht  m  the- morning." 

Tiue  the  obsequious  major  promis^  to  do^  and  biddiag  Tom  *^  Giood 
night,"  the  colonel  rolled  o£P  home,  to  take  the  usual  revenge  upon  Us 
wife  and  daughter  that  he  did  when  things  didn't  go  right;. 

And  the  major  got  a  fly  aod  took  our  Tom  home  to  his  Other's. 

Chavter  IV. 

Major  Fibs  was  in  town  betimes  the  next  aliemoon,  having  doable 
duty  to  perform,  namely,  to  call  the  colonel's  bets  over  with  our  Tom^  and 
to  cat^n  him  against  Uie  men  in  the  fegimeBt,  who  he  thou^it  wo«ki 
be  likely  to  enlighten  Tom  as  to  their  joint  propensities.  The  mess 
dinner  having  made  Tom  common  property,  die  major  felt  the  urgency 
of  the  occasion;  for  though  few  of  the  men  had  been  long  in  the  regiment 
— which,  indeed,  seemed  to  act  the  part  of  conduit-pipe  to  otheca— yet 
they  eould  all  tell  something  against  the  eolooel  or  this  major,  or  both. 

Not  falling  in  with  Tom  in  High-street,  or  Cross-street,  or  at  the 
comer  of  Spooney  pope-street,  and  seeing  nothing  of  him  over  Padding- 
ton,  the  tailor  <*  Scoia  London's  **  blinds,  between  the  brush  and  soap 
bottles  of  fiergamot,  the  hairdresser's  window,  or  in  tke  coffee-room  <n 
the  Salutation  Inn,  the  major  drew  on  to  Miss  Isinglass,  the  con£eo^ 
tibuer's,  where  he  found  our  jolly  friend  sitting  backwards  in  his  chair, 
contemplating  the  young  lady  over  a  conical  tumbler  of  capiUaire  and 
soda  water.  The  major  clanked  in  with  his  long  brass  spurs  and.  coarae 
iron-heeled  boot& 

*'  Ah,  my  dear  fellow,  how  d'ye  do  ?"  lisped  he,  as  if  the  meeting  was 
the  veriest  accident  in  the  world.  ^  Ciood  momin*.  Miss  I.,"  continued 
he,  addressing  the  lady,  with  a  military  touch  of  his  gold-laced  foraging- 
eap ;  ''  hope  I  don't  mtnide?  as  Paul  Pit  used*  to  say,"  looking  signifi- 
cantly at  Tom ;  at  which  the  lady  smiled  and  hung  her  head,  showing 
her  auburn  corkscrew  ringlets  to  great  advantage. 

The  trio  then  entered  upon  the  interesting  subject  of  the  weather ; 
t&e  major  wanting  rain,  to  soften  the  ground,  to  tndn  a  tiddish-legged 
horse ;  Miss  Isinglass  wanting  it  fair,  as  she  was  going  by  the  last  cheap 
excursion  train  to  the  Great  Exhibition,  and  Tom  Hall  not  knowing  ex- 
actly what  he  wanted.  So  they  talked  a  very  edifying  pastrycook-shop 
sort  of  conversation.  At  lei^th,  having  finished  his  beverage,  and  told 
Miss  Isinglass  to  *'  tick  it,"  Tom  rose  from  his  seat,  and,  with  a  parting 
leer,  linked  arms  with  the  major,  and  sallied  forth  for  a  stroll,  Tom  ob- 
swing  confidentially  to  his  friend  that  his  *^  coppers  were  hot." 

''  1  thought  you  were  rather  thleepy  last  nighty"  relied  the  mi^or, 
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snspeettDg  thtt  Tdbi  night  be  waatitig  to  cry  off  kis  be<s  on  the  plea  of 
intoiieation*  '^  I  thought  yon  were  latfaor  thkepy/'  T»p««ted  he ;  adding, 
**  Thtt  beethly  hand's  enough  to  thet  anybody  to  tMeep." 

The  ^*  sleepyness  *'  wa9  not  the  oaiy  reminiscenoe  o£  the  prerions 
night's  carouse,  ^,  in  addition  to  the  ghost  of  a  tune  with  his  head- 
ache, Tom  had  awoke  with  a  desperate  military  mania.  Nothing  would 
serve  him  but  he  would  be  a  soldier.  As  he  lay  cooling  his  throbbiiig 
head  against  the  pillow,  he  thought  over  the  glories  of  a  military  career, 
the  magnificent  uniforms,  the  splendid  dinners,  the  enlivening*  bands, 
the  brazen  trumpet's  sonnd^  the  honour  of  b^onguig'  to>  the  "  Rag ;" 
and  he  femcied  lumself  eapermg  about  the  streets  on  a  splendidly  capa- 
risoned charger,  with  a  red-and-wbite  feather  floating  gracefully  from  his 
cocked  hot 

'*  I  tell  you  what,"  said  he,  aqneezing  the  major's  arm  eonfidentiaUy — 
**  I  tell  you  what,  IVe  beeo  thinking — that's  to  say,  I've  been  considenug 
— I  mean,  I've  half  an  idea — I  should  like  to  go  into  the  army." 

*'  Hem !"  mused  the  major,  thinking  how  that  would  fit. 

'^And  I  ^uld  like  to  go  into  your  regiment,"  con^oed  Tom, 
eagerly;  adding,  **  Wye  think  I  ve  any  chance  ?" 

^  Not  imjM«l&ible,*'  replied  the  major,  making  a  gfood  mouthfel  of  the 
*^poth" — <<not  impo^Aible.  The  colonel's  parthal  to  sthout  men — likes 
tiwrnfat." 

'Mifdeed,"  replied  Ten,  who  ^n't  consider  himself  at  all  out  of  the 
way  in  thatiespeet  ^^Dye  think  he'd  give  me  a  eommisnon?"  asked 
Tool 

**  Why,  as  to  that^"  mused  the  nugor— >"  why,  as  to  that,  I  dare  thay 
he'd  give  you  his  interest,  and  he's  thick  with  the  old  Dook  ;  has  a  bed 
at  Apthley  Houth  whenever  he  goes  to  town ;  indeed,  I've  no  doubt  the 
Do€^  would  be  only  too  happy  to  therve  him.  But  thee  him  yourthelf, 
my  dear  feller,"  continued  the  major — ^^tibee  him  yourthelf,  and  ask  him* 
the  question." 

Tern  walked  on  in  sUeace,  not  exactly  knowing  how  to  set  about  it. 

*^  You  might  call  under  pretenth  ofi  talking  over  your  last  night's 
beths,  you  know,"  suggested  ika  major,  ^  and  that  would  give  you  an 
oppoftunity  of  theeing  his  daughter  Anthelena^  the  most  lovely  creature 
you  ever  thet  eyes  on — things  like  a  theraphnm!" 

The  kdy  temptation  vras  for  the  moment  lost  upon  Tom  by  the  sud- 
den inruptioa  of  Granitenob  and  Griper,  and  Bullhide  and  the  Warrior 
Stakes,  upon  his  recollectioD.  He  now  felt  that,  if  he  hadn't  made  the 
colonel's  acquaintance  thereby,  he  would  rather  not  have  made  the 
bets;  for,  like  the  great  Min  Gilpin,  although  on  pleasure  bent, 
Tom  had  a  frugal  ukimI — a  dSsal  of  old  Hall's  cautious  cunning  about 
him. 

''If  you  have  any  theiious  thoughts  about  the  army,"  continued  the 
major,  after  a  pause,  '*  it  wouldn't  be  a  bad  plan  to  humour  the  old  gen- 
tleman by  making  a  few  more  beths  with  him.  It  isn't  ^e  money  he 
cares  about^"  eonthaued  the  major,  ''  he  likes  the  exthitement  of  the 
tiling^.  Money !— bleth  ye,  he  has  more  than  he  knows  what  te  do  wi^ 
m  be  bund  to  thay,  Anthelena  will  have  fifty  thentfaaed  pimds — not 
fifty  thottthand  stock,  but  stock  that  will  prodooth  fifty  thouthand  dioiid, 
t^ubstanthal  thovereignB." 
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And  Tom  felt  cheered  br  the  assuranoe,  and  thoagfat  he  saw  hia  way 
through  the  Graniteoob  and  other  diffioulties.  If  excitement  was  all  tlie 
old  boy  wanted,  he  could  accommodate  him  with  that  to  any  extent ;  and 
though  aspiring  to  so  g^at  an  heiress  might  appear  presumptuous,  Tom 
was  not  prepared  to  say  but  he  was  ready  for  the  attempt. 

'<  Is  she  pretty  T*  asked  Tom,  flourishmg  a  cane  whip-stick  in  an  o£f- 
hand  sort  of  way. 

^^Beeau — timl !"  drawled  the  major.  *'  The  most  ^^eaif — tiful  figure 
and  complexthon  you  ever  thaw." 

<'  Indeed,**  rephed  Tom.     «  111  have  a  look  at  her." 

**  Do,"  replied  the  major.  ^'  I  athure  you,  as  a  friend,  she's  well  worth 
it" 

^*  Hum !"  mused  Tom,  wishing  he  hadn't  given  Jinny  Daiseyfield  the 
brooch,  and  wondering  how  he  could  get  it  back. 

"The  colonel's  an  exthelleht  cretur,"  observed  the  major  as  they 
sauntered  along. 

<'  He  seems  so,"  replied  Tom. 

^^ExtheUerU  cretur,"  repeated  the  major,  with  an  emphasis  and  a  twist 
of  the  points  of  hb  ferocious  moustachios ;  "  quite  a  feither  to  all  the  young 
men  in  the  regiment, — far  too  good  for  some  of  them,  indeed,"  added  he. 

<'  What  sort  of  chaps  are  they  ?"  asked  Tom. 

^  Why,  between  ourselves,"  replied  the  major,  in  an  under  tone^  and 
hugging  Tom's  arm  as  he  spoke, — "between  ourselves — in  strict  con- 
fidence in  course,  for  one  doesn't  like  to  speak  ill  of  one's  brother-offithers 
— ^there  are  some  queerish  blades  among  'em ;  that  Dathler,  for  instance, 
and  Whopper"  (both  of  whom  the  colonel  and  major  had  recently  cheated 
in  horses),  "  and  Pippin,  is  no  g^at  things ;  but  you've  no  occasion  to 
trouble  yourself  about  any  of  them ;  the  colonel's  the  boy  for  you — stick 
to  him.  It*8  a  far  finer  thing  to  be  thick  with  field*ofEtners  and  colonels 
of  regiments  than  with  little  whelps  of  boys  like  that  little  JMHthter  Jug, 
and  Shuffler,  and  so  on." 

And  Tom  thought  so,  and  fancied  that  he,  too,  might  come  to  have  a 
bed  at  Apsley  House.  The  major  interrupted  the  reverie  by  entering 
upon  the  more  immediate  object  of  his  mission — namely,  that  of  ascer- 
taining how  fiir  the  youth's  memory  retained  the  recollection  of  the 
overnight's  transaction ;  and  finding  that  he  was  pretty  well  "  up"  in 
them,  he  next  sounded  him  as  to  his  means  of  carrying  them  out,  parti- 
cularly as  regarded  the  race  for  the  Warrior  Stakes.  Hearing  that  his 
hunting-cane  then  constituted  his  whole  equestrian  stock  in  trade,  the 
major  hinted  at  the  desirableness  of  getting  horthes  directly  so  as  to  get 
them  into  condithon  before  the  season,  observing  that  condithon  was 
half  the  battle  with  a  hunter ;  a  fact  that  Tom  was  wholly  unconscious 
of,  being  of  opinion  that  a  horse,  like  a  carriage  or  a  steam-engine,  was 
always  ready  to  go  when  wanted.  In  short,  Tom  knew  nothing  at  all 
about  horses,  and  in  more  ways  than  one  seemed  to  have  been  sent  for 
the  especial  benefit  of  the  gallant  Colonel  Blunt  and  his  able  and  inde- 
&tigable  coadjutor.  Major  Fibs.  The  major  then  proceeded  to  show 
how,  if  Tom  got  a  nice  orth  or  two,  thummer*d  a  la  Nimrod,  which 
the  major  pronounced  to  be  the  most  orthodox  thystem,  Tom  might  do 
a  little  cocktail  rathin,  and  perhaps  win  a  goodith  sthake ;  all  of  which 
was  extremely  comfortable  to  our  young  fnend  s  comprehension.     The 
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major  even  hinted  that  he  knew  a  very  likely  nag  to  do  the  trick ; 
but  he  jtut  mentioned  this  in  a  casoal,  incidental  sort  of  way,  addressing 
himself  as  much  to  die  wall  as  to  Tom  Hall ;  and  after  a  protracted 
saunter,  the  major  at  length  parted  with  his  amiable  young  friend,  assuring 
him  of  his  distinguished  consideration,  and  returned  to  the  barracks  to 
report  to  the  colonel ;  while  Tom  turned  in  for  a  four  o'clock  dinner  at 
his  father^s,  his  head  still  harping  on  the  army,  and  aching  with  the  fine 
military  port  of  the  prerious  day. 

Chapteb  V. 

^'  Sr^iK  and  four's  elivin,  and  ninety-four's  a  'underd  and  five,"  ex* 
claimed  old  Hall  in  astonishment,  planting  his  knife  and  fork  erect  with  a 
diump  of  each  on  the  table  when  our  Tom  broached  the  subject  of  soldier* 
ing.  ^  Sivin  and  four's  elivin,  and  nine^-nine  s  a  'under^d  and  ten — toot 
the  doose  should  you  go  into  the  army  for  f^  gasped  he. 

^^  Serve  one's  queen  and  country,"  stammered  Tom,  blushing,  not  ex- 
pecting such  a  note  of  exclamation. 

^^  Serve  one's  queen  and  fiddlestick !"  replied  old  Hall,  who,  like  Mr. 
Cobden,  was  all  for  peace  and  politeness. 

Mrs.  Hall  was  equally  opposed,  though  on  a  different  principle.  She 
couldn't  abear  the  idea  of  her  dear  boy  being  cut  up  by  the  Caffres,  or 
burnt  by  the  Indians,  or  peppered  by  the  Irish,  or  prodded  by  the  French* 
^  No,  no,  Tummus  musn't  be  a  soldier.  He  must  stay  at  home  and 
comfort  his  pa  and  his  ma." 

But  Tom  was  obdurate;  and  having  always  g^t  what  he  wanted  by 
standing  out,  he  worked  the  subject  morning,  noon,  and  night.  The  old 
people  took  counsel  together.  Many  were  the  expedients  and  diversions 
they  suggested. 

<'  It's  a  pity  but  we  could  get  him  into  Lord  Lavender's  army,"  at 
length  observed  Mrs.  Hall  to  her  husband,  one  night  after  Tom  had  been 
unusually  persecuting.  *^  He  would  look  uncommon  nice  in  marmalade- 
coloured  tights,  and  it's  just  the  sort  of  company  Tummus  ought  to 
be  in." 

Now  Lord  Lavender  was  the  preter  pluperfect  tense  of  dandies ;  his 
hussars  were  the  pink  of  the  yeomanry  cavalry  of  England,  and  officered 
by  noblemen  and  swells  of  uie  first  water.  The  facilities  of  railways 
enabled  many  listless,  lounging,  London  bucks  to  bebeard  and  bespur 
themselves,  and  take  up  their  quarters  at  his  noble  mansion  for  fourteen 
days,  eating  and  drinking  and  playing  at  soldiers  in  the  park.  His  lord- 
ship, who  hiEui  the  soul  of  an  army-tailor  in  the  body  of  a  nobleman,  spent 
endless  time  and  countless  cash  in  the  advancement  of  this  his  favourite 
hobby,  and  though  in  reality  commanding  but  one  regiment,  it  was  as 
good  as  having  two,  for  they  were  heavies  in  the  morning  and  hussars  at 
night.  Red  coats  and  horse-haired  helmets,  with  leather  lights  and  jack- 
boots were  the  marching  order,  while  richly  silver-braided,  ermine- 
trimmed,  lavender-coloured  jackets  and  petisses,  and  the  aforesaid  mar* 
malade-coloured  tights,  with  silver-tasselu  Hessian  boots,  annihilated  the 
ladies  of  an  evening. 

None  but  the  wealthy,  or  men  with  g^ood  credit,  could  go  into  the 
corps,  for  all  the  appointments  were  studiedly  expensive,  no  German  silver 
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ftUowed,  and  the  lace  'was  Jaid  on  as  if  it  was  iinpossIUe  to  get  it  thick 
aBO<ug»h.  Into  this  ^'heaven  of  heaTens"  Mrs.  Hail  was  desirous  of  in- 
tnading  our  Tom,  or  rather  her  Tom.  We  divei^ged  at  the  point  wheoe 
die  introduced  the  idea. 

^  Srnn  an  dfour's  elivia,  and  eivin's  eighteen^ — >diere  wouldn't  be  much 
difficulty  about  that,*'  repikdold  Hall. 

^  D^e  think  not?''  exclaimed  his  better  hal^  in  delight. 

*^  Sivin  and  four's  elivin,  and  eighteen's  thirty-nioe — ^t&iok  not,"  replied 
her  husband,  cautiously;  "at  least  I  take  it  not — I  apprehend  not" 

Old  Hall  had  been  recently  reading  that  great  work  of  information  his 
bank-ledger,  wherein  he  had  a  concise  view,  not  only  of  his  lordship's 
aflairs,  hut  of  the  afi^s  of  many  other  great  men  of  the  county,  and  find- 
ing that  his  lordship  had  what  he  called  <*  over^rood  most  </es{H*ate,"  he 
had  "very  little  doubt  that  he  cosld  hare  whatever  he  <chose  to  ask  for. 

His  wife,  of  coarse,  ai^ged  him  to  ask  for  a  eommission  for  our  Tom ; 
and  our  Tom,  tfaoogh  he  had  been  desperate  about  the  Heavysteed 
Dragoons,  yet  feeling,  on  reflection,  that  ail  ihe  splendour  in  the  world 
would  be  little  worth  if  he  hadn't  dear  Fleecyborough  to  exhibit  it  in, 
with  becoming  reluctance  at  length  came  into  the  arrangement.  Old 
Hall,  after  duly  considering  whether  he  ahoiild  address  his  lordship  on  the 
sabject  of  the  overdrood  account,  and  allude  to  the  commission  in  a  post- 
script— or  address  him  on  the  sulject  of  the  commission,  and  allude  to  the 
orerdrood  account  in  the  postseript,  at  length  chose  the  latter,  and  finally 
despatched  a  very  business-Hke  letter,  beginning  as  high  up  the  page  as 
if  he  meant  to  fill  the  whole  sheet,  thougli,  in  reidity,  he  only  got 
through  a  third  of  a  page,  stating  that  his  son,  a  very  promising  young 
man,  who  had  just  finiriied  his  education,  was  desirous  of  joining  his 
kyrdship's  regiment,  and  thact  he  (the  £d;her)  would  esteem  it  a  favour  if 
his  lordship  would  appoint  him,  for  which  he  would  be  ready  to  pay  what- 
ever was  required ;  adding,  that  he  was  his  lordship's  obedient,  humble 
servant  to  oommaad ;  and,  as  if  by  way  of  showing  how  little  he  was  his 
servant  ha  reality,  he  added  this : 

'^  P.S. — My  cashier  has  just  drowed  my  attention  to  your  book,  which 
he  would  like  to  have  a  litUe  more  evenly  balanced  before  Christmas." 

Chafteb  VL 

Words  cannot  express  the  rage  Lord  Lavender  was  in  when  he  re- 
edved  the  foregoing  missive,  whid^  he  did  as  he  sat  at  breakfast  with  his 
&mily,  who,  as  they  will  occupy  a  somewhat  prominent  position  in  our 
story,  it  may  be  well  for  the  raider  to  become  at  once  acquainted  with. 

His  lordship,  though  past  the  hey-day  of  youth,  had  not  been  able  to 
persuade  himself  of  that  fact.  Lideed,  he  laboured  the  other  way,  and, 
by  dint  of  belts,  bands,  washes,  cosmetics,  and  dyes,  managed  to  set  half  a 
century  at  defiance  as  successfully  as  any  made-up  gentleman  we  ever 
saw ;  and  but  for  three  full-grown,  buxom-looking  g^rls,  to  say  nothing 
of  a  son  or  two  out  of  sight,  might  have  passed  for  a  gentleman  a  little 
turned  of  thirty.  Tiie  goh,  unfortunately,  looked  older  than  they  were, 
and,  instead  of  the  feither's  high-bred  air  and  Italian-like  complexion, 
took  afier  their  mother,  who  was  fair,  and  now  somewhat  dumpy.  Lady 
Lavender,  though  painfully  aristocratic,  now  that  she  had  scrambled  into 
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the  peerage,  migiit  have  been  a  litife  higher  bred  without  di8aclvantag<er 
Indeed,  it  was  not  exactly  knoim  whenoe  she  canne,  the  stud-books  o£ 
hiuaaoity  merely  eatertng  har  as  daughter  of  John  Smith,  Esquire,  tfana 
ofiering  a  wide  fi^d  for  the  ^Moulations  of  the  carious.  Be  that,  hoiw- 
ever,  as  it  may,  she  was  very  htghty-tighty,  fully  appreciating  the  advan- 
tages of  position,  and  eatering  into  the  outraged  feelings  of  her  husband 
at  such  overtures  as  Hall's. 

"Suoh  impodeBce!  Such  presumption!  What  next,  I  wonder? 
Passes  all  oonipreheiision.  Will  be  offeriag  to  one  of  the  girls  nesct,"  ol»- 
served  her  ladyship,  throwing  the  wade,  unenveloped  letter  fman  her  with 
disdain. 

*^  Who  is  it  ?**  inquired  Moss  Maria  fiearietta  Jane,  pricking  \xp  her 
ears  ai  the  sound  of  the  word  **  offer." 

^*  Oh,  nobody — only  your  pa's  banker  writing  about  a  cub  of  a  hoy -si 
kis,"  replied  her  ladyship. 

"  What !  old  £ftt  throat !"  exclaimed  Maria,  whose  other  two  names  we 
will  now  take  the  liberty  of  meiging. 

^'  What  do  pou  know  about  fat  throats  P'  -demanded  his  lordship  with 
a  frown,  which  might  be  caused  either  by  the  &miliarity  of  the  expres* 
uon  or  the  inconvenient  postscript  to  the  banker's  letter. 

''  Oh,  notibdng,"  replied  Maria,  with  a  blush ;  ^  only  we  see  a  great  poiv 
p<Mse  of  a  boy  in  all  the  colours  of  the  rainboiw  hanging  about  the  streets 
and  shop-doors  at  Fleecyboromgh,  and — and — and — somebody  christened 
him  old  fat  throat." 

^'  I  dare  say  the  somebody  was  yourself/'  snapped  her  ladyship  ;  '^  you 
are  always  demeaning  yourself  with  undue  familiarity." 

"  Always !"  exclaiofted  his  lordship,  viho  wanted  some  one  to  be  angry 
with. 

"  Indeed  I  know  notlnng  about  him,"  replied  Maria,  quite  imooendy. 

'^  /should  hope  not  I"  replied  the  lady-mother.  *^  I  should  hope  not !" 
repeated  she,  with  great  dignoty.  *'  1  ^ould  hope  no  daughter  «f  mane 
would  demean  herself  by  a  plebeian  connexioii*"  So  saying,  she  rose  from 
the  table  and  sailed  out  of  the  room,  with  as  mudi  staiehness  as  a  dumpy 
lady  all  stomach  up  to  ihe  chin  can  assume,  followed  by  her  daughters, 
nudging  and  laughing  and  ^ggling  at  the  idea  of  our  Tom  forming  one 
of  their  select  family  circle. 

Although  his  lordship  had  made  use  of  2tt  least  a  bushel  of  had  wards 
in  declaring  his  fixed  determination  not  to  sully  his  corps  by  admitting 
sueh  a  snob  as  our  Tom,  and  had  mentally  consigned  him  to  all  manner 
of  out-of-the-way  and  uncomfortable  places,  yet  when  he  found  himself  in 
the  solitude  of  his  own  room,  with  the  iU-omened  document  before  him, 
and  a  strong  file  of  last  year's  unpaid  bills  at  liis  elbow — some,  indeed, 
beginning  with  the  ominous  words,  ^*  To  hill  delivered"  so  much — he 
thought  better  of  writing  in  the  indignant  strain  to  old  Hall  that  he  at 
first  contemplated ;  indeed,  he  believed  it  was  best  to  be  civil ;  most 
likely  it  was  ignorance;  the  man  mi^tn't  mean  to  be  rude — didn't 
know  the  regulations  of  his  corps,  and  so  on ;  so  he  would  write  him  a 
polite  put-off  note,  beginning,  '^  Lord  Lavender  presents  his  compliments 
to  Mr.  Hall,  and  regrets  exoeedingly,"  &c. 

Before  he  had  got  an  answer  combed  out  to  his  mind,  a  servant  an- 
nounced that  Mr.  Drearyman,  the  land-agent,  was  waiting  for  an  audience^ 
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and  that  dread  functionaiy  being  admitted,  and  at  length  induced  to  take 
A  seat,  proceeded  to  pour  out  such  a  catalogue  of  grievances,  such  wants, 
such  distress  and  poverty  among  the  tenants,  aggravated  by  the  tedious 
prolixity  with  which  Drearyman  dwelt  upon  each  item,  that,  before  he  was 
done,  his  lordship  felt  he  would  be  fortunate  if  the  estates  did  not  bring 
him  debtor  instead  of  his  having  anything  to  receive. 

Mr.  Drearyman,  indeed,  drew  a  lamentable  picture  of  the  state  of  the 
country — a  striking  contrast  to  the  pen-and-mk  prosperity  of  some  of 
the  newspaper  press.  But  there  are  no  people  so  confident  of  the  capa- 
bilities of  land  as  those  who  have  none. 

When  Drearyman  at  length  took  his  departure,  his  lordship  saw 
things  in  a  different  light.  So  &r  from  gratifying  Mr.  Tmeboy  vrith  an 
adjustment  of  his  account,  he  felt  satisfied  that  he  would  have  to  increase 
his  obligations;  and  after  a  strong  struggle  between  pride  and  pocket, 
pocket  at  length  gained  the  mastery,  and  the  haughty  lord  humbled 
nimself  before  the  griping  banker,  and,  sinking  all  notice  of  Hall's  post- 
script, wrote  that  he  would  have  great  pleasure  in  appointing  Mr.  Thomas 
Hall  to  a  cometcy  in  the  Royal  Lavender  Dragoons  and  Hyacinth 
Hussars.  By  the  same  post  he  increased  the  weight  of  his  obligations  to 
the  bank,  by  sending  Madame  Dentelle  a  cheque  for  her  ladyship  and 
daughter's  long-standing  account,  for  which  he  had  had  innumerable  ap- 
plications and  assurances  that  the  money  was  wanted,  to  enable  Madame- 
to  meet  a  heavy  bill  coming  due  the  then  next  week. 

Chapter  VH. 

Old  Hall's  house  was  in  the  heart  of  the  town  of  Fleecyborough, 
in  Newbold-street,  and,  though  substantial  and  well  bmlt,  could  not  vie 
with  the  more  modem  plate-glass  windowed  mansions  that  had  sprung  up 
in  the  outskirts  and  newer  streets.  It  was  a  dingy  brick  mansion,  with 
heavy  wood-work  windows,  a  massive  green  door,  and  an  old  iron  railing 
enclosing  nothing.  Newbold-street  at  this  part  was  rather  narrow,  and 
only  flagged  on  Hall's  side,  but  some  fifty  yards  to  the  west  was  an  airy 
market-place,  and  the  bank,  forming  part  of  the  house,  was  what  was  < 
called  extremely  ''  used "  for  business,  the  fiEutners  poppins^  in  and  out 
like  rabbits  in  a  warren.  Though  the  bank  was  as  dark  ana  as  dirty  as  a 
place  could  be,  and  the  little  partitioned-off  nook,  wherein  we  introduced 
the  banker  to  our  readers,  was  all  the  '^  sweating  room  "  he  possessed,  it 
was  wonderful  the  amount  of  business  he  did,  and  the  agonies  parties 
underwent  in  that  vile  den.  ''Sivin  and  four's  elivin,  and  nineteen's 
thirty — ^I'm  afoard  this  bill  won't  do,"  he  would  say  to  a  ponderous 
farmer  who  wanted  a  little  accommodation,  or  perhaps  a  good  deal,  to 
enable  him  to  meet  his  rent  '^  Couldn't  you  get  some  'un  to  join  in  a 
note?"  or,  to  another,  ^*  Sivin  and  four^s  elivin,  and  fifteen's  twenty-six — 
it*s  not  convenient  just  now,"  returning  the  gaping  goose  his  hopeless 
paper.  ^'Ay — w-h-o-y — aril  call  again  in  haafe  an  hour,"  perhaps 
replies  the  innocent,  not  understanding  the  delicacy  of  the  refiisal. 

But  we  are  entering  into  the  mysteries  of  Hall  s  calling,  whereas  our 
object  is  only  to  introduce  his  residence  to  our  readers,  preparatory  to 
receiving  company.  We  will  now  suppose  our  worthy  niends  in  re- 
ceipt of  Lord  Lavender's  letter,  and,  the  first  transports  of  joy  over,  Mrs. 
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Hall  castle-building — imagiDing  a  match  between  our  Tom  and  one  of 
the  Miss  Myrtles,  his  lordship's  daughters. 

'*  Our  Tom  shall  have  an  Honourable  for  a  wife !''  exdiumed  she. 

*'  Sivin  and  four's  elivin,  and  forty-one  is  fifty-two — I  don't  know 
that  that  would  do  him  any  good,"  replied  HalL 

**  Not  do  him  any  good !"  retorted  his  wife ;  **  why,  it's  the  very  thing 
that  Tom  ought  to  have — a  high-bred  lady  for  a  wife,  who'll  take  him 
to  court,  and  into  distinguished  society,  and  make  a  first-rate  man 
of  hinu" 

"Sivin  and  four's  elivin,  and  eighty-three  is  ninety-four — I  don't 
know  that  he'd  be  any  better  of  that,"  replied  the  imperturbable 
banker. 

"  Not  any  better  of  thatr  retorted  his  wife,  who  was  all  for  advance- 
ment, and  saw  no  reason  why  our  Tummus  should  not  marry  a  lord's 
daughter  as  well  as  Miss  Nobody-knew-who  Smith  marry  Lord  Laven- 
der ;  and  so  Hall  and  she  got  into  a  discussion  on  the  point. 

Their  dialogue  was  interrupted  by  the  most  violent  pounding  of  their 
hitherto  peaceable  brass  lion-headed  knockeif^and  before  the  astonished 
couple  had  recovered  from  the  surprise,  or  speculated  whether  the  bank 
was  broke,  or  the  house  on  fire,  a  second  assault,  if  possible  more  furious 
than  the  first,  thundered  through  the  mansion,  and  caused  a  simultaneous 
rush  to  the  drawing-room  windows  to  see  what  was  '^  oop,"  as  old  Hall 
said.  A  tall,  gold-laced-hatted  moustachioed  footman,  in  a  dirty  drab 
great  coat,  was  in  the  act  of  returning  to  a  lugh  yellow  mail  phaeton, 
picked  out  with  red,  drawn  by  a  pair  of  silver  duns,  in  which  was  seated 
an  enormous  Daniel  Lambert-looking  man  in  undress  uniform,  and  a  little 
shrimp  of  a  woman  in  a  mixed  costume  of  faded  finery,  in  the  shape  of 
summer  and  winter  clothes.  A  green  terry-velvet  bonnet  with  a  yellow 
feather,  a  large  dirty  ermine  tippet  over  a  light  blue  muslin  gown,  with 
a  maehinery-lace-covered  pink  parasol,  bright  yellow-ocre-coloured  gloves, 
and  black  velvet  bands,  with  long  ends  and  bright  buckles  round  her  wrists, 
as  if  she  had  spruned  them.  Altogether — man,  woman,  vehicle,  horses—* 
a  very  remarkable  turn-out.     The  servant  is  now  waiting  for  orders. 

*'  Ask  if  Mistress  What's-her-namb's  at  home,"  bellowed  the 
monster,  in  a  tone  that  sounded  right  into  the  house,  and  was  heard 
by  the  curious  on  either  side  of  the  street,  who  had  been  attracted  to 
their  windows  by  the  unwonted  pounding  of  the  door — "  ask  if  Mis- 
TBKSS  What's-her-name — HALL'S  at  home,"  repeated  he,  catching 
the  name,  and  flourishing  his  whip  triumphantly  over  his  stout  Hano- 
verians. 

''  0  laukr*  exclaimed  Mrs.  Hall,  in  dismay.  "  Vm  not  fit  to  be  seen ! 
I've  got  my  old  gown  and  a  dirty  cap  on,"  glancing  at  herself  in  the 
eagle-topp^  mirror,  as  she  hurried  out  of  the  room.  ''  Not  at  home, 
Sarey ! — not  at  home !"  exclaimed  she,  leaning  over  the  bannisters  to  the 
maia,  who,  startled  over  the  remains  of  a  currant  dumpling,  was  rushing 
pale  and  frightened  to  the  door.  '<  Not  at  home,  Sarey ! — not  at  home," 
repeated  Mrs.  Hall,  almost  loud  enough  to  be  heard  outside. 

**  Not  at  home !"  blurted  out  Sarah,  before  the  question  was  put  at  the 
half-opened  door ;  and  forthwith  the  lady  in  colours  produced  an  elegant 
mother-o'-pearl  card-case,  and  handed  the  footman  an  assortment  of 
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variousHtiBed  cards  for  tiK  itot^t-homextes  to  help  -themsdTes  to  viien 
they  returned. 

"  Master's  at  home,''  obserred  Sarah,  in  a  trenndons  Toioe,  with  a 
laudable  reg^ard  for  the  honour  and  credit  of  the  bank. 

«I  THOUGHT  YOU  SAID  NOT  AT  TSOJSE,V^  roBTod  the  officer,  in  « 
Toioe  of  thunder. 

*'  Master  is,  missis  is  not,"  replied  die  maid,  timidly. 

**  Ah — WEiiL,  Fix  just  oo  ik  and  bee  what  sort  of  a  tioek  hb 
IS,"  observed  the  officer,  in  the  same  tone  after  a  pause ;  and,  depositing 
the  whip  in  its  case,  he  handed  the  pipeclayed  reins  to  the  lady,  and 
descended  with  a  swag  that  shot  her  up  in  her  seat  liice  a  pea. 

He  was  indeed  a  fat  man,  and  his  crimsom  and  gold  belt  was  ksst  «n 
liie  folds  of  fat  at  his  sides.  Having  al^ted  on  terra  Jirma^  he  shook 
himself  to  see  that  he  was  all  there,  and  then  proceeded  to  labour  m  on 
his  heels,  paddling  as  it  were  with  his  short  &t  £ns  of  arms. 

The  tiger  had  got  himself  into  his  lair  ready  for  a  pounce  before  tibe 
heavy  man  got  crealc-ed  np-stairs  to  the  door  which  Saray  had  lef^  wide 
op^i,  afiber  a  hunied,  half-finghtened  exdamsiion  of  ^'  The  gentleann, 
nr^ — ^hoping  Ae  was  right  in  lettang  him  in — fearing  the  was  wrong. 

^  Sivin  and  four's  elivin,  and  forty^five  is  fiffy*siz — ^what  ihe  deuce  can 
the  feller  want  with  me  ?"  nuittered  old  fiaU  to  himself.  *^  Sivin  and 
finir's  'divin,  and  ninety-five's  a  'under'd  and  ax — hell  stand  a  dooeed 
bad  chance  of  gettin'  a  bill  done  afiber  that  impittenee,"  thii^dng  of  his 
calling  him  a  tiger.  ^  Sivin  md  four's  eHvin,  and  a  'under*d  and  fifteen 
is  a  'under'd  and  twenty-six— what  a  time  he  is  in  gettm'  up,"  thought 
he,  as  the  poodenms  heavy-breathing  man  still  labonrod  at  the  ascent. 
At  length  be  appealed  at  the  door. 

"  Mr.  Hall  (puff  ),  I  believe  (wheese),"  gasped  liie  officer,  snatching  his 
|;old-laced  foraging-cap  off  his  great  romul  head,  and  giving  an  uneouA 
Sow  with  a  kidc  out  behind. 

The  banker  acknowledged  the  impeachment  without  riring  irom  his 


«<  I've  called  (puff),"  roared  he,—''  that's  to  say,  Mrs.  Cok>nel  (wheece) 
Blunt  and  (puff)  I  have  done  Mrs.  (wheeie)  Hafl  the  (gasp)  honour  to 
call.  I  mean  to  say,"  continued  he,  waddling  across  the  room  to  an  easy- 
chair  as  he  spoke^ — '^  I  mean  to  say,  Mrs.  Colonel  Blunt  and  (wheeie)  I 
have  done  our  (gaif))  seives  the  honour  to  call  on  Mrs.  (puff)  What's-her- 
name,"  sousing  himself  into  the  chair  as  he  spoke,  ''  to  ask  you  to  come  to 
a  little  (puff)  entertainment — ^muric — momin*  hop,  ^  daltuante,  as  she 
calls  it,  or  ear-ache  and  stomach-ache,  as  I  call  it ;  and  your  (puff)  son — 
how's  your  (puff)  son  ?  James,  that's  to  si^ — fine  young  man  (wheeze), 
great  fovounte  of  mine  (puff);  great  (wheeae)  pleasure  in  making  his  (gasp) 
'quaintance.  And  your  daughter ;  oh  I  I  beg  (puff)  pardon,  you  haven^ 
a  daughter.  It's  Mr.  Buss  who  has  the  daughter  (puff);  you  towns- 
people are  all  so  (puff)  alike,  you  puzsle  one.  It's  Mr.  Buss  who  has  the 
daughter — (puff) — derv'lish  ugly  girl  she  is  too  (wheeae) ;  ugliest  girl  I 
ever  saw — nasty-looking  girl,  I  should  say.  He — he — he!  Haw — ^haw— - 
haw!    Ho — ^ho— ho!" 

Hall  aocompanied  this  speech,  or  rafter  parts  of  a  speedi,  with  the  fol- 
lowing mental  commentaiy : 
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''  l^vki  aiid  four's  elmn,  and  forty-nine's  sixty  (wliat  a  lat  mtm.  he 
is),  and  sixty's  a  'nnder^d  and  twenty,  and  ninety <  two  'under'd  and  ten 
(I  wonder  wiietfaer  be'll  be  asking  me  to  do  a  bill),  and  twenty-nine's 
two  'ander*d  and  thirty-mne"  (that*8  a  piece  of  impittenoe  Tallin*  Tnm- 
mns,  Janes — knows  his  name's  Tammns  as  well  as  1  do),  and  lorty-five'a 
two  'under'd  and  ninety-four  (Miss  Buss  is  an  ng^y  g^ri) ;"  and,  as  BUI 
kated  old  Buss,  ihe  censure  of  the  daagbter  radier  expiated  the  offenoe  of 
calling  Tummus,  James. 

^  Tkaak  you,  sir,^^at*s  to  say,  colonel— Ihat's  to  say,  sir— that's  to 
say.  Colonel  Bkmt,"  replied  Hall,  after  the  monster  had  exhausted  him- 
e^  '^  Mrs.  H.  and  1  are  much  obliged  by  the  compliment  of  diis  oafi. 
TumnmSt  not  James^  continued  IlaB,  eyeing  the  monster  intently,*-*- 
^<  Tummus^  notJcanes^^  repeated  he,  **  wili  haye  much  pleaBure  in  aoce|i^ 
ing  your  note, — that's  to  say,  your  invitation"  continued  he,  with  an 
emphasis,  shuddering  lest  the  inadvertency  should  lead  to  the  production 
of  a  biU-stamp. 

'^  Oh,  but  tfou  must  come  too,"  roared  the  now-recruited  colonel ; 
«you  must  come  too— yov  and  Mrs,  Wha€smher'namej  and  aJl — ^hear 
my  daughter  play — ^finest  performer  in  the  world  I-^uite  divine !" 

'*  Sivin  and  four's  elivin,  and  forty-eieht's  fifty-nine — ^there's  a  darter 
in  the  case,  is  there  ?"  mused  HalL  ^  Thank  you,  sir — that's  to  say, 
colonel,"  replied  he,  aloud.  ^'  You're  yeiy  good  \  but  music's  not  much 
in  my  way." 

<<  Why,  as  to  that,"  replied  the  colonel,  wiih  a  sbnig  of  his  g^reat 
shoulders — *'  why,  as  to  that,  I've  no  great  eye  for  music  myself;  but  the 
women  like  these  sort  of  fandangoes,  and  we  must  knock  under  to  them 
sometimes,  you  know — he,  he,  he !— haw,  haw,  haw! — ho,  ho,  ho !"  his 
ht  sides  shaking  like  a  shape  of  blancmange. 

"  Sivin  and  four's  elivin,  and  eighty-three's  ninetyHPour — my  black 
shorts  wouldn't  show  well  by  daylight,"  mused  Hall,  "and  Mrs.  H. 
would  be  sure  to  want  a  new  g^wn  to  go  in.  No,  I  thank  you,  Mister 
Colonel,"  resumed  Hall,  aloud;  *^ you're  veiy  eood,  but  it's  really  quite 
out  of  my  line,  and  Mrs.  H.,  though  yexy  19SI  at  home^  don't  do  to 
take  abrooad." 

Just  as  Mr.  Hall  made  this  unfortunate  deeiaimtion,  the  lady  who 
"  didn't  do  to  take  abrooad"  made  her  appearance,  a  splendidly  revised 
edition  of  the  one  that  had  fled.  A  fine  fly-away  cap,  with  mil  forty 
yards  of  twopenny  pink  ribbon,  g^raced  the  back  ot  her  silveiy-streaked 
head,  while  a  most  elaboratdy-worked  collar  drooped  over  her  shoulders, 
concealing  the  frays  and  little  deficiencies  of  a  shotrsilk  dress,  that 
assumed  a  variety  of  colours  according  to  the  light. 

"Oh,  here's  Mrs.  Buss!"  exclaimed  the  colonel^  as  she  entered; 
*^  here's  Mrs.  Buss  herself !" 

"  I  say,  Mrs.  Buss,  what  d'ye  think  your  husband  says?"  roared  the 
military  monster,  treating  her  just  as  he  would  a  bannaid — "  what  d'ye 
think  your  husband  says  ?  He  says,  by  Jove  I  that  you're  very  well  at 
home^  but  you  don't  do  to  take  abroad — ^he,  he,  he  I  Now  /  should  sa^," 
continued  he,  eyeing  her  intently — **  /should  say  that  you're  a  devilish 
deal  better  loolang  woman  than  he  is  a  man — haw,  haw,  haw ! — ^ho,  ho, 
ho  I  But,  however,  never  mind,"  continued  he,  checking  his  guffaw ; 
"  111  tell  you  what  Tre  come  about — I'll  tell  you  for  \fwX  Tve  come 

I18 


;144  Maiiy  Years  Ago. 

about.  Mistress  Colonel  Blunt  and  I  have  called  to  ask  you  to  come  to  a 
the  dansante,  or  dancing  tea,  as  she  calls  it ;  or  ear-ache  and  stomach- 
ache, as  I  call  it — ^you  and  your  husband,  and  my  friend  Charles — so  now 
.you  must  eome,'^  continued  he,  rising  and  rolling  out  of  the  room,  leaving 
old  Hall  and  his  wife  to  settle  the  question  of  looks  between  them  at  their 
leisure  as  soon  as  they  recovered  from  the  petrifaction  of  astonishment 
into  which  his  condescending  visit  had  thrown  them.  The  colonel  then 
stumped  down  sturs,  and  climbing  up  into  the  phaeton,  resumed  the  whip 
and  reins,  roaring  out  as  he  squashed  himself  into  his  seat,  ''  Rubtmest 
cotJPLE  I  EVEB  SAW !"  He  then  flourished  the  whip  over  the  Hanove- 
rians, the  tall  footman  clambered  up  behind,  and  the  rickety  vehicle  went 
jingling,  like  a  tambourine,  over  the  uneven  pavement,  to  the  delight  of 
.the  children  and  the  admiration  of  the  country  folks,  who  thought  it  a 
most  splendid  turn-out 


"MANY    YEARS    AGO." 

BY  J.  E.  CABPENTEB. 

We  have  roamed  the  woods  together 

When  the  sun  was  low» 
In  the  sunny  summer  weather, 

Many  years  ago. 
And  we  visit  still  the  places 

Where  we  used  to  stray, 
But  how  many  absent  faces 
Miss  we  by  the  way  ? 

Since  we  roamed  the  woods  together 

When  the  sun  was  low  ; 
In  the  sunny  summer  weather* 
Many  years  ago  I 

I  remember  those  bright  flowers, 

Still  they  seem  to  grow, 
That  we  pluckM  in  childhood's  hours 

Many  years  ago. 
Now  around  us,  sporting,  smiling, 

Happy  children  stray. 
They  the  woodbine  wreaths  entwining 
As  in  our  young  day. 

When  we  gathered  those  bright  flowers. 

Still  they  seem  to  grow. 
That  we  plucked  in  childhood's  hours. 
Many  years  ago ! 

Few  the  blessings  life  can  give  us 

Others  may  not  know, 
They'll  look  back,  who  may  outlive  us. 

Many  years  ago. 
Others,  too,  will  haunt  the  places 
Where  our  children  play, — 
Fondly  as  our  mem*ry  traces 
May  they  calmly  say — 

"  We  have  roamed  the  woods  together 
When  the  sun  was  low ; 
In  the  sunny  summer  weather. 
Many  years  ago  I" 
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It  was  our  lot  to  reside  for  many  years  at  the  Queen  of  Watering-places, 
and  during  the  coarse  of  that  time  we  witnessed  much,  both  curious  and 
instructive.  We  lived  in  the  midst  of  the  storm-boding  events  of  1848, 
and  the  awful  desolation  of  the  ensuing  year,  after  the  thunder-cloud  had 
burst.  We  saw  princes  tottering  on  their  thrones,  and  even  then  break- 
ing their  plighted  word ;  and  a  nation  so  intoxicated  by  the  first  fumes  of 
liberty,  that  it  slept  away  in  inglorious  inactivity  the  fair  season  in  which 
to  become  great  and  free.  But  beside  all  this,  much  has  attracted  our 
attention  which  casual  tourists  would  be  apt  to  neglect ;  and  this  we  now 
humbly  yenture  to  submit  to  our  readers,  our  purpose  being  to  amuse  - 
those  who  have  not  been  to  Baden,  while  at  the  same  time  we  trust  we 
shall  not  fatigue  those  who  have  already  visited  ''  les  Eaux"  and  '<  la 
Foret  Noire  ;^  and,  as  the  limonadier  of  the  Quartier  Latin  remarked  to 
his  '^  pratique,"  when  expressing  their  astonishment  at  the  alarming  de- 
velopment of  hair  on  his  upper  lip,  drunk  **  la  bonne  Biere  de  Mars"  at 
the  fountain-head,  which  Major  H.,  of  the  Baden  Artillery,  so  aptly  ren- 
dered by  a  "  verre  de  Brasse." 

This  hero,  who  was  more  conversant  with  the  word  of  command  than 
the  French  language,  once  had  occasion  to  pay  a  visit  to  Strasburg.  In 
great  doubts  as  to  his  own  capacity  to  express  his  wants,  he  was  still  so 
overcome  by  his  natural  thirst  and  the  heat  of  the  weather,  that  a  *'  chop- 
pin"  of  beer  was  absolutely  necessary  before  he  could  go  further.  Ima- 
gine his  joy  at  seeing  the  magic  word  '^  Bierbrauerei,''  painted  in  large 
letters  on  a  board  beneath  the  word  '^  Brasserie."  By  a  mental  opera- 
tion, as  Aldrich,  in  his  Logic,  hath  it,  he  soon  discovered  that  "  Bras- 
serie" and  "  Bierbrauerei"  must  mean  the  same  thing  :  and  by  a  further 
process  of  ratiocination,  concluded  that  *^  Brasse"  must  be  the  French  for 
'*  Bier."  So  he  boldly  walked  in,  and  summoned  the  waiter  with  the  autho- 
ritative command,  "  Gar9on,  un  verre  de  Brasse." 

Baden-Baden  is,  in  sooth,  a  pleasant  place,  which  none  can  leave  with- 
out regret ;  some  at  their  losses  to  Mods.  Benazet,  others  at  being  com- 
pelled to  bid  adieu  to  the  delightful  scenery.  A  philosopher  might  here 
study,  with  advantage  to  himself,  the  mutability  of  fortune :  he  may  see 
a  **  Milord*'  arrive  with  a  dashing  equipage,  and  observe  him,  within  a 
week,  modestly  retiring  from  the  stage  of  his  late  splendour,  leaving  be- 
hind him  horses,  carriage,  and  all ! 

But  of  all  the  gay  scenes,  none  suxpasses  the  Promenade  in  front  of 
the  Conversations  Saal,  where,  on  a  fine  afternoon^  the  company  sit  be- 
neath the  orauge-trees,  sipping  coffee  and  listening  to  the  band.  To  this 
circumscribed  sphere  every  nation  of  the  civilised  world  sends  its  repre- 
sentatives. Here  may  be  seen  Americans  glowing  with  all  the  hues  of 
Parisian  fashion,  and,  like  Christmas  turkeys  ^'  hung  in  chains,"  as  retiring 
and  modest  as  they  usually  are.  What  more  striking  proof  can  be  fur- 
nished, than  by  a  conversation  which  the  writer  had  the  fortune  to  hear 
between  two  of  these  gentlemen  and  the  proprietress  of  the  Reading-room. 
They  were  engaged  in  paying  their  subscription,  and  in  the  course  of  the 
conversation  one  of  them  asked  : 

*^  And  what  countrymen  do  you  suppose  us  to  be  ?" 


146  Reminiseences  of  Baden. 

''  Englishmen,  of  course,"  the  lady  replied. 

**  I  thought  so,"  was  the  next  remark^  accompanied  hy  a  bland  smile 
of  pit  J  at  her  ignonmee.  '^  Let  me  inform  yon,  my  good  lady,  that  when 
you  neav  English  ^okea  with  remarkaUe  purity^  you  may  lay  it  down, 
as  an  establidlted  rwe^  that  the  speaker  is  an  Amencan — not  an  £iig»lish- 


FoleSy  who  are  always  disappointed  in  the  anival  of  thw  lemitianoes, 
which  hance  heen  nnacoountably  delayed,  and  who»  in  conseanence,  are 
ever  ready  to  borrow  from  the  person  to  whom  they  impart  tneir  anode- 
ties  any  sum  from  a  frane  upwards,  to  be  repaid  on  Uie  arriYal  of  the  said, 
remittanees,  hut  as  they  never  do  oome»  the  liquidation  of  die  debt  is  de- 
ftrred  to  the  Ghreek  Calends^  Chevaliers  d'indiistrie,  and  of  tho  Legion 
d'HonneuTy  who  yet  have  no  honour  but  that  typified  by  the  red  riblion 
attached  to*  their  button-holas — Alsacians  of  a  cunning  and  astute  ap- 
pearancoy  who  realise  i£sop's  fable  of  the  bat,  which  was  neither  Iwrd  nor 
heast,  by  being  neither  French  nor  German,  and  speaking  a  ^  Kander* 
welsch,  whioh  bears  no  resemblance  to  either  language :  and»  indeed, 
where  but  at  Strasburg  would  it  be  possible  to  hear  such  an  apcatrophe 
as  the  fi^owing  ?  which  we  carefully  recorded  in  our  note-book  on  the 
market-place  of  that  city: 

*^  He  da !  Bourge<nsl  Voules-vous  des  navets?  'sind  nit  holz^^;^  'sind  nit 
pelzig  (».  0.,  they  are  neither  woody  nor  woolly).  Prenes  oik  prenea  pas— 
wenn  Sie  aber  nit  nehmeuy  so  kunmt  Mnsieu  le  Caporai  una  giebt  mir 
un  sou  davantage." 

Then  there  are  Russians,  bearded  like  the  pard,  who,  by  avowing  libooal 
principles,  induce  their  countrymen  to  g^ve  expression  to  their  complaints, 
and  then,  on  returning  to  their  hotel,  transmit  to  the  paternal  government 
of  St  Petersburg  a  fiidl  account  of  all  that  has  been  said,  witib  the  addl* 
tional  *'  haut  goiit"  of  their  own  inventive  talent.     Now  and  then,  too, 
may  be  seen  a  swarthy  and  scowling  '*  Sdave,"  wn^ped  in  his  dingy 
Bunda,  and  carrying  a  bundle  of  mousetraps^  which  he  offers  for  side 
while  cursing  the  Suabes  to  whom  he  offers  them.     Swanns  of  artists 
flock  hither  from  Germany,  from  Dusseldorf  to  Munich,  and  line  the 
passages  and  stairs  of  the  hotel  where  any  exalted  personage  takes  up  his 
abode  with  their  own  productions,  in  the  hope  of  covering  the  expense 
of  a  '  Bad  reise"  by  the  sale  of  a  picture.     Next  we  have  a  heap  of 
Fuseyite  parsons,  who  glow  with  a  mild  fervour  when  speaking  of  the 
splendours  of  a  Catholic  church,  and  praise  the  wondrous  effect  of  a  brass 
band  that  plays  in  the  Cathedral  of  Cologne  at  high  mass,  while  they 
mildly  repine  at  the  crass  obstinacy  of  their  parishioners,  who  cannot  be 
persuaded  to  regard  the  matter  in  the  same  aesthetic  way  as  themselves. 
Then  the  peasants  who  flock  in  on  Sundays,  the  women  in  red  petticoats 
and  black  bodices;   the  men  in  blue  cotton  coats,  flat  three-cornered 
hats,  red  waistcoats,  and  high  well-greased  boots,  who  expend  their 
^  hoarded  Batzen*'  in  chei^  jewellery,  and  gaze  with  wondrous  looks  on 
die  tightly-laeed  Parisian  mam'selles.     And  here  let  us  not  neglect  to  re- 
cord an  anecdote  relative  to  one  of  these  peasants,  who,  on  the  railroad 
being  opened  from  Baden  to  Oos,  had  a  great  desire  to  travel  by  it,  and 
so  went  to  inquire  the  price  by  the  Stehwagen.      On  being  told  six 
kreutzer,  with  the  love  of  bargaining  so  peculiar  to  this  race  of  beings,  he 
offered  four,  which  was  of  course  refused,  and  he  walked  away.     He  had 
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not  goDft  fiur  beinv  the  wlnsUe  wn  aomijed  on  die  tnia  starting,  and 
thinking  it  waa  a  signal  to  hna  that  hit  offer  was  accepted^  he  turned 
ronnd  and  said : 

^  ihr  awgt  pcifen — i  kimaa  niami  zanickf'— ^'  You  may  whistle  but 
I  shan't  ceoie  badL.** 

Besidea  all  these^  them  are  our  own  exports  and  spedmena  in  the  great 
foteiga  exhibition  ;  but  these  deserve  a  separate  paragraph* 

Make  way  there  for  the  gveat  Captain  BobadiL  Who  does  not  know  him, 
that  has  visited  those  towns  on  the  Contineat  where  Englishmen  most  do 
eoBgiegate?  Admire  the  pendanfc  moustaehe  and  huge  beard,  which  ren- 
der him  so  like  one  of  Salyator  Boaa's  brigands  modernised.  The  gen«- 
tfenum  he  is  walking  with  is  Mr.  Theophuos  Mnff,.  as  we  learn  by  the 
**  Frsmden  Bock"  ci  the  hotel  where  he  is  stopping  ;  B.  A.,  or,  as  he  has 
written  it,  "  Badielier  es  Arts,**  of  Teakettle  Hall,  <'  Gebiirtig  aus," 
Sappiogton,  ^  Wohnhaft  in,"  Oxford,  and  on  the  road  to  Rome — not 
the  only  B.  A.,  be  it  said  parenthetically,  who  is  bound  the  same  journey. 
Wa  aiso  happen  to  know,  fcnrtuaately  for  our  readers,  that  Theophilua 
Muff,  in  the  opiat<m  of  his  fneads^  wrote  the  best  prize  poem  for  the 
Newdigate,  but  by  some  unaccountable  mistake  the  pahn  of  merit  was 
awarded  to  aaothnr.  He  lately  passed  his  examination  in  a  manner  so 
creditable  to  himself  and  his  tutors,  that  it  has  gained  him  immortality 
in  the  oolunms  of  the  Sappingimk-  Independeni,  the  paper  which  bore 
such  an  undaanted  firont  in  the  great  Gorham  case,  and  whose  letters, 
signed  ^  No  Humbug,"  are  confidently  said  to  hove  materially  influenced 
the  Privy  Council  in  their  late  decision.  The  paragraph  to  whidi  we 
allude  commenced  thus : 

^*  It  affords  ua  great  satisfodioa  to  be  eaaUed  to*  inform  our  readers 
that  the  worthy  head-master  of  our  excellent  grammar  school,  Dr.  Ferule, 
has  gained  fresh  laurels  for  his  brow  by  the  unexampled  success  of  our 
talented  townsman,  Mr.  Theepfaiks  Mnff,"  and  so  on. 

Muff,  of  eeuise,  learned  Frendi  when  at  school,  but  it  appeavs  to 
him  that  there  must  have  been  a  great  change  in  the  pronunciation 
since  he  benefited  by  the  instruction  of  Monsieur  Tabati^re ;  Imi  as  he 
joady  remarifis,  ^*  With  a  people  so  fond  of  changes  in  the  govemmoit, 
it  would  be  surprising  were  no  akeratioii  in  the  language  to  take  place." 
See  how  well  satisfied  he  ia  at  walking  up  and  down  the  Promenade  side 
by  side  with  the  distinguished  Captain  Bobadil,  who,  with  that  condescen- 
sion which  is  the  characteristic  mark  of  a  truly  great  man,  addressed  him 
during  the  morning  in  the  reading-room.  With  what  reverential  awe 
he  listens  when  the  captain,  in  his  off-hand  manner,  speaks  of  the  inti- 
mate terms  on  which  he  stands  with  kings  and  their  ministers  !  Let  us 
too  Hsten  for  an  instant. 

''  You  came  through  Brussels,  I  presume,  sir?  It  is  a  very  nice  town* 
I  lived  there  for  some  time,  to  be  near  my  fiiend  Leopold,  but|  'egad,  sir, 
I  was  obliged  to  leave,  the  place  became  so  low,  and  the  society  at  the 
Royal  BaUs  was  infernally  mixed.  I  warned  Leo  of  it,  when  he  asked 
my  advice  about  accepting  the  throne ;  but  wilful  men  will  have  tlieir  own 
way.  He  used  often  to  send  me  a  boar  s  head  when  hunting  at  Lacken, 
witii  a  hint  that  he  would  drop  in  at  six  to  dinner — and,  'egad,  sir,  I  never 
begrudged  a  couple'  of  hundred  fakncs  to  do  honour  to  the  royal  guest 
and  his  present." 
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Were  we  to  tell  Muff  ibat  Bobadil  has  only  a  lieutenant's  kalf-pay  to 
support  himself  his  wife,  and  six  children,  would  he  belieye  the  malicious 
tale  ?     We  unhesitatiugly  answer,  **  No.^ 

But,  see !  a  sudden  gloom  has  overspread  the  captain's  countenance. 
Now  he  is  speaking  of  the  brutal  conduct  of  the  government  towards  him. 
"  The  first  lord  was  jealous,  sir,  of  my  humble  abilities — yon  understand 
me  ?*' — and  so  on.     The  rest  is  lost  in  his  ample,  beard. 

Bobadil,  however,  once  had  his  revenge  in  rather  a  comical  way.  One 
of  England's  most  distingubfaed  statesmen  visited  a  much-£requented 
Bad  for  the  benefit  of  his  health,  where  the  captain  was  for  a  time  re- 
siding, and  in  accordance  with  the  custom  of  the  place  went  to  the  read- 
ing-rooms each  morning  alone.  Here  he  fell  into  Bobadil's  clutches, 
who  was  frightfully  enraged  at  not  meeting  with  that  attention  which  he 

considered  he  merited;  in  point  of  fact,  Lord paid  no  regard  to 

him  or  his  complaints.     On  this  account,  Bobadil  vowed  vengeance,  and 

he  had  it.     Lord read  the  papers  for  a  fortnight,  and  never  thought 

of  the  daily  twelve  kreutzer  he  ought  to  have  paid.  The  old  Jew  who  kept 
the  rooms  fell  into  a  frie^htfui  state  of  alarm,  as  he  did  not  know  his 
visitor's  rank,  and  asked  his  old  friend  the  captain  whether  he  knew  the 
gentleman.  "  What,  hasn't  he  paid  you  ?"  asked  the  captain ;  and  on 
hearing  it  was  so,  he  added,  with  fiendish  joy,  '*  Then  he  never  will — he 
never  pays  anybody ;  but  as  the  first  loss  is  the  best,  I  would  recommend 
you  to  ask  him  for  the  money  the  next  time  he  comes."  The  Jew 
followed  his  advice ;  in  expressive,  though  not  very  choice  French,  he 

informed  Lord he  expected  to  be  paid  at  once ;  and  if  not,  he 

should  summon  the  police  to  his  aid.  Of  course  a  most  ludicrous  scene 
ensued  when  the  Jew  learned  the  nobleman's  name ;  and  thus  Bobadil 
repaid  his  insulting  silence. 

The  next  specimen  is  the  Honourable  Captain  Fitzspavin,  without 
exception  the  best  cicerone  a  philanthropist  like  the  revered  Howard 
could  have,  for  he  is  intimately  acquainted  with  the  interior  of  every 
gaol  on  the  Continent,  and  is  equally  great  at  selling  a  horse  or  a  friend. 
He  must  have  obtained  some  money  somewhere,  for,  see  how  eagerly  he 
rushes  up  the  steps  which  lead  to  the  Conversation's  Saal.  He'll  now 
play  till  it  is  all  gone,  and  then  he  will  exert  his  wits  in  devising  some 
fresh  scheme  to  replenish  his  pockets.  It  is  strange  that  a  man  so  clever 
in  gaining  money  should  be  so  deficient  in  the  requisite  talent  to  keep 
it ;  but,  ''  Ainsi  va  le  monde." 

You  are  looking  at  that  portly  gentleman  with  the  sleek  smile  and 
sparkling  eye ;  surely  you  recognise  him  ?  It  is  the  Reverend  John 
Doubleface,  who  edified  us  so  greatly  at  Xhausen  by  the  refreshing 
sermon  he  preached.  If  you  happen  to  be  in  the  Kursaal  next  Sunday 
evening,  you  will  see  him,  when  he  thinks  nobody  is  looking,  with  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  ceiling,  and  pushing  a  Kronentbaler  on  to  the  zero 
rouge. 

But  these  pictures  may  be  multiplied  ad  infinitum.  Let  us  turn  to 
more  grateful  subjects.  The  Lichtenthaler  All4e  is  a  pleasant  scene  on  a 
bright  summer  afternoon,  filled  as  it  is  with  carriages,  from  the  King  of 
Wiirtemberg's  coroneted  and  well-equipped  caleche  down  to  the  banker's 
wife  from  Carlsruhe,  who  parades  her  Iris-rivaUing  splendour  in  a 
humble  drosch,  while  her  husband  is  essaying  his  infallible  martingale 
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at  ihe  green  table.  And  then,  again,  at  the  end  of  the  season,  Monsieur 
Benazet»  with  a  oount  as  his  huntsman  en  chef  gallantly  prorides  stags 
from  the  grand  ducal  park,  and  gives  luncheons  worthy  of  Apicius  to 
those  who  have  confided  their  money  to  his  coffers,  or  else  brings  boar 
pigs  from  France  to  be  speared  by  the  chivalrous  nobility  of  Europe. 
How  pleasant,  too,  the  balls  in  the  <<  Salle  des  Fleurs" — ^Heretofore  so 
free  from  the  taint  of  exclusiveness  which  the  travelling  English  have 
lately  introduced — ^the  air  redolent  with  the  sweet-smelling  orange-trees, 
and  the  thousand-and-one  perfumes  to  which  odoriferous  Paris  gives 
birth;  or  the  Trinkhalle,  with  its  frescoes,  which  allure  the  gazer  to 
visit  the  fairy  scenes  which  Gotzenberger  has  so  well  depicted ;  or  else 
the  Restauration  Saal,  with  its  dainty  table  d^hdte^  where  such  conver- 
sations as  the  following  may  be  heard  between  stout  Englishmen  and 
waiters: 

"  Garden,  un  biftek." 

''  Oui,  monsieur ;  avec  blaisir.** 

^  No,  no ;  avec  des  pommes  de  terre." 

One  of  the  pleasantest  amusements  we  know,  is  to  sit  in  front  of 
Mellerio  or  Buffa's  shops,  at  the  little  round  tables,  and  play  at  chess 
or  dominos ;  nor  is  any  lack  of  opponents  to  be  feared,  for  there  is  an 
habitue  of  Baden,  who  is  such  t^fanatico  that  he  constantly  walks  about 
with  a  chessboard  beneath  his  arm. 

And  if  none  of  these  scenes  satisfy  our  craving,  we  can  take  an  agree- 
able walk  to  the  Alt  Schloss,  and  breakfast  beneath  the  umbrageous 
oaks,  whence,  by-the-by,  the  writer  had  the  fortune  to  see  the  great 
Lola  expedited  by  two  fierce  gendarmes,  and  convoyed  to  the  railroad 
station,  in  1846,  on  account  of  certain  eccentricities  of  behaviour  she 
had  displayed  on  the  preceding  evening  in  the  Rursaal.  She,  however, 
escaped  on  this  occasion  better  than  she  did  in  1848,  when  passing 
through  Baden  from  Switzerland,  for  then  the  students  shamefully  ill- 
used  her  at  the  station  in  Heidelberg,  and  compelled  her  to  fly  further. 
In  spite  of  Lola's  almost  sovereign  authority  in  Munich,  the  pot-valiant 
Miinchener  gave  vent  to  many  sly  jokes  about  her,  the  Ftiegenden 
Blatter  taking  the  lead,  and  cleverly  managing  to  evade  the  censorial 
shears.  One  caricature  had  a  great  run,  representing  the  king  as  lo, 
and  Lola  as  the  vengeful  omrphsy  in  the  shape  of  a  nuge  Spanish  fly. 
The  following  lines  also  excited  considerable  attention,  for  the  author 
had  the  audacity  to  affix  them  to  the  door  of  the  Countess  Landsfeldt's 

mansion: 

Un  jour  Lola, 

Bel  oiseau,  s-^nvola 

Vers  un  pays  ch^ri  de  Loyola  : 

£lle  trouva  Ik, 

Un  roi  po^te — et  puis— le  cajola 

£t  de  caresses  Taccabla. 

Du  roi  la  t^te  se  troubia — 

II  affubla  Lola 
Dans  un  beau  falbala — 

Des  litres,  des  bijoux,  en  veux  tu«-les  voila. 

Le  miniature  s'assembia 

Et  voulut  chasser  Lola — 
Mais  c*est  lui  qu*on  exila 
La  cour  bdla 
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Le  boumois  beug^ 

On  siffla  Lola, 
On  persifSa  le  roi — ^hola ! 

Malgrb  cela* 
Lola  est  toujoins  1^ 

£t  puis  voil^ — 
Tive  le  roi,  Lola  et  Loyola  f 

Spite  o£  all  her  faulti^  Lola  did  some  good  iniherimquiet  wa^,  and.  the 
king  was  perfectly  rig^  whan  he  wittily  said,  **  Had  her  name  not  been 
Lola,,  but  Loyola  Mootea^  she  would  have  still  been  in  Muniefa."  A 
plain  proof  in  what  awe  her  power  was  heldy  is  fonushed  by  the  wril- 
avouched  fiuat  that  not  only  the  so-eaUed  Auabnan  party  Mk  ooort  offered 
her  20^000/1  to  go  away  quietly,  but  that  the  eodenastieal  and  tawpewt 
nobility,  who  formerly  managed  state  affairs  in  Bavaria,  had,  on  mmtaui 
occasions,  shown  themselves  well-disposed  to  form  a  eeaHtion  with,  and 
gain  an  ally  in,  her.  Even  the  ministers  who  had.  been  appoinled 
through  her  influence  would  have  gladly  oonoeded  her  a  eertain  sMre  in 
the  government,  had  she  not  wished  to  beeome  mere  than  the  other  leyal 
mistresses,  Mesdamea  Lisiua,  Dahn,  &c.,  had  been — ^that  is,  mediators 
between  the  king  and  ministens.  These  ladies  had  been  satisfied  with, 
receiving  advice  and  hints  horn  ministers  in  weifi^y  state  affiur%  and 
with  cleverly  conversing  with  the  king  about  them,  diseovering  hia 
views  and  wishes,  and  then  imparting  them  ta  the  mimstezs^  Bat  Lola 
would  not  be  servant  to  any  one — she  wished  all  to  become  her  slaves. 
She  hated  the  ecclesiastics — she  detested  the  nobility — not  throogh  any 
democratic  feelings,  but  because  the  laws  of  society  prevalent  in  Germany 
did.  not  suit  her ;  fi^r  even  in  Munich  they  set  certain  bounda  on  h^ 
passions  and  her  avarice,  which  despised  every  effort  at  concealment^ 
and  she  deemed  even  common  prudence  a  reatraint  on  her  liberty. 

Still,  though  Baden  is  so  delightful  a  place  in  summer,  yet  we  must 
confess  we  prefer  it  in  winter.  At  that  season  the  amusements  axe  ever 
varying,  and  a  sociabifity  exists  which  it  is  not  possible  to  maintain, 
during  the  summer  months*  We  have  balls  given  by  the  **  Leseverabi" 
and  uie  ^*  BOrger-Gesellschaft ;"  the  haute  volee  also  pli»F  their  per^ 
by  holding,  fortnightly,  reunions  at  the  Zfthringer  Hof.  Tne  pedestrian 
may  find  ample  entertainment  by  a  walk  to  Lachtenthal,  where  Graf  ia 
ever  xeadv  to  welcome  him  with  a  warm  room  and  cold  beer,  and  a 
hissing  caldron  on  the  top  of  the  stove,  filled  with  **  Ejooblauch*  meth,  or 
BlutwUrsten,"  while  his  Jung  Bier  preserves  its  well -merited  reputatioB^ 
and  is  even  better  than  the  ^^  Lager  Bier"  he  dispenses  in  summer,  theee 
being  the  names  g^ven  to  the  winter  and  smnmer  brewage,  as  during 
the  former  season  beer  is  faemg  coaataatly  brewed,  but,  in  the  latter, 
they  are  obliged  to  brew  it  all  at  once,  and  lay  it  up  in  a  *^  Felsen 
Kefier,"  whence  it  derives  its  name  of  '*  Lager  Bier."  At  the  Fremers- 
berg,  too,  he  will  always  find  a  welcome  and  a  shelter,  go  when  he  may; 
or  he  may  extend  his  walk  to  Ebersteinburg,  Sinzheim,  or  Steinbacn. 
One  great  amusement,  to  which  we  can  hardly  grant  the  name  of 
sporting,  is  the  '^  Meissen  fang,"  or  capture  of  titmice,  which  occupies  a 
large  proportion  of  the  population  at  large  during  the  months  oi  No- 
vember and  December.  The  orthodox  method  of  proceeding  is  by  care- 
fully searching  for  a  place  in  the  surrounding  woods,  generally  near  the 
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Ybmgv  i^hem  tbe  biids  nsiuilly  feed^  and  Acra  a  hut  is  farmed  of  pioe 
bought  laige  anovgh  to  couceiil  two  porsone.  An  aperture  ia  left  in  the 
ficont,  through  which  a  pieoe  of  wood  is  extendedy  wiUi  springes  of  horse- 
hair haagiiig  oa  either  side.  A  tame  titmouse  m  ftwtened  on  the  other 
end  of  the  stick,  and  by  his  twittering  he  induces  hie  aafortunate  rela- 
tives to  enter,  when  they  are  soon  despatched  by  having  their  necks 
twisted.  We  have  known  two  persons  catch  as  many  as  Ic^OQ  birds 
in  the  course  of  an.  afltemoon.  They  are  esteemed  a  delicacy,  and  are 
eaten  like  larks  in  England.  If  snow  intervene,  stffl  ^Mre  is  no  cewa 
tiott  to  oar  amnaememt,  for  tben  the  sleighs  come  into  use,  and  fly  wiA 
hondreds  of  Skiing  bells  throng^  the  streeta.  The  drief  inconvenience 
of  winter  ia  the  ''  Giatteis,"  formed  by  raia  fisltiag  on  the  congealed 
earth,  and  making  oae  entire  sheet  of  ice ;  and  as  the  streets  ave  aH 
paved  with  small  round  stoneS)  tumbles  in  id>midaBce  may  then  be  pre- 
dicted. At  sudb  tiana  it  is  a  common  oeeurrence  to  see  a  party  of 
<»tisen%  on  leaving  tfaehr  tavern,  deliberately  poll  off  their  hoots^  and 
walk  home  with  stockinged  feet,  which  is  ths  only  sale  method  of  kxso- 
notion.  The  Carnival  is  also  kept  up  to  a  certain  extent,  and  a 
'*  Namen-Verein''  hMa  its  sittings  oaring  ^  mondi  of  Febraaay. 

As  regards  legitimate  sporting,  shooting  may  be  had  in  abun^osoe, 
extending  fi>r  miLBS  round  the  town,  a%  smce  the  revolution  of  1848, 
the  crown  lands,  heretofore  so  strictly  preserved  by  the  grand  duke, 
have  been  given  up  to  the  corporation,  and  they  huve  let  them  to  a 
partjr  of  citiasns,  horn  whom  permission  to  shoot  may  be  purchased  for 
about  eight  fioriaa  annually.  Eoebud^  hares>  partndges>  woodcock, 
and  snipe,  may  be  met  with,  the  two  former  in  considerable  abundance, 
though  the  ohevreuil  have  been  sadly  thinned  by  the  peasants,  who,  on 
the  jSwlitioa  of  the  game-hiws,  went  out  &n  masMe^  with  every  descrip- 
tion of  firearm — ^muskets,  pistols,  and  the  long  r^es  with  which  thw 
fothers  had  so  mercilessly  received  the  Freneh,when  they  tried  to  force  their 
wi^  through  the  Achemer  Thai.  It  may  be  imagined  what  devastation  waa 
done,  whfi^  the  writer  states  that  upvrards  of  200  head  of  roebuck  were 
sold  in  one  day  on  the  nmrket-fuace  of  Strasburg  fer  half-a-erown 
s^ieoe.  Another  sad  blow  and  heavy  discouragement  for  sportsmen 
waa  the  so-termed  revolutioa  of  1849.  On  the  Prince  of  Prussia  pass- 
ing throt^  Baden-Baden,  anvtial  law  was  proclaimed,  and  all  gnns^ 
&cl,  efdereid  to  be  given  up,  and  deposited  in  the  Town  Ball,  under 
pain  of  death.  This  wa%  of  course,  directly  complied  with,  and  all  went 
on  quietly  till  six  o'clock  in  the  evening,  when  the  PrussiaBS  marohed 
to  Oos,  where  they  encamped  for  the  night  At  about  eight,  however, 
the  Nassau  and  Mecklenburg  contingent  marched  in,  and  in  a  very 
short  time  broke  into  the  Town  Hall,  and  carried  off  nearly  200  fowlingp- 
pieces,  all  of  considerable  value,  and  among  them  eight  belonging  to  a 
Prussian  Graf.  Maugre  all  our  exertions,  we  never  saw  any  of  them 
again,  though  we  heard  of  them  all  up  the  country  to  Constans,  and 
found  they  had  been  sold  to  Jews  finora  Strasburg,  who  doubtlessly  made 
a  rich  harvest  by  them.  All  the  satisfoction  we  obtained  was,  that  we 
should  send  in  our  claims  to  the  respective  govermnfents,  and  when 
matters  became  quiet  agun,  they  would  be  examined  into.  One  trick,  how- 
ever, these  godless  soldiers  practised  at  Liehtenthal  is  too  rich  to  pass 
unnoticed.     They  persuaded  a  poor  simple  gardener  of  the  convent  to 


152  Reminiscences  of  JBaden. 

purchase  a  gun  of  them,  inducing  him  to  do  so  bj  the  low  price  they 
asked.  He  was  foolish  enough  to  buy  it  for  about  a  pound,  bat  had 
scarce  arriyed  home  when  a  pioquet  seized  him  for  having  arms  in  his 
possession,  in  contravention  to  martial  law,  when  he  was  imprisoned  for 
three  weeks,  and  sentenced  to  five-and-twenty  blows  with  the  haselnuss 
stock,  while  the  informer,  the  very  fellow  who  sold  him  the  gun,  re- 
ceived a  reward  for  his  keen  scent  after  hidden  weapons. 

It  appears  to  us  that  the  whole  afiair  of  1849  has  been  greatly  mis- 
understood in  England.  It  has  been  termed  a  revolution,  though,  in 
in  point  of  fact,  nothing  of  the  sort  took  place.  A  public  meeting  was 
convened  at  Offenburg  on  the  6th  of  May,  at  which  a  petition  to  the 
grand  duke  was  drawn  up,  strenuously  urging  the  necessity  of  the 
constitution  being  called  into  life — a  step  considered  requisite,  as  the 
grand  duke  had  been  playing  fast  and  loose  for  a  considerable  time. 
On  the  following  Tuesday  some  drunken  life-guardsmen,  who  had  been 
conducting  prisoners  to  tne  Penitentiary  at  Bruchsal,  on  returning  to 
Carlsruhe,  gave  three  cheers  for  Hecker.  In  consequence  of  this,  the 
duke  expressed  his  opinion  that  it  was  impossible  to  live  in  such  a  state 
of  things,  and  therefore  quietly  departed.  The  chamber  was  taken  tm- 
awares  by  this  unexpected  defection,  and,  as  the  government  was  at  a 
stand-stiU,  eventually  established  a  dictatorship  under  Brentano. 

It  was,  in  truth,  curious  to  see  the  different  manifestations  of  joy  and 
sorrow  on  the  countenances  of  the  bourgeois  of  Carlsruhe  when  this 
event  took  place — those  notable  heroes  who,  in  the  stormy  times  of 
1848,  after  being  enrolled  in  the  Burgerwehr  and  armed,  patrolled  the 
streets  without  any  weapons  of  attack  or  defence,  for  fear  the  workmen 
of  the  *^  Resslersche  Fabrik**  might  fall  on  them  and  deprive  them  of 
their  weapons.  But  now  their  ardour  was  excessive  in  all  the  Bier  and 
Wirth  Stuben,  and  all  vowed  they  were  ready  to  fight,  and,  if  need 
must,  die  for  the  republic,  though,  when  called  upon  to  furnish  their 
quota  to  the  expenses  of  the  war,  all  set  more  vsdue  on  their  money 
than  their  lives.  Oh,  these  bourgeois !  whose  salient  points  Glasbrenner 
has  so  excellently  described  in  his  *^  Hauptkennseichen  eines  Philisters." 

The  Philistine  is  either  noble  or  a  government  employ^,  or  else  hath  a 
business  which  provideth  him  vdth  a  respectable  livelihood.  He  also  hath 
several  children,  whose  clever  sayings  it  delighteth  him  to  repeat. 

The  Philistine  formerly  felt  an  agreeable  sensation  on  nearing  ihe 
word  "  Liberty,"  and  would  even  read  forbidden  books,  or  was  pleased 
in  his  heart  when  despotism  was  cursed  and  reviled.  But  when  the  light 
of  freedom  dawned,  things  were  not  sufficiently  quiet  for  him,  and  he  now 
heartily  wisheth  himself  once  more  beneath  the  protecting  wings  of  abso- 
lutism s  police,  though  he  dareth  not  give  expression  to  such  sentiments, 
<<  for  fear  of  being  laughed  at." 

He  also  attacheth  to  the  words  *'  Popular  Representation*'  the  idea  of 
murder  and  rapine ;  and  if  he  heareth  of  a  pnbhc  meeting,  he  diggeth  a 
hole  in  the  ground  and  hideth  his  money,  though  he  hath  no  objection 
to  the  windows  of  his  richer  neighbour  bemg  broken  now  and  then. 

The  Philistine  also  termeth  each  person  *'  a  Foreigner"  who  was  not 
bom  in  his  own  town. 

Whenever  he  readeth  a  satire,  he  always  feeleth  himself  the  subject  of 
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it,  and  he  therefore  abuseth  violently  or  giveth  vent  to  his  spleen  in  the 
daily  journals  of  his  town. 

Under  the  term  "  Freedom  of  the  Press,"  he  understandeth  that  each 
must  hold  the  same  opinion  as  himself. 

From  pure  anxiety  and  fear  of  excesses,  he  continually  causeth  disturb- 
ance and  unpleasantness. 

These  were  the  men  who,  in  contradistinction  to  Napoleon's  Garde 
Imperiale,  were  ready  to  reply,  *^  La,  Garde  se  rend  mais  ne  meurt  pas"-—' 
pot-bellied  citizens,  who  would  march  to  the  exercising-ground  on  wet 
days  with  an  umbrella  in  one  hand  and  a  musket  in  the  other ;  for  even 
if  they  were  about  to  lay  down  life  for  their  country,  that  was  no  reason 
they  should  suffer  from  a  cold,  like  the  man  left  for  execution  who  com- 
plained that  his  sheets  were  damp.  Others  walking  to  parade  in  uniform, 
while  the  maid-servant  carried  musket,  sabre,  and  cartridge-box  after 
them,  for  they  had  no  wish  to  appear  in  the  streets  as  common  soldiers, 
although  they  were  compelled  to  exercise ; — men,  who  were  all  anxious  to 
be  elected  officers,  and  so  caused  a  wit  to  propose  that  they  should  pro- 
ceed to  elect  a  private.  All  this  was  of  daily  occurrence  in  Carlsruhe. 
But  when  the  time  for  real  action  arrived,  a  sad  change  came  over  the 
spirit  of  their  dreams,  and  few,  very  few,  were  to  be  found  among  them 
ready  to  march  to  the  frontier;  so,  to  prevent  such  an  awful  catastrophe,  they 
commenced  caballing  against  Brentano,  and  doing  their  utmost  to  evade 
the  collectors  of  the  voluntary  loan.  At  length  they  succeeded  in  carry- 
ing a  measure  that  only  the  young  men  of  the  ,1st  ^'  Aufgebot''  should  be 
marched  to  the  seat  of  war,  while  they  remained  behind  and  pledged 
themselves  to  €ght  pro  oris  et/ocis. 

But,  in  sober  sadness,  the  whole  affair  was  a  melancholy  mistake. 
Brentano,  to  whom  we  are  inclined  to  attribute  the  purest  motives,  was 
in  a  serious  state  of  ill-health,  and  was  driven  by  his  colleagues  to  pro- 
claim a  Republic.  From  that  moment  the  fate  of  the  country  was  sealed. 
Besides,  too,  their  leaders  were  enough  to  ruin  any  cause,  however  right- 
eous ;  such  men  as  the  two  Mieroslawskis,  who  make  a  trade  of  rebellion, 
and  care  for  nought  but  plunder  and  good  cheer,  continually  intoxicated, 
and  only  mindful  of  their  own  safety.  The  odium  thrown  on  the  whole 
cause  by  the  shamelessness  of  the  military  leaders  checked  the  gprowth  of 
the  young  Republic,  and  caused  the  ever  careful  Suabes  to  ponder  ere 
they  raised  the  standard  of  insurrection.  And  still,  in  spite  of  aU  this, 
they  fought  bravely.  It  was  great  to  see  the  youth  of  the  whole  land 
foremost  in  the  van  at  Ladenburg,  Mannheim,  and  Muggensturm,  and, 
though  conscious  of  the  impossibility  of  success,  through  a  mistaken 
sense  of  duty  standing  firmly  to  their  ground.  How  many  mothers  had 
to  mourn  for  sons  laid  low  oy  the  Prussian  tirailleurs  with  their  mur- 
derous ''  Nadel-Gewehre ;"  how  many  had  to  weep  for  their  children's 
blighted  hopes ;  and  how  many  families  have  been  condemned  to  the  bit- 
terness of  poverty  to  afford  their  relatives  a  sustenance  in  a  foreigpi  land ! 
God  knows !  the  country  has  suffered  enough,  and  years  must  elapse 
ere  Baden  become  again  the  happy  and  prosperous  Gardfen  of  Germany  it 
formerly  was. 
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MIONErS  LIFE  OF  MARY  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS. 

Maby  Queen  of  Scots,  by  her  beauty,  her  sufferings,  nay,  her  very 
crhnes,  has  alwaj's  been  at  the  head  of  the  historical  names  of  Great 
Britain  to  which  interest  and  sympathy  are  attached.  A  foreign 
education  and  manners  palliating  in  some  degree  her  foibles,  the 
troublous  times  in  which  she  lived,  and  the  stem  and  hosiile  reformers 
and  covenanters  with  whom  she  had  to  contend,  confining  her  still 
more  closely  to  her  own  circle;  the  strange  vicissitudes  of  her  fortune^ 
and,  above  all,  her  tragic  fate,  which,  in  the  eyes  of  some,  expiated 
ahnost  every  possible  error,  have  made  her  the  theme  of  historians, 
iSieologians,  philosophers,  antiquaries,  poets,  and  novelists  alike.  It  was 
something  to  have  merited  the  rebukes  of  Knox,  and  to  have  aroused 
die  ire  of  Calvin.  It  is  still  more  to  have  in»)ired  the  genius  of 
Schiller  and  Scott.  As  for  the  historians  of  Mary  Stuart's  life,  they  are 
more  numerous  than  perhaps  appertains  to  any  other  female.  They  com- 
prise men  of  all  kinds  of  views,  &vourab]e  and  unfavourable,  and  of  all 
degrees  of  talent  or  industry  of  research,  firom  the  Keiths,  the  Robert- 
sons, and  the  Eraser  Ty tiers,  down  to  the  Glassford  Bells— inditers  of 
fittle  biographies  of  the  very  smallest  possible  pretensions.  These  histo- 
ries have,  however,  with  the  exception  of  the  last-mentioned  class,  almost 
always  contained  some  new  materials,  dragged  by  persevering  research 
from  dusty  parchment  or  state  paper,  or  more  accidentally  brought  to 
l^[ht  through  some  long-lost  or  neglected  correspondence ;  or  they  have 
been  characterised  by  placing  known  fiusts  in  a  new  and  striking  point  of 
view,  identifying  persons  with  causes  and  parties,  and  writing,  m  fieict,  a 
history  of  the  last  great  struggle  between  Protestantism  and  Romanism 
in  this  country — not  unaptly  personified  on  the  one  hand  by  a  devei^ 
worldly,  unforgiving  woman,  and  on  the  other  by  a  beautiful,  seductive, 
and  unprincipled  syren.  It  was  truly  the  austerity  of  the  Churches  of 
Ludier  and  Calvin  confronting  those  sensual  charms  of  the  Roman 
Catholic  Church,  which  so  often  mask  deep  guile  and  a  whole  abyss  of 
hierarchicifl  ambition. 

Already,  in  1734,  Keith  introduced  into  his  ^' Histoid  of  Scotland** 
some  valuable  materials  towards  a  more  perfect  histoiy  of  Mary.  Robert- 
son supported  his  disquisitions  upon  the  same  epoch  by  justificatory  docu- 
ments obtained  from  the  official  records  of  England  and  Scotland.  The 
great  collections  of  Anderson  and  Goodall  contained  all  that  related  to 
the  debates  carried  on  in  1568  at  York  and  Westminster  in  reference  to 
the  murder  of  Damley.  The  equally  important  records  of  Digges, 
Haynes,  MurcKn,  Hardwicke,  and  Chalmers,  were  also  all  founded  upon 
the  authority  of  state  papers. 

Yet  this  mass  of  documents  has  received  additions  in  our  own  times. 
Sir  Henry  Ellis  and  Mr.  Thomas  Wright  have  published  many  letters  of 
Elizabeth,  and  Miss  Strickland,  in  her  correspondence  of  Ma^,  has  also 
brought  to  light  many  letters  of  the  unfortunate  queen,  which  assist  mate- 
rially in  placing  several  incidents  of  that  eventfnl  epoch  in  a  new  point  of 

*  Histoire  de  Marie  Stuart.  Far  M.  Mignet,  Membre  de  rAcad^mie  Fran9ai8e, 
Secretaire  Perpetuel  de  rAcademie  des  Sdenoes,  Morales,  et  Fditiques.    2  tomes. 
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view.  Sir  C«£hfaert  Sharp  has  abo  jvcorded  the  progreM  of  the  Romanist 
inaiirrBction,  proyvked  in  1569  bythe  in^Bonxnent  of  Mary,  and  got  up 
with  the  view  to  efifect  her  deHveiy,  from  previously  inedited  materialf. 
Mr.  Fatriek  Eraser  Tytler,  in  the  osae  manner,  emnched  his  well-known 
work  with  a  host  of  new  and  ifofcaresting  materials  derived  from  state 
papers,  and  more  paBtioulady  from  the  deqiatehes  of  ambassadors  and 
palitical  agents. 

In  respect  to  Mary's  first  impressions  and  early  education,  it  has  been 
jnsfly  remarked  that,  half  F«Dch  by  birth,  tke  was  wholly  so  hy  edooa- 
tum,  eaziy  life,  and  style  of  thought.  She  iudntually  spoke  the  idiom  of 
Franoe.  Fram  fint  to  last,  her  kmart  was  in  that  eouutry.  ^<  I  have 
often  seen  her,"  says  old  Bzmtdme,  **  dread  this  voyage  as  grea^ 
as  her  death,  and  desire  a  hundred  times  rather  to  remain  a  nmple 
dewager  in  Franee  than  to  go  and  reign  in  her  own  wild  country."  On 
ike  seafioM,  at  Fotfaeringay  Caside,  almeat  her  last  words  were-—*'  I  re- 
jeiee  that  I  have  always  been  true  to  France,  the  land  of  my  happieet 
years."  The  nearest  relations  of  her  blood  were  all  Frendi.  Her  first 
hnsband  was  a  King  ef  Franee.  She  cooreiponded  with  her  mother  in 
Svenoh.  She  wrote  French  venes.  Her  g^raoes  and  her  vices  may  be 
imood  to  ihe  same  comBion  eounoe ;  and  it  is  therefore  in  ihe  letters  and 
memoirs  of  the  celebrated  nobles  and  courtiers  of  France — in  those  of 
Koa^les,  Mon^c,  De  Foix,  Dv  Croc,  Maunssi§re^  and  D'Emevai,  for 
eiample — and  xn  the  poems  of  Bonsard  and  the  dif4omatic  notes  of 
Lamothe  Fenelon,  that  the  early  history  of  her  misfortunes,  or,  in  other 
wetds,  the  early  perversion  of  her  msnd,  shonld  be  sought.  It  is  to  his 
creator  £uniliaritj  with  such  sources  of  information,  comparatively  un- 
known to  Mary's  Seotoh  bicgreplien^  that  the  work  of  M.  Mig^net  owes 
mneh  of  its  novelty  and  interest. 

Mignet  has,  however,  a  etiU  greater  claim  to  interest  in  having  first 
hrou^i  into  conneaden  with  Ihe  faistoiy  of  Mary  the  part  which  Spain 
took  in  the  dark  events  of  ihose  days  of  Bomanist  intrigues  and  perse- 
ontiona.  The  reader  of  *^  Antonio  Perec"  wiU  remembn*  the  hopes  and 
the  ambitions  tiiere  unfolded  as  onee  entertained  by  that  brave  and  ad- 
venturous young  soldier,  Don  John  of  Austria.  l4iilip  II.,  in  frust,  the 
rt  head  of  Ronanism  in  Europe,  mized  himsetf  up  intimately  with 
religious  and  political  affinrs  of  Scotland  and  England,  and  never 
ceased  to  interest  mmself  and  to  take  an  active  pait  in  the  long  and 
terrible  rivalry  between  two  parties,  two  religions,  and  two  queens.  Don 
Tomas  Gonzalez  piiblided,  in  1882,  a  lew  extracts  from  the  correspond- 
ence of  the  Spanish  ambassadors  in  England  between  the  years  1558 
and  1576.  M.  Mignet  has  caaeried  the  researehes  still  further,  by  means 
of  despatdies  copied  frmn  thoae  rich  ardnves  of  Simancas  whence  he 
drew  his  materials  for  that  inoamparable  piece  of  biography,  ^^The 
life  of  Antonio  Feres."  The  confidential  letters  of  PhiHp  II.  himself, 
of  the  Dake  of  Alva,  and  oi  the  Spanish  ambassadors  in  England,  at 
Bome,  and  at  France,  from  1558  to  1588,  have  enabled  him,  he  says,  to 
become  better  acquainted  with  the  attempts  made  by  the  Bomamst 
party  in  Great  Britain,  and  with  the  designs  of  Mary,  during  the  nine- 
teen years  that,  detained  in  captivity,  she  conspbed  to  obtain  her  liberty 
hy  overthrowing  the  durone  of  Eliashe^ 

Next  to  these  claims,  and  next  in  importance  to  the  value  of  the  new 


156  Mignefs  Lift  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots. 

materials  and  evidence  thus  obtained,  come  the  impartiality  of  the  his- 
torian. M.  Mignet  is  a  Frenchman,  and  he  dwells  with  manifest  leaning 
and  sympathies  to  the  peculiarly  French  g^ace,  vivacity,  poetic  taste, 
intellectual  culture,  and  refined  manners  of  Mary ;  he  also,  to  a  certain 
extent,  palliates  her  conduct;  and  it  is  probable  that,  considering  her  sex, 
her  youth,  and  her  education,  Mary's  life,  bad  as  it  was,  ought  not  to  be 
written  without  some  such  palliation.  But  still  Mignet  is  a  strictly  im- 
partial historian ;  he  neither  wishes  to  extenuate  Mary's  crimes  nor  ex- 
aggerate her  faults.  He  has  discarded  national  prejudices  and  religious 
animosities ;  and  while  he  could  not,  with  the  Romanists,  raise  Maiy 
to  the  rank  of  martyr,  no  more  could  he,  with  some  ultra-Protestants, 
depict  her  as  a  monster  of  cruelty  and  lust 

'<  I  shall  not  judge  Mary  Stuart,"  he  writes  in  the  introductory  chapter, 
*'  as  she  would  be  judged  by  a  Catholic  or  a  Protestant  a  Scotchman,  or 
an  Englishman.  With  the  calm  impartiality  of  history  I  shall  strive  to 
show  how  far  her  misfortunes  were  merited,  and  how  nir  they  were  the 
result  of  necessity,  by  giving  such  an  explanation  of  her  position  and 
conduct  as  shall  be  devoid  at  once  of  indulgence  and  of  harshness.'* 
With  respect  to  the  former,  it  will  be  seen,  on  entering  into  details,  that 
Mignet  has  at  times  succumbed,  like  others,  to  the  interest  excited  by  the 
heroine ;  but  still,  taking  it  all  in  all,  he  has  been  as  justly  severe  as  any 
of  his  predecessors,  and  his  work — the  work  of  an  historian,  and  not  of 
an  accuser  or  an  apologist — is  the  most  impartial  that  has  yet  been 
written. 

It  was  the  first  time  that  a  woman  sat  upon  the  throne  of  Scotland. 
Mary  Stuart  brought  to  it  the  double  infirmity  of  her  age  and  of  her 
sex :  she  was  only  six  days  old  when  she  succeeded  to  her  rather.  Mise- 
ries were  already  accumulating  upon  ever-troublous  Scotland.  Two  par* 
ties — that  of  the  Protestant  nobility,  headed  by  the  Earl  of  Arran,  and 
that  of  the  Romanists,  headed  by  Cardinal  Beaton,  already  disputed  for 
power ;  and  when  the  latter  fiulea  in  obtaining  the  regency,  he  did  not 
hesitate  to  invite  the  Dnke  of  Guise  to  come  and  assume  the  reins  of 
government.  A  treaty  of  marriage,  concluded  by  Henry  VHI.  on  the 
1st  of  July,  1543,  between  Mary  and  the  Prince  of  Wales,  was  annulled 
five  months  afterwards  by  an  act  of  precipitancy  on  the  part  of  Henry, 
and  the  ever- wakeful  jealousy  of  the  Scots,  which  led  them  to  ally  them- 
selves still  more  doseiy  with  France.  The  wars  of  Henry,  and  the  suc- 
cesses of  the  Duke  of  Somerset,  at  length  drove  the  latter  to  offer  to 
France  the  g^uardianship  and  the  inheritance  of  Mary  Stuart  The 
accomplishment  of  this  project  was  nearly  frustrated  by  the  activity  of 
the  Protector,  who  sent  Lord  Clinton  to  intercept  the  French  fleet ;  but 
Mary  escaped  from  Dumbarton  vrith  four  companions  of  noble  birth,  and 
near  her  own  age.  They  were  called  the  four  Man's — Mary  Stuart, 
Mary  Fleming,  Mary  Seaton,  Mary  Beaton,  and  Mary  Livingston. 
Henry  IL  of  France  received  Mary  as  his  own  daughter,  assigned  to 
her  a  house  worthy  of  her  rank,  and  had  her  brought  up  vrith  his  own 
children. 

The  war  that  was  subsequently  carried  on  in  Scotland  has,  according 
to  Mignet,  been  described  in  most  animated  language  in  a  work  unknown 
to  our  historians,  and  written  by  one  Jean  de  Beaugu^  gentUhomme 
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Frangou.  Its  title  is,  '^Histoire  de  la  Guerre  d'Escosse,  tndtant 
comme  le  rojaume  fut  assaiUy  et  en  grand  partie  occupe  par  les  Anglois, 
et  depuis  rendu  paisible  a  sa  reyne,  et  reduit  en  son  ancien  estat  et 
dignity."  The  ten  years  that  followed  upon  the  peace  of  1550  witnessed 
the  promss,  the  establishment,  and  the  fail  of  French  domination  in 
Scotland.  This  progress  of  the  French  was  mainly  owing  to  intrigues 
of  the  dowager  queen,  Mary  of  Lorraine,  who  dispossessed  the  Earl  of 
Arran  of  the  regency,  and  got  herself  nominated  in  his  stead  by  her 
daughter,  Mary  Stuart,  then  about  twelve  years  of  age.  Then  were  to 
be  seen  M.  de  Rubay,  Vice-Chancellor  of  Scotland ;  M.  de  Yillenore, 
Controller-General ;  M.  de  Bouton,  Governor  of  Orkney ;  and  the  general 
conduct  of  affairs  in  the  hands  also  of  a  Frenchman — a  M.  de  Oysel. 
Such  a  state  of  things  naturally  wounded  the  pride  of  the  Scotch  nobility 
exceedingly.  But  all  open  ruptures  with  the  French  party  were  averted 
by  the  then  state  of  things  in  England.  Mary  Tudor  had  succeeded  to 
the  throne,  and  was  undoing,  with  all  a  woman's  bigotry,  the  religious 
reformations  of  her  predecessor.  She  had  also  wedded  herself  to  Philip 
II.,  and  this  powerful  alliance  rendered  the  marriage  of  the  Queen  of 
Scotland  with  the  Dauphin  of  France  more  urgent  than  ever,  so  that  the 
one  alliance  might  be  opposed  to  the  other. 

The  mental  and  personal  attractions  of  Mary  Stuart  were  early  developed. 
She  was  tall  and  beautiful.*  Her  eyes  beamed  with  intelligence,  and  sparkled 
with  animation.  She  had  the  most  elegantly-shaped  hands  in  the  world.  Her 
voice  was  sweet,  her  appearance  noble  and  graceful,  and  her  conversation  bril- 
liant. She  earlv  displayed  those  rare  charms  which  were  destined  to  make  her 
an  object  of  universal  admiration,  and  which  rendered  even  her  infancy  seduc- 
tive. She  had  been  brought  up  with  the  daughters  of  Catherine  of  Medicis, 
and  under  the  superintendence  of  the  learned  Margaret  of  France,  tlie  sister 
of  Henry  II.,  the  protectress  of  Michel  de  THdpital,  and  who  subsequently 
married  the  Duke  of  Savoy.  The  court,  in  the  midst  of  which  Mary  Stuart 
had  grown  up,  was  then  the  most  magnificent,  the  most  elegant,  the  most 
joyous,  and,  we  must  add,  one  of  the  most  lax  in  Europe.  Still  retaining 
certain  military  custums  of  the  middle  ages,  and  fashioning  itself  at  the  same 
time  to  the  intellectual  usages  of  the  age  of  renaistance,  it  was  half-chiyalric 
and  half-literary— mingling  tournaments  with  studies,  hunting  with  erudition, 
mental  achievements  with  bodily  exercises,  the  ancient  and  the  rough  games 
of  skill  and  strength  with  the  novel  and  delicate  pleasures  of  the  arts.  Nothing 
could  equal  the  splendour  and  vivacity  which  Francis  I.  had  introduced  into 
his  court,  by  attracting  thither  all  the  principal  nobility  of  France,  b^r  educating 
as  pages  therein  young  gentlemen  from  all  the  provinces,  by  adorning  it  with 
nearly  two  hundred  ladies  belonging  to  the  sreatest  families  in  the  kingdom, 
and  by  establisliing  it  sometimes  in  the  splendid  palaces  of  Fontainebleau  and 
Saint  Germain,  which  he  had  either  built  or  beautified  on  the  banks  of  the 
Seine,  and  sometimes  in  the  spacious  castles  of  Blois  and  Amboise,  which  his 

Eredecessors  had  inhabited  on  the  banks  of  the  Loire.  A  careful  imitator  of 
is  father's  example,  Henry  II.  kept  up  the  same  magnificence  at  his  court, 
which  was  presided  over  with  as  much  grace  as  activity  by  the  subtle  Italian, 
Catherine  de  Medicis,  whose  character  had  been  formed  by  Francis  I.,  who 
had  admitted  her  into  the  petUe  bande  de  ses  dames  favorites,  with  whom  he 
used  to  hunt  the  stag,  and  frequently  divert  himself  with  alone,  in  his  maisofu 
deplauance.    The  men  were  constantly  in  the  company  of  the  women;  the 

*  ^  Tenant  sur  les  quinze  ans  sa  beaute  commenca  &  paroistre,  comme  la  lumi^re 
«n  bean  plein  midj." — BrantSme, 
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queen  and  her  ladies  were  present  at  all  the  games  and  amusements  of  Henry 
II.  and  his  gentlemen,  and  accompanied  them  in  the  cliase.  The  king,  on  bis 
part,  together  with  tlie  noblemen  of  his  retinue,  used  to  pass  several  hours 
every  morning  and  evening  in  the  apartments  of  Catherine  de  Medicis. 
There  (says  Brantome) — there  were  a  host  of  human  goddesses,  vieing  with 
one  another  in  beauty ;  the  different  lords  aud  gentlemen  entertaining  those 
which  they  liked  best,  whilst  the  king  conversed  with  the  queen,  his  sister,  the 
dauphiness  (Mary  Staart),  and  the  princesses,  together  with  those  lords  and 
princes  who  were  seated  nearest  to  him.  As  the  kings  themselves  had  acknow* 
ledged  mistresses,  they  were  desirous  that  their  subjects  should  follow  their 
eiumple ;  and  if  they  did  not  do  so  (says  Brantdme}  he  considered  them  as 
so  many  coxcombs  and  fools.  Francis  I.  iiad  taken  as  his  mistresses,  one  after 
the  other,  the  Countess  de  Chateaubriand  and  the  Duchess  of  Etampes  ;  and 
Henry  II.  was  the  chivalrous  and  passionate  stave  of  the  Grand  Seneschal  of 
Normandy,  Diana  of  Poitiers.  But,  besides  these  acknowledged  amours,  he 
also  carried  on  many  other  intrigues ;  and  Francis  prided  himself  in  his  un- 
blushing licentiousness  in  training  the  ladies  who  arrived  at  his  court  His 
second  in  the  work  of  debauchery  and  corruption  was  Mary  Stuart's  uncle,  the 
opulent  and  libertine  Cardinal  of  Lorraine. 

Such  is  the  court  which  supplied  Bnmt6me  with  his  narrative  of  the 
*'  Danoes  galantes,"  and  his  frightful  pictures  of  the  debaucheries  of  the 
Cardinal  de  Lorraine.  '^  Peu  ou  nulles  sont  ellee  sorties  de  cette  cour  femmee 
et  filles  de  bien.".  Such  was  the  school  of  elegance  and  corruption  at  which 
the  characters  were  formed  of  so  many  witty  and  vicious  kings,  and  of 
princesses  so  amiable  and  yet  so  disoroerly  as  Mary  Stuart.  Yet  Mary 
was  as  gifted  in  mind  as  in  person.  All  her  contemporaries  agree  upon  that 
point.  At  ten  years  of  age  she  wrote  letters  remarkable  for  their  good 
sense  to  her  motner,  the  queen  regent.  She  was  familiar  with  Latin,  as 
well  as  with  most  living  languages;  excelled  in  music;  and  wrote  verses 
that  were  praised  by  Ronsard  and  Bellay.  In  1558,  being  then  fifteen 
years  of  age,  she  was  married  to  the  Dauphin,  and  upon  that  occasion, 
!ra .  Mignet  justly  remarks,  the  court  of  France  laid  the  basis  of  her  future 
misfortunes  and  disasters,  by  prompting  those  acts  of  treachery  and  dissi- 
mulation which  could  not  be  otherwise  than  fatal  to  her  in  the  end. 
France  had  also  attained  the  culminating  point  of  her  influence  in  Scot- 
land; from  the  date  of  this  marriage  that  influence  began  to  decline. 
The  feudal  barons  began  openly  to  manifest  their  distrust  Elizabeth 
had  succeeded  to  Mary,  and  re-established  in  England  the  faith  of 
Henry  VIII.,  and  of  her  brother,  Edward  VL  The  French  court  had 
declared  Elizabeth  incapable,  by  her  birth  and  religion,  of  succeeding  to 
the  throne  of  England,  and  they  at  once  placed  Mary  Stuart  in  open  and 
formidable  hostility  to  Elizabeth,  by  declaring  her  right  to  the  throne  of 
England,  as  the  direct  descendant  of  Heni^  VII.,  by  his  eldest  daughter, 
Margaret  Tudor,  and  making  her  assume  the  arms  of  England  by  the  side 
of  those  of  Scotland.  From  that  moment,  says  Mignet,  Elizabeth 
became  Mary's  rival,  both  as  a  queen  and  as  a  woman.  When  Francis 
II.  succeeded  to  the  throne  of  France,  Mary  openly  assumed  the  titles  of 
Queen  of  England  and  Ireland.  It  was,  no  doubt,  these  assumptions  on 
the  part  of  Mary,  backed  by  France  and  the  Romanist  party  in  Scotland 
and  on  the  Continent,  that  made  Elizabeth  identify  herself  still  more  de- 
finitely with  the  Protestant  cause,  which  Knox  upheld  so  energetically  in 
the  north.     But  Mary  was  placed,  by  the  death  of  Francis  IL  on  the 
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5th  of  December,  1560,  in  a  Tery  difPeTent  sitoadon.  The  crowns  of 
France  and  Scotland  were  no  longer  united.  Charles  IX.  was  not  partial 
either  to  Mary  or  to  her  cause  ;  he  also  mistrusted  the  Guises  and  ihe 
Loiraines.  Scotland  was  in  rebellion,  and  for  the  most  part  Protestant. 
Tet  Mary,  a  widow  at  eighteen  years  of  age,  reo^ved  offers  of  marriage 
as  soon  as  decency  woidd  permit  from  the  Kings  of  Sweden  and  Den-* 
mark,  and  Philip  il.  urged  the  claims  of  his  son,  Don  Carlos.  But 
Mary,  who  appears  to  have  sincerely  regretted  the  loss  of  her  young 
husband,  would  not  listen  to  these  proposals,  and,  after  a  short  residence 
in  Lorraine,  prepared  to  sail  to  Scotland.  This,  howeyer,  not  without  an 
appeal  to  Elizabeth  for  a  safe  passage  through  her  country,  which  the 
jiral  queen  at  once  refused.  Already,  at  this  epoch,  Mary  felt  all  that 
her  mistaken  policy,  vain  assumptions,  -and  family  ifitrigues,  had  brought 
upon  her.  She  said  to  the  English  ambassador,  *'  I  hope  the  wind  will 
be  favourable,  and  that  I  shall  not  require  to  land  on  the  coast  of  England, 
fiir  if  I  do  so,  sir,  your  queen  will  hold  me  in  her  hands,  and  can  do  what 
she  likes  with  me.  J£  she  is  so  cruel  as  to  wish  my  death,  let  her  do  as 
die  best  pleases;  let  her  sacrifice  me.  Perchance  such  a  destiny  will  be 
better  for  me  than  life.  May  the  will  of  God  be  done."  Mary,  how- 
ever, arrived  safely  at  Leith,  where  she  was  well  received  by  her  sijbjects, 
and  was  conducted  in  triumph  to  the  palace  of  her  fiithers.  This  was  the 
20th  of  August,  1561.  The  morning  of  her  arrival  was  foggy— a  cir- 
cumstance which  was  viewed  as  ominous  by  many  of  the  superstitious 
Scots.  ^'  What  comfort,"  said  Knox,  "  was  brought  into  this  country 
with  her — ^to  wit,  sorrow,  dolour,  darkness,  and  all  impietie."  Mary  her- 
self, indeed,  soon  found  that  the  noisy  demonstrations  of  loyalty  with 
which  she  was  received  in  Edinburgh,  were  but  a  lying  promise  of  her 
people  8  allegiance.  It  was  in  vain  that  the  Hamiltons  were  disgraced, 
that  the  Lords  James  and  Lethington  endeavoured  to  conciliate  both 
parties,  and  that  the  Protestants  had  a  majority  in  the  privy  council ;  re- 
bellion still  stalked  through  the  land,  and  the  marriage  of  the  queen  soon 
began  to  be  looked  upon,  by  supplying  her  with  an  adequate  protection, 
as  the  only  solution  to  existing  difficulties. 

Don  Carlos  had  not  withdrawn  his  suit,  and,  according  to  Mignet» 
Mary  was  not  averse  to  such  an  alliance.  But  the  opposition  of  Ehzi^ 
beth,  and  still  more  especially  of  Mary  of  Medicis,  placed  insurmountable 
stades  in  the  way.  Csffdinal  Lorraine  even  went  so  fiw  as  to  affiance  his 
niece  to  the  Archduke  Charles  of  Austria.  Elizabeth,  on  her  side,  urged 
first  the  suit  of  the  Earl  of  Arran,  and  then  that  of  the  Lord  Dudley ;  and 
she  was  herself  so  notoriously  dependent  on  his  presence  for  her  happiness, 
that  there  was  little  suspicion  of  sincerity  in  her  proposal ;  while  at  the 
same  time  the  French  court  was  supporting  the  pretensions  of  the  Dukes 
of  Nemours  and  of  Ferrara,  but  they  were  **  des  princes  trop  petits  et  trop 
lubles  pour  elle,"  says  the  historian. 

None  of  all  these  various  matrimonial  projects  (if  we  except,  perhaps, 
Don  Carlos)  appear  to  have  met  with  &vour  in  the  eyes  of  the  young 
queen,  who  in  the  mean  time  was  bringing  scandal  upon  the  Scottim 
court,  by  the  introduction  there  of  the  pleasures  and  customs  of  the 
French.  It  was  in  vain  that  Knox  declaimed  agunst  such  practices.  A 
Captaiin  Hepburn  only  escaped  by  ffight  the  punishment  that  awaited 
what  Tytler  designates  as  '^  an  act  of  brutal  indelicacy  to  Mary;*'  and  the 
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sad  catastrophe  of  Chastelard  (to  the  narrative  of  which  Mig^et  adds 
nothing  that  was  not  before  told  by  Brantdme)  brought  such  scenes  into 
sad  and  painful  publicity. 

Mignet  has  obtained  evidence  from  the  Spanish  archives,  that  at  this 
period  of  her  histoiy  Mary  was,  notwithstanding  the  opposition  of  her 
uncles  and  of  the  English  and  French  courts,  carrying  on  negotiations 
with  Philip  II.  for  her  marriage  with  Don  Carlos,  who  was  three  years 
her  junior.  This  was  effected  through  the  mediation  of  Lethington  and 
the  Bishop  Quadra,  Philip's  ambassador  at  the  court  of  Queen  Elizabeth. 
Diego  Perez,  secretary  of  embassy,  was  despatched  to  Philip,  then  in 
Arragon,  and  Philip,  in  return,  sent  Luis  de  Paz  by  way  of  Ireland  with 
a  favourable  response  to  the  Queen  of  Scots.  Mary,  indeed,  gave  evi- 
dence of  much  astuteness  in  the  negotiation,  having  threatened  to  wed 
Charles  IX.  in  *case  of  refusal ;  and  Philip's  sophisms  in  palliation  of  his 
passing  over  the  claims  of  his  cousin,  the  Archduke  Charles,  are  very 
characteristic.  This  negotiation  did  not,  according  to  Mignet,  fail  so 
much  from  the  opposition  of  Knox  and  his  party,  as  it  did  from  the  habi- 
tual slowness  of  tiie  court  of  Spain,  and  from  an  accident  which  happened 
to  Don  Carlos,  by  which  Philip  was  induced,  as  Mignet  has  made  quite 
dear  from  two  letters  extracted  from  the  archives  of  Simancas,  one  to 
Guzman  de  Silva,  who  had  succeeded  to  Quadra  as  ambassador  in  Eng^ 
land,  and  another  to  Cardinal  Granvelle  to  withdraw  the  suit  of  the  tur- 
bulent young  prince,  and  to  interest  himself  in  that  of  the  Archduke 
Charles. 

Thus  circumstanced,  and  obliged  to  renounce  the  Spanish  prince,  Mary 
was  induced  to  lend  a  willing  ear  to  the  proposals  of  Lady  Maigaret 
Douglas,  niece  of  Henry  VIII.,  and  who  advocated  the  pretensions  of 
her  son,  Henry  Damley.  The  mission  of  James  Melvil  to  Elizabeth,  as 
related  by  himself  in  his  Memoirs,  published  by  the  Bannatyne  Club, 
forms  a  truly  amusing  interlude  to  these  negotiations.  Murray  and 
Lethington  supported  Uie  favourite  of  Elizabeth.  The  Earl  of  Atiiol  and 
his  father.  Lord  Lennox,  who  had  been  restored  by  Queen  Maiy  to  his 
property,  supported  the  interests  of  Lord  Damley.  But  personal  affec- 
tion soon  terminated  a  prolonged  discussion.  Good  fortune  saved  the 
lovers  from  a  conspiracy  to  seize  them  on  their  way  from  Perth  to  Callen- 
dar,  and  they  were  ultimately  married,  to  the  great  annoyance  of  Eliza- 
beth and  the  alarm  of  the  Protestant  party,  on  Sunday,  the  29th  of  July. 

Mary,  whose  marriage  was  approved  of  by  both  the  courts  of  France 
and  Spain,  and  who  received  in  consequence  large  subsidies  of  money 
from  Philip  and  from  the  Pope,  entered  upon  a  campaign  against  her 
rebellious  subjects,  in  which  she  was  so  successful  as  actually  to  assume  a 
haughty  tone  towards  Elizabetii  herself,  and  to  attach  herself  openly  to 
the  league  of  the  Romanist  princes  against  the  Protestant  cause.  She 
was  abetted  in  this  conduct  by  David  Biccio,  a  creature  of  the  Pope,  who 
had  taken  the  place  in  the  young  queen's  affections  that  had  been  lost  to 
Damley  by  his  insolent,  imperious  temper,  and  his  rude,  drunken  habits. 
Damley  did  not  fail  to  perceive  this,  and  he  engaged  Ruthven  Douglas 
and  others  to  aid  him  in  his  revenge.  The  story  of  which  is  told  by 
Mignet  from  Labanoff,  Tytier,  Wright  (<<  Elizabeth  and  her  Times"), 
Knox,  Keith,  and  Ellis-^a  mass  of  authorities  never  before  brought  into 
juxta-position. 
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On  the  Saturday  evening,  as  it  had  been  agreed,  Morton,  Ruthven,  and 
Lindsay  proceeded,  with  about  two  hundred  armed  men,  to  Darnley's  apart- 
ments in  EJolyrood  Palace,  which  were  situated  below  those  of  Mary  Stuart. 
He  had  supped  earher  than  usual,  and  was  quite  ready  to  receive  them.  At 
eight  o'clock  he  went  iip  to  the  queen's  chamber  by  a  secret  staircase,  followed 
at  a  short  distance  by  Kuthven,  George  Douglas,  Andrew  Ker  of  Faudonside, 
and  Patrick  Bellenden ;  wliilst  Morton  and  Lindsay,  with  their  men,  occupied 
the  court-yard,  and  seized  the  gates  of  the  palace.  Damley  was  the  first  to 
enter  the  queen's  cabinet,  a  little  room  of  about  twelve  feet  square,  where  he 
found  Mary  Stuart  at  supper  witli  her  natural  sister,  the  Countess  of  Argyle, 
and  attended  by  David  Riccio.  who  liad  "  his  cappe  upon  his  heade,"  the  Com- 
mendator  of  Holy  rood,  the  Laird  of  Creich,  Arthur  Erskine,  and  some  others 
of  her  household.  He  took  his  seat  behind  the  queen,  who  turned  towards 
him,  and  embraced  him  affectionately. 

A  minute  had  scarcely  elapsed  berore  Ruthven,  clad  in  complete  armour,  and 
pale  and  haggard  with  disease,  broke  into  the  room.  He  was  followed  almost 
immediately  by  George  Douglas,  Faudonside,  and  Patrick  Bellenden,  armed 
with  daggers  and  pistols.  This  invasion  of  her  private  apartments,  at  such  an 
hour,  and  with  such  weapons,  left  Mary  Stuart  no  doubt  of  the  sinister  design 
of  the  king  and  the  conspirators.  She  demanded  of  Ruthven  wliat  was  his 
business,  and  by  whose  permission  he  had  ventured  to  enter  her  presence. 

Ruthven  replied,  pointing  to  Riccio,  "Let  it  please  your  majesty  that 
yonder  man  David  come  forth  of  your  privy-chamber,  where  he  hath  been 
over  long." 

"  What  offence  hath  he  done  ?"  said  the  queen. 

Ruthven  answered,  "  That  he  made  great  and  heinous  offence  to  her 
majesty's  honour,  the  king  her  husband,  the  nobility,  and  commonwealth." 

The  queen  then  said  tliat  if  any  one  had  any  charge  to  bring  against  David, 
she  would  cite  him  before  the  Lords  of  Parliament ;  and  she  ordered  Ruthven 
to  retire  under  pain  of  treason.  Ruthven,  however,  paying  no  attention  to  her 
commands,  approached  Riccio  to  seize  him.  But  tie  took  refuge  behind  the 
queen,  crying  out,  in  his  broken  language,  **  Madame,  je  suis  mort !  Giustizia, 
giustizial  Sauve  ma  vie,  madame,  sauve  ma  vie !"  In  his  attempts  to  avoid  tlie 
danger  which  threatened  him,  the  table  was  thrown  down  upon  the  queen,  who 
was  six  montlis  gone  with  ciiild,  and  who  strove  to  defend  him  from  the  assas- 
sins, whose  short  swords  and  pistols  were  for  a  moment  turned  against  herselt 
Riccio  had  seized  the  pleats  of  her  gown,  and  clung  tightly  to  them.  Damley, 
however,  loosed  his  hands ;  and  whilst  tlie  rest  were  carrying  off*  their  victim, 
he  held  tlie  queen  in  his  arms,  tliat  she  might  make  no  further  efforts  to 
save  him. 

Alarmed  at  the  danger  of  her  unfortunate  servant,  and  not  altogether  witli- 
out  fear  for  herself,  Mary  implored  the  pity  of  the  conspirators  for  Riccio,  who, 
while  he  was  being  dragged  away,  reminded  Darnley  or  the  good  services  which 
he  had  rendered  him.  Darnley  hypocritically  assured  the  queen  that  they 
would  do  him  no  harm.  The  poor  and  trembling  Italian  was  dragged  from  her 
cabinet,  and  through  her  bedroom  to  the  entrance  of  her  presence  chamber, 
which  was  close  at  liand.  He  found  there  most  of  the  conspirators,  waiting 
for  their  victim.  Morton  and  Lindsay  wished  to  keep  him  until  the  next  day, 
and  then  to  hang  him  ;  but  George  Douglas,  more  impatient  than  tliey,  struck 
him,  while  on  the  staircase,  with  the  king*8  dagger,  which  he  had  got  hold  of, 
and  called  out  that  that  was  the  royal  blow.  The  others  immediately  rushed 
upon  him,  nor  did  they  think  their  work  complete  until  the  body  was  mangled 
with  fifty-six  wounds.  His  corpse  was  thrown  out  of  window  into  the  court- 
yard, and  carried  thence  to  the  porter's  lodge. 

Mary  was  at  once  humbled  and  amioyed  to  the  extreme  b^  this  out- 
rage.    To  Darnley  she  said,  '^  My  lord,  all  the  o£fence  that  is  done  to 
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me,  jou  have  the  wite  thereof^  for  the  which  I  shall  he  your  wife  no 
longer,  nor  ly  with  yon  any  more,  and  shall  never  like  till  I  cause  you 
have  a  sorrowful  a  heart  as  I  have  at  this  present/'  To  the  other  con- 
spirators she  said,  '^  Well,  it  shall  be  deare  blude  to  some  of  you.**  But 
she  felt  the  necessity  there  was  to  tamper  with  them  for  a  time,  in  order 
that  her  revenge  might  be  the  more  certain.  She  was,  indeed,  the  pri- 
soner of  Damley,  Morton,  and  theother  conspirators,  and  to  gain  her  libOTty 
was  obliged  to  feign  a  return  of  affection  and  duty  towards  her  husband. 
This  effected,  she  soon  found  herself  once  more  at  the  head  of  an  army, 
and  marching  back  to  Edinburgh,  she  pursued  the  murderers  of  Biccio 
with  implacable  resentment.  She,  at  the  same  time,  openly  manifested 
her  real  feelings  of  hatred  and  contempt  for  Darnley.  The  birth  of  a 
prince,  afterwards  James  VI.  of  Scotland  and  First  of  England,  kept  her 
for  some  time  an  invalid  in  Stirling  Castle;  but  this  event  over,  she  re- 
paired to  Jedburgh,  to  join  the  Earl  of  Bothwell,  that  ^'  glorious,  rash, 
and  hazardous  young  man,"  as  Throckmorton  calls  him,  and  who  had 
been  wounded  m  the  hand  in  a  personal  encounter  with  a  renowned 
freebooter,  Elliot  of  Park.  Mary's  concern  for  the  wounded  man  made 
her  new  passion  apparent  to  all,  and  she  appears  from  that  time  to  have 
meditated  the  dealh  of  Darnley.  The  chief  conspirators  against  Biccio 
— ^Morton,  Lindsay,  Ruthven,  Lethington,  Argyle,  Huntly,  and  Murray 
— now  associated  themselves^  in  order  to  regain  favour  with  the  queen, 
to  efiect  the  downfall  of  Darnley,  and  raise  up  Bothwell  in  his  place. 
This  new  conspiracy  was  matuied  at  Craigmillar  Castle.  Darnley  was 
not  even  asked  to  the  baptism  of  his  son.  The  perils  of  his  position 
were  felt  not  only  by  himself  but  were  notorious  to  every  one.  Falling 
ill  at  Glasgow,  Mary  repaired  to  his  bed^de,  exhibited  all  the  outwaid 
signs  of  sympathy  and  of  return  of  affection,  and  even  said  she  would 
have  him  carried  in  a  litter  to  Craigmillar.  Mignet  says,  upon  this, 
*^  How  are  we  to  explain  this  reconciliation  ?  Is  it  possible  that  she  was 
so  blinded  by  her  passion,  and  so  submissive  to  the  ferocious  and  am- 
bitious will  of  her  lover,  that  she  (Mary)  went  to  Glasgow  to  gain 
Damley's  confidence,  by  manifesting  a  hypocritical  interest  in  his  con- 
dition, that  she  might  place  him  in  tne  hands  of  his  enemies.  Such  an 
act  of  perfidy  is  scarcely  credible,  and  yet  all  moral  appearances  and 
written  testimonies  rise  up  at  once  against  Mary  Stuart  with  overwhdm- 
ing  force." 

Two  days  after  her  arrival  at  Glasgow,  Mary  sent  her  valet  to  Both- 
well  with  a  letter,  which  attested  at  once  her  criminal  affection  for  the 
latter,  and  the  part  which  she  took  in  his  sinister  designs  :  "  You  con- 
strain roe  so  to  dissimulate^"  she  said,  *'  that  I  am  horrified,  seeing  that 
you  do  not  merely  force  me  to  play  the  part  of  a  traitress."  Darnley 
exhibited  so  much  repugnance  to  being  conducted  to  Craigmillar,  that 
the  treacherous  Mary  was  fain  to  be  content  with  conveying  him  to  a 
house  of  Balfour^s  at  Kirk  of  Field,  where  the  queen  had  a  bed  prepared 
for  herself  in  the  room  immediately  below  that  in  which  the  king  slept. 
Bothwell  was  at  the  same  time  occupied  in  making  all  due  preparations 
for  the  murder.  Mary  was  so  deliberate  in  the  prosecution  of  the 
'scheme,  that  the  night  before  the  murder  she  caused  a  bed  of  new  velvet 
to  be  removed  from  the  king's  apartment,  and  substituted  an  old  one  in 
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its  place.  She  also  remored  from  her  own  chamber  a  rich  coverlet  of 
fur,  which  she  did  not  wish  to  be  involved  in  the  ezploBion«  On  the 
fatal  night  she  withdrew  from  the  house,  under  the  pretence  of  being 
present  at  a  ball  at  Holyrood,  given  in  honour  of  the  marriage  of  her 
servant  Bastian  with  Margaret  Garwood,  one  of  her  favourite  women. 
Damley  is  said  to  have  beheld  her  departure  with  grief  aud  secret  fear. 
Tlie  unhappy  prince,  as  though  forebodine^  the  mortal  danger  by  which 
he  waa  threatened,  sought  consolation  in  the  Bible,  and  read  the  55th 
Fisalm,  which  contained  many  passages  adapted  to  his  peculiar  circum- 
stances. After  his  devotion  be  went  to  bed  and  fell  asleep,  Taylor,  his 
young  page,  lying  beside  lum  in  the  same  apartment : 

Both  well  remained  for  some  time  at  tlie  ball,  but  stole  away  about  midnight 
to  join  his  confederates.  He  changed  his  rich  costume  of  black  velvet  and 
satin  for  a  dress  of  common  stuff,  and  left  his  apartments,  followed  by  Dal- 
gleish,  Paris,  Wilson,  and  Powrie.  In  the  hope  of  attracting  less  attention, 
he  went  down  the  staircase  which  led  from  Holyrood  into  the  queen's  garden, 
and  directed  his  course  towards  the  southern  gate.  The  two  sentinels  on 
guard,  seeing  a  party  of  men  coming  along  this  unusual  path  at  so  late  an 
hour,  challenged  them : 

•*  Who  goes  there  ?" 

•*  Friends !"  answered  Powrie. 

••  Whose  friends?"  demanded  one  of  the  sentinels. 

'*  Friends  of  Lord  Both  well!"  was  the  answer. 

On  this  they  were  allowed  to  proceed,  and  going  up  the  Canongate,  found 
that  the  Nether-bow  gate,  by  which  they  intended  to  leave  the  city,  was  shut. 
Wilson  immediately  awoke  John  Galloway,  the  gate-keeper,  calling  to  him  to 
"open  the  port  to  friends  of  Lord  Both  well.*'  Galloway,  in  surprise,  in- 
quired what  they  were  doing  out  of  their  beds  at  that  time  of  night.  They 
made  no  answer,  but  passed  on.  .  .  .  Continuing  his  route  as  far  as 
Blackfriars  Wynd,  Bothwell  left  Powrie,  Wilson,  and  Dakleish  at  this  point, 
and  proceededfwith  Paris  alone  to  Kirk  of  Field,  where  he  waited  for  Hep- 
bum  and  Hay  of  Tallo  in  Balfour's  garden.  It  was  at  this  moment,  we  have 
every  reason  to  believe,  that  the  two  murderers  concealed  within  the  house 
perpetrated  their  crime.  By  the  aid  of  their  false  keys  they  gained  access 
into  the  king's  apartment  On  bearing  the  noise,  Darnley  jumped  out  of  bed 
in  his  shirt  and  pelisse,  and  endeavoured  to  escape ;  but  the  assassins  seized 
and  strangled  him.  His  page  was  put  to  death  in  the  same  manner ;  and 
their  bodies  were  carried  into  a  small  orchard  near  at  hand,  where  they  were 
found  on  the  next  morning,  unscathed  by  fire  or  powder,  the  king  covered  by 
his  shirt  only,  and  the  pelisse  lying  by  his  side.  After  the  execution  of  this 
dark  deed,  Hepburn  lighted  the  match  which  communicated  witli  the  gun- 
powder in  the  lower  room,  and  the  house  was  blown  up,  in  order  completely 
to  obliterate  all  traces  of  the  murder.  Bothwell,  Hepburn,  Hay  of  Tallo,  and 
the  other  bandits  went  to  a  little  distance  to  await  the  explosion,  which 
occurred  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  afterwards,  between  two  and  three  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  with  a  fearful  noise. 

The  destraetion  of  Damley  was  effected  in  a  manner  so  regardless  of 
consequences,  that  public  instinct  appears  to  have  fixed  the  crime  upon  its 
real  authors  at  onee.  Placards  affixed  on  the  door  of  the  Tolbooth  pro* 
claimed  the  names  of  the  guilty,  and  voices  were  heard  in  the  streets  of 
Edinburgh  at  dead  of  night  arraigning  the  same  persons.  Mary  with- 
drew herself  for  a  time  from  the  public  indignation  to  the  conntry-hoose 
of  Lord  Seton,  and  where,  in  the  company  of  Bothwell,  Huntly,  Seton, 
and  others,  she  endeavoured  to  stifle  ocmscience  in  distractions  wd  diver- 
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sions.  But  public  notoriety  denounced  the  former  in  such  an  open  man- 
ner, and  the  English  and  French  courts,  backed  in  Scotland  by  the  Len- 
nox and  church  party,  insisted  so  urgently  upon  some  inquiry  being  insti- 
tuted, that  it  was  impossible  to  put  off  the  investigation  for  ever;  Both- 
well  was  put  upon  a  sham  trial,  and  having  been  acquitted,  challenged 
any  one,  except  a  defamed  person,  to  single  combat,  who  should  accuse 
him  of  the  king*s  death.  Mary,  on  her  side,  took  advantage  of  the  earl's 
acquittal  to  heap  new  favours  upon  him,  till  he  became  the  first  subject 
in  the  kingdom.  Nor  was  he  even  satisfied  with  that  position.  Murray 
and  Lennox  had  both  left  the  country.  He  resolved  to  become  king, 
but  to  effect  this  he  must  get  rid  of  his  own  wife,  and  many  feared  even 
for  the  life  of  the  young  James.  As  for  Mary,  she  was  in  the  power  of 
her  imperious  lover,  and  it  was  only  at  the  risk  of  their  lives  that  any  one 
could  venture  to  give  her  good  advice.  Uer  consent  to  w^  Both  well 
had  been  given  seven  days  before  his  acquittal.  He,  by  her  own  consent^ 
seized  publicly  upon  her  person,  and  carried  her  off  to  Dunbar  ;  and  as 
soon  as  Lady  Gordon's  divorce  was  obtained  from  the  servile  Archbishop 
of  St.  Andrews,  they  returned  together  to  Edinburgh  to  be  married. 
"  Few  Scottish  barons,"  says  Mignet,  **  were  present  at  the  revolting 
ceremony  which,  three  months'  aner  the  king's  assassination,  made  his 
widow  the  wife  of  his  murderer.  The  people  heard  of  it  io  sullen  silence 
and  deep  disapprobation.  The  next  mommg  there  was  found  stuck  on 
the  door  of  the  palace  the  following  verse: 

Mense  malas  migo  nubere  vulgus  ait. 

This  menacing  prognostic,  drawn  from  an  union  universally  condemned 
by  public  conscience,  was  not  long  in  being  realised." 

Expiation,  indeed,  was  not  long  in  waiting  upon  Mary  Stuart.  Scenes 
of  violence  occurred  between  her  and  Bothwell  the  very  day  of  her  nup- 
tials. So  rude  and  overbearing  was  the  conduct  of  the  earl,  her  husband, 
that  she  was  now  frequently  heard  threatening  to  destroy  herself.  Heavy 
trials  and  severe  punishments  hung  at  the  same  time  over  the  heads  of 
both.  The  nobles  who  had  acted  in  concert  with  Bothwell,  were  confe- 
derated against  him  before  his  marriage.  After  Mary's  shameless  mar- 
riage, the  ranks  of  the  league  received  daily  reinforcements.  Mary 
affected  to  despise  them.  "  Athol,"  said  she,  '*  is  but  feeble ;  for  Argyle, 
1  know  well  how  to  stop  his  mouth.  As  for  Morton,  his  boots  are  but 
new  pulled  off,  and  still  soiled,  he  shall  be  sent  back  to  his  old  quarters."' 

On  the  10th  of  June  the  confederates  invested  Berth  wick  Castle  in  the 
hopes  of  surpridng  Bothwell,  but  he  effected  his  escape,  followed  by 
the  queen  disguised  in  men*s  clothes,  and  they  repaired  together  to  Dun- 
bar. The  city  of  Edinburgh  then  declared  itself  in  favour  of  the  confe- 
derates. Mai^  could  only  rsuse  a  force  of  2500  men  to  oppose  to  her 
enemies,  and  the  two  armies  met  near  Musselburgh.  After  an  intercession 
on  the  part  of  the  French  ambassador,  Du  Croc,  to  which  Mignet  attaches 
far  too  much  importance,  Maiy,  deserted  by  her  troops,  was  obliged  to 
give  herself  up  to  the  confederate  lords,  and  she  parted  with  many  ex- 
pressions of  sorrow  from  Bothwell,  whom  she  was  never  destined  to  see 
again.  Mary  gave  herself  up  to  the  confederates  upon  the  understanding 
that  by  abandoning  her  husband  she^  at  least,  assured  her  crown  and 
supremacy.    But  she  was  soon  undeceived  eyen  on  this  score,  and  in  her 
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anger^  she  threatened  lindsay,  Morton,  and  Athol  with  death  for  their 
disloyalty — a  threat  which  only  aggravated  the  evils  of  her  situation.  It 
was  in  vun  that  she  appealed  from  the  windows  of  her  prison  to  the 
people — the  time  of  atonement  had  come ;  they  only  raised  up  before  her 
the  banner  which  bore  the  representation  of  her  husband  murdered,  and 
her  son  claiming  vengeance,  and  which  had  preceded  the  confederates  at 
Carberry  Hill.  A  letter  from  the  queen  to  Bothwell,  intercepted  by  the 
confederates,  having  shown  that  she  was  still  ready  to  make  any  and 
every  sacrifice  to  her  disordinate  passion  for  that  vicious  man,  it  was  re* 
solved  for  the  safety  of  Prince  James  and  the  country  that  she  should  be 
imprisoned  in  the  castle  of  Lochleven,  and  to  which  little  islanded  fortress 
she  was  removed  under  the  personal  custody  of  the  Lords  Lindsay  and 
Ruthven.  Once  in  prison,  the  confederate  lords,  who  held  over  the  queen 
the  terror  of  a  public  trial  for  the  murder  of  Damley,  did  not  experience 
much  difficulty  in  obtaining  her  signature  to  an  act  of  abdication,  where- 
upon James  was  declared  king,  and  Murray  named  regent.  Murray,  ac- 
cordinfi^  to  Mignet*s  view  of  the  matter,  returned  to  Scotland  from  France 
after  his  appointment  to  the  regency  with  feelings  favourable  to  Mary. 
It  was,  he  says,  the  perusal  of  the,  condemnatory  letters  found  in  tne 
celebrated  silver  casket,  and  the  violent  and  impolitic  conduct  of  Elizabeth, 
that  brought  about  ;,a  change  in  those  feelings.  (This  from  Gonzalez 
apuntamientSy  p.  75,  aud  vol.  vii.,  p.  323,  of  the  Memorias  de  I41  Real 
Academia.)  Murray  has  been  represented  as  hastening  to  Loch  Leven 
to  cajole  the  unhappy  Mary  into  a  request,  which  he  might  represent  as 
unforced,  that  he  should  assume  the  regency,  but  Mignet  takes  the  more 
generous  and  probable  view  of  the  case,  that  Mary's  brother  insisted,  and 
that  against  the  will  of  the  confederate  lords,  upon  first  seeing  whether 
Mary's  abdication  had  been  really  an  act  of  her  own  tree  will.  That  he 
afterwards  obtained  from  Mary  her  assent  to  the  regency,  he  attributes 
partly  to  feelings  of  ambition  on  the  part  of  Murray,  but  as  much  to  the 
sense  the  earl  entertained  of  such  bemg  the  only  possible  solution  to  the 
difficulties  of  the  case,  and  the  sole  way  of  saving  Mary's  honour,  if  not 
her  Tery  life.  Bothwell  had  made  an  effort  to  hold  out  for  a  short  time 
in  the  Orkneys,  but  misfortunes  overtook  him,  his  ships  went  to  pieces, 
and  he  was  obliged  ultimately  to  take  refuge  in  the  north,  where  he  was 
seized  by  a  Danish  vessel,  treated  as  a  pirate,  and  shut  up  by  the  King 
Frederick  II.  in  the  fortress  of  Malmoe  until  his  death,  which  happened 
in  1576. 

Murray,  having  been  recognised  as  regent,  "  went,"  in  the  language  of 
the  day,  "  stoutly  to  work,  resolved  rather  to  imitate  those  who  had  led 
the  people  of  Israel;"  yet  while  a  few  of  the  subordinate  criminals  in  the 
Damley  afiair  were  put  to  death,  the  more  powerful  conspirators  were  let 
off,  parliament  at  the  same  time  passing  an  act  which  rendered  the  queen's 
captivity  still  more  severe,  and  in  which  they  publicly  avowed  her  com- 
plicity m  the  murder  of  her  husband,  as  testified  by  her  own  writings. 
But  the  beauty,  the  graces,  and  the  misfortunes  of  Mary  did  not  cease  to 
exercise  an  irresistible  power  on  those  who  were  placed  near  her.  George 
Douglas,  a  half-brother  of  the  regent  Murray,  succumbed  to  these  blan- 
dishments, and  resolved  to  set  Mary  at  lilierty.  A  first  attempt  feuled, 
from  her  fair  and  white  hands  peeping  from  beneath  a  laundress  dbguise. 
A  second,  described  with  such  amplitude  of  detail  by  Scott,  was  more 
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taecemkHi  and  Mary  once  more  fimnd  henelf  free,  and  at  the  head  errni 
of  a  eotudderable  body  of  partuans.  Mary  asiembled  her  followen  at 
Hamilton,  the  regent  his  at  Glasgow,  but  a  short  distance  from  the 
other ;  and  by  the  13th  of  May,  only  eleven  days  af^  her  escape  from 
Loch  Leven,  she  was  in  a  condition  to  give  her  adversaiT  battle,  when 
fortune  once  more  declared  itself  against  the  guilty.  Notning  remained 
but  flight,  and  on  the  shores  of  the  Solway  Firth,  Mary  meditated  for  a 
time  whether  to  sail  lor  France  or  trust  in  Elizabeth;  she,  to  her  mis- 
fortune, preferred  the  latter,  taking  refuge  for  the  moment  at  Worthing^ 
ton,  from  whence  she  addressed  a  long  and  supplicating  letter  to  the 
Queen  of  England.  The  interests  of  religion  decided  the  conduct  of 
Elizabeth.  She  had  everything  to  fear  from  Mary  as  the  head  of  the 
Romanist  party  in  Britain;  restored  by  force  to  her  throne  in  SooUand, 
she  would  always  be  in  alHanoe  with  the  continental  powers  against  a 
Protestant  queen;  received  in  England,  she  would  be  a  focus  for  Romanist 
intrigues  and  conspiracies;  allowed  to  go  to  France  she  might  still  further 
endanger  the  cause  of  Protestantism  by  engaging  her  uncles  in  a  military 
expedition  against  Scotland.  Under  the  pretence  that  she  could  not  re- 
ceive her  till  she  had  proved  her  innocence  of  the  murder  of  Damley, 
Elizabeth  had  Mary  at  once  put  under  arrest  at  Carlisle,  by  virtue  of  a 
warrant  to  the  sheriSs  and  jusdces  of  peace  in  the  country,  and  Lord 
Scrope  and  Sir  Francis  KnoUys  were  sent  to  take  diarge  of  this  illustrious 
refugee,  now  Elizabeth's  prisoner.  These  emissaries  were  much  ttmck 
with  the  beauty,  the  eloquence,  the  courage,  and  the  fervour  of  Mary ;  no 
one  approached  her  but  seems  to  have  been  surprised  by  her  most  re- 
markable personal  and  mental  quali6cations.  Nor  did  h^  spirit  fail  her 
even  under  such  accumulated  adversities.  She  despatched  Lords  Fleming 
and  Herries  to  London  at  once  to  plead  her  cause  with  Elizabeth,  and  to 
raise  money  out  of  her  revenues,  as  Queen  Dowager  of  France,  with  which 
to  uphold^her  cause  in  Scotland,  and  in  &vour  of  which  Dumbarton  still 
held  out.  But  while  Elisabeth  temporised,  she  also  enttfed  into  an  under- 
standing with  the  regent  Murray,  tiiat  the  euilt  of  the  queen  should  be 
investigated,  and  Middlemore  was  despatched  to  Carlisle  with  the  intima- 
tion that  until  such  an  investigation  had  taken  place,  Elizabeth  could  not 
receive  Mary  at  her  court  The  Queen  of  Soots  repudiated  all  investiga- 
tion whatsoever,  as  opposed  to  the  divine  rights,  or  rather  the  irresponsi- 
bilities of  kings  and  queens.  '^  She  had  no  judge  but  God,**  she  an- 
swered; and,  as  she  afterwards  repeated  on  the  scaffold,  '^  none  other  had 
a  right  to  judge  her.** 

Philip  II.  and  Charles  IX.  interfered  in  Mary*s  &vour  by  their  respec- 
tive amiMtssadors,  Gusman  de  Silva  and  Montmorin.  The  latter  even 
went  so  far  as  to  visit  Mary  at  Carlisle,  where  he  found  the  Queen 
Dowager  of  France  and  Queen  of  Scotland  reduced  to  the  condition  of  a 
prisoner  of  state.  The  following  is  the  account  given  by  Gusman  de 
Silva,  in  his  despatch  of  June  27th,  1568,  to  Philip  II.,  from  the  state- 
ment of  Montmorin,  and  extracted  by  Mignet  from  the  arehives  of 
Simancas: 

The  room  which  she  occupies  (said  Montmorin,  on  his  return  from  Cariisle) 
is  gloomy,  being  lighted  only  by  one  casement,  latticed  with  iron  bars.  You 
go  to  it  through  throe  other  rooms,  which  are  etiarded  and  occupied  by  hack- 
butters.    In  the  last  of  these,  whidi  forms  the  ante-chamber  to  the  queen's 
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apartment,  resides  Lord  Scrope,  the  govemor  of  the  border  districts.    The 

ren  has  only  three  of  her  women  with  her.  Her  servants  and  domestics 
p  out  of  the  castle.  The  doors  are  not  opened  until  ten  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  The  queen  is  allowed  to  go  as  far  as  the  churcli  in  tlie  town,  but  she 
is  always  accompanied  by  a  hundred  hackbut ters.  She  requested  Scrope  to 
send  her  a  priest  to  say  mass ;  but  he  answered  that  there  were  no  priests  in 
England. 

Hignet  also  gives,  in  the  appendix  to  his  work,  two  unedited  letters, 
written  at  or  about  this  time,  one  to  Gasman  de  Silva,  the  other  to 
Philip  II.,  copied  from  the  archives  of  Simancas ;  and  Labanoff  had  pre- 
Tiouslj  published  letters,  written  by  the  queen  at  the  same  period  to 
Charles  IX.  to  Catherine  de  Medicis,  all  supplicating  their  aid  and  inter- 
Tenaon  in  her  then  disastrous  position.  She  even  addressed  a  manifesto 
to  the  princes,  her  uncles,  to  call  them  to  her  defence..  But  nothing 
came  of  these  applications,  and  Elizabeth  was  lef^  at  liberty  by  the  conti- 
nental powers  to  remove  Mary  to  Bolton,  and  to  take  steps  towards  those 
judicial  proceedings  which  she  was  bent  upon  as  the  means  of  raining  her 
rival.  Mary  herself  wa^  induced,  by  EHistbeth's  promises  of  acting  in  the 
inquiry  as  a  friend  and  sister  (at  the  sana  time  that  she  held  out  views 
of  a  totally  opposite  description  to  the  Regent  Murray),  to  lend  herself  to 
the  investigation,  the  seat  of  which  was  fixed  at  York.  The  disinclina- 
tion to  act  on  the  part  of  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  and  of  the  Regent  Murray, 
the  latter,  ashamed  to  expose  to  the  utmost  the  mother  of  the  future  King 
of  England,  led  the  less  scrupulous  Elizabeth  to  remove  the  court  to 
Westminster.  As,  however,  the  conference  at  York  was  without  resulta, 
so  when  the  sittings  were  removed  to  Westminster,  there  was  still  nothing 
but  a  series  of  recriminations ;  the  documents,  said  by  many  to  have  been 
forged,  but  the  validity  of  which  Mignet  establishes  upon  a  varieW  of 
evidences,  were  produced  on  one  side ;  Mary,  on  the  outer,  retortea  the 
diarges  against  her  accusers ;  while  discussions  amone^  the  commissioners 
themselves — ^a  result  almost  inseparable  from  everything  in  which  Mary 
was  engaged ;  a  sadden  affection  taken  for  her  person  by  the  Duke  of 
Norfolk ;  and  the  fears  of  Elizabeth  that  Mary's  character  might  be  so 
vindicated  as  to  render  it  imperative  on  her  to  restore  the  Queen  of  Scot- 
land to  her  dominions,  brought  the  conference  to  an  untimely  and  un- 
satisfactory end. 

Mary,  left  in  charge  of  the  Earl  of  Shrewsbury,  stirred  up  from  the 
recesses  of  her  prison  the  whole  of  the  then  civiHsed  world.  Without 
breaking  off  from  negotiations  with  Murray  and  Elizabeth,  she  interested 
France  in  her  favour,  intrigued  with  the  most  powerful  nobleman  in 
England,  excited  the  Romanist  party  to  a  religious  struggle,  and  ani- 
mated the  ^aniards  to  an  invasion  of  the  island.  She  left  nothing 
unturned  that  could  revenge  her  upon  the  subjects  who  had  driven  her 
firom  her  country,  and  the  queen  who  had  placed  her  in  captivity. 

Passing  over  the  suocesdful  struggles  ot  the  Regent  Murray  against 
Mary's  partisans  in  Scotiand,  and  the  insurrection  in  the  N(N*th  of  Eng- 
land, for  the  narrative  of  which  Mignet  is,  as  before  observed,  mdebted 
to  the  pages  of  Sk  Cuthbert  Sharp's  work,  we  come  to  an  event  of  a 
most  tragic  character,  and  which  for  a  time  raised  the  hopes  of  the 
Romanists  and  of  Queen  Mary's  party  to  the  highest  pitch.  Tnis  was  no 
less  than  the  assassination  of  the  regent. 
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James  Hamilton,  of  Bothwell-Haugh,  had  sworn  a  deadly  liatred  to  tlie 
regent.   Taken  prisoner  at  the  battle  of  Langside,  he  had  recovered  his  liberty 
by  the  arrangement  made  at  Glasgow  on  the  13th  of  March,  1569,  by  the 
regent  and  the  Duke  of  Chatellierault.     But  he  had  been  stripped  of  all  his 
property.     Confiscation,  which  mined  the  vanquished  to  enrich  the  victors, 
was  the  least  baneful  effect  of  these  civil  wars ;  and  tliis  unpleasant  con- 
sequence of  defeat  would  probably  have  been  submitted  to  with  resignation  by 
Bothwell-Haugh,  if  it  had  not  been  iniquitously  extended  over  his  wife,  who 
ought  not  to  have  shared  in  his  punishment,  as  she  had  not  participated  in  his 
offence.    She  possessed  the  small  estate  of  Woodhouselee,  on  the  river  £sk ; 
and  this  had  been  taken  from  her,  and  given  to  Bellenden,  one  of  the  most  de- 
voted, but  most  insatiate,  of  the  regent's  creatures.     The  injustice  of  this  rob- 
bery was  increased  by  the  cruelty  with  which  it  was  perpetrated.  In  the  midst 
of  a  winter's  night  the  unfortunate  wife  of  Bothwell-Haugh  was  driven  by  Bel- 
lenden from  the  humble  abode  to  which  she  had  retired,  and  left  to  wander 
lialf-clothed  in  a  wood  till  morning.     When  morning  came,  she  was  furiously 
mad ;  despair  had  turned  her  brain.     From  that  day  an  implacable  thirst  for 
vengeance  took  possession  of  the  lieart  of  Bothwell-Haugh.     He  resolved  to 
slay  the  regent,  to  whom   he  attributed  the  desolation  of  his  household. 
Several  times  he  attempted  to  effect  his  purpose,  but  without  success.     His 
liatred,  encouraged  by  the  Hamiltons,  eagerly  sought  an  opportunity  for  punish- 
ing the  author  of  his  ruin,  and  laying  low  the  oppressor  of  his  party.     This 
opportunity  ere  long  presented  itself.  The  regent  was  on  his  way  from  Stirling 
to  Edinburgh,  and  intended  to  pass  through  Linlithgow.     In  the  High-street 
of  this  last  named  town,  the  Archbishop  of  St  Andrews,  uncle  of  Bothwell- 
Haugh,  possessed  a  house  in  front  of  which  Murray  and  his  cavalcade  would 
necessarily  pass.     This  house  was  placed  at  the  disposal  of  Bothwell-Haugh, 
who  made  every  preparation  for  the  unfailing  performance  of  the  act  of 
vengeance  which  he  had  concerted  with  the  Hamiltons.    He  took  his  station  in 
a  small  room,  or  wooden  galler}',  which  commanded  a  full  view  of  the  street. 
To  prevent  his  heavy  footsteps  being  heard,  for  he  was  booted  and  spurred,  he 
placed  a  featlier-bed  on  the  floor;  to  secure  against  any  chance  observation  of 
nis  shadow,  which,  had  the  sun  broke  out,  might  have  caught  the  eye,  he  liung 
up  a  black  cloth  on  the  opposite  wall;  and,  having  barricaded  the  door  in  front, 
he  had  a  swift  horse  ready  saddled  at  the  back.     Even  here  his  preparations 
did  not  stop;  for,  observing  that  the  gate  in  the  wall  which  enclosed  the  garden 
was  too  low  to  admit  a  man  on  horseback,  he  removed  the  lintel  stone,  and, 
returning  to  liis  chamber,  cut  in  the  wooden  panel  immediately  below  the 
lattice-window  where  he  watched,  a  hole  just  suflScient  to  admit  the  barrel  of 
his  caliver.     Having  taken  these  precautions,  he  loaded  the  piece  with  four 
bullets,  and  calmly  awaited  his  victim.     Murray  had  spent  the  night  in  a  house 
in  the  neighbourhood.     Rumours  liad  reached  him  of  the  dangers  by  which  he 
was  threatened.  One  of  his  friends  had  even  persuaded  him  to  avoid  the  High- 
street,  and  pass  round  by  the  back  of  the  town.  But  the  crowd,  pressing  round 
him,  rendered  it  impossible  for  him  to  do  so;  and  he  rode  onwards  through 
Linlithgow,  with  calm  courage,  amidst  tlie  acclamations  of  the  populace.     He 
proceeded  at  a  slow  pace  along  ihe  High-street  till  he  reached  the  archbishop's 
house.    He  was  thus  exposed  to  the  fire  of  the  assassin,  who,  taking  deliberate 
aim,  discharged  his  caliver.    The  regent,  shot  right  through  the  lower  part  of 
his  body,  fell  mortally  wounded.     At  this  sight,  the  crowd  rushed  towards  the 
house  from  whence  the  shot  had  been  fired.    But  while  they  were  endeavour- 
ing to  break  down  the  door,  Bothwell-Haugh,  escaping  at  the  back,  had 
mounted  his  horse  and  fled  at  full  speed  in  the  direction  of  Hamilton  Castle. 
Here  he  was  received  in  triumph  by  Lord  Claud  Hamilton,  Lord  Arbroath, 
and  the  Archbishop  of  St.  Andrews,  who  welcomed  him  as  the  deliverer  of 
their  party.    Murray  expired  on  the  same  day,  the  28rd  of  January,  1570,  in  a 
state  of  noble  calmness  and  fervent  piety.  ' 
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Mary's  party  rose  in  arms  at  this  event.  They  even  obtained  possession 
of  the  capital  of  the  country.  The  most  powerful  nobles  flocked  to  her 
standard ;  and  they  would  have  soon  deposed  the  youthful  king,  and  re- 
proclaimed  their  queen,  had  not  Elizabeth  sent  an  English  force  into 
Scotland.  All  the  results  held  out  by  the  death  of  Murray  were  thus 
soon  lost  to  Mary ;  and,  what  was  worse,  any  advantage,  anticipated  from 
the  French  alliance  were  at  this  moment  annulled  by  the  projected  mar- 
riage of  Queen  Elizabeth  and  the  Duke  of  Anjou.  r^othing  remained  to 
the  unfortunate  Queen  of  Scots,  but  to  appeal  as  a  last  resource  to  Philip 
IL,  of  Spain.  Here  the  new  materials  derived  from  the  Spanish  archives 
come  into  play,  but  not  with  that  amplitude  or  significance  that  might 
have  been  expected.  Were  it  only,  indeed,  for  the  new  matter  that 
Mignet  has  added  to  what  was  previously  knovm  from  these  sources,  it 
would  not  have  been  worth  while  writing  a  new  history  of  Mary  Stuart-— 
the  whole  might  have  been  contained  in  a  very  thin  pamphlet — but  the 
merit  of  Mignet  lies  elsewhere,  in  most  industrious  compilation  frt>m  all 
possible  sources,  in  a  dear,  sparkling  narrative,  in  his  historical  impar- 
tiality. 

Certain  it  is  that  in  order  to  induce  Philip  II.  to  interfere  vnth  an 
armed  force  in  the  affairs  of  England  and  Scotland,  it  was  necessary  to  hold 
out  promises  of  considerable  assistance,  and  to  satisfy  him  that  the  Duke 
of  Norfolk  would  become  a  Catholic,  and  be  at  the  head  of  the  insurgents. 
Philip  had  refused  to  the  Duke  of  Guise  to  make  war  on  Elizabeth,  in 
April,  1669 ;  and  the  Duke  of  Alva  had,  in  the  month  of  November  of  the 
same  year,  represented  to  Pope  Pius  V.,  who  had  also  been  recommending 
a  fanatical  crusade,  the  great  difficulties  that  lay  in  the  way  of  success. 
Philip,  however,  would  have  acted  upon  the  insurrection  of  the  Earls  of  Nor- 
thumberland and  Westmoreland,  and  would  have  sent  aid  from  the  Low 
Countries,  had  the  rebellion  lasted  long  enough  to  have  enabled  him  to  do 
so  effectually.  George  Quempe  was  the  emissary  employed  in  this  nego- 
tiation so  threatening  to  the  welfare  of  England.  In  the  conspiracy  that 
followed  upon  the  failure  of  the  rebellion  in  the  north,  the  chief  actors 
were,  after  Mary,  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  the  Bishop  of  Ross,  and  the  Flo- 
rentine Ridolfi-^a  man  of  great  influence,  great  wealth,  high  connexions, 
and  strong  Romanist  bias !  The  instructions  given  to  Ridolfi  were  first 
published  by  Labanoff  from  the  secret  archives  of  the  Vatican.  Mary 
first  sent  John  Hamilton  on  a  mission  to  the  Duke  of  Alva,  and  he  was 
followed  by  the  Florentine  banker,  whom  it  does  not  appear  from  the 
Spanish  records,  was  much  admired  by  the  Duke  of  Alva.  This  clever 
politician,  says  Mignet,  was  no  more  given  to  illusions  in  his  judgment 
than  he  was  scrupulous  in  his  acts.  He  did  not  place  much  confidence 
in  the  Florentine  envoy,  whom  he  called  a  g^eat  talker  {parlanchin), 
nor  in  the  proposed  enterprise,  which  he  looked  upon  as  rash.  He  wrote 
to  this  effect,  on  the  7th  of  May,  1571,  a  letter  of  more  than  twenty 
pages  to  Philip  II.*  In  this  remarkable  letter,  previously  inedited,  the 
Duke  of  Alva  mentions,  among  other  projects  of  the  conspirators,  the 
capture  of  the  Tower  of  London,  the  imprisonment  of  Elizabeth,  and  the 
restoration  of  the  Roman  Catholic  religion ;  but  he  added  that  the  diffi- 
culties of  the  case  would  be  considerably  diminished  by  the  removal  of 


*  MS.  Simancas,  'Seg.  de  Estad.  Iiiglaterra,  leg.  823. 
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Queen  Elizabeth  by  a  ncUural  death,  or  any  other  hind  of  death,  before 
Us  moet  Catholic  majesty  should  have  publicly  interfered  in  the  matter. 

Ridolfi  proceeded  from  Brussels  to  the  pope;  and  thus  armed  with 
additional  credentials,  he  repaired  to  the  court  of  Philip.  He  was  there 
received  confidentially  by  the  Duke  of  Feria,  and  the  conversation  was 
recorded  by  the  secretary  of  state,  Zayas.  Mignet  wishes  to  absolve 
Mary  from  conspiring  against  the  life  of  Elizabeth,  but  the  conversation 
on  this  occasion  refeired  mainly  to  the  murder  of  the  Queen  of  England, 
which  was  evidently  a  project  spoken  of  as  one  that  had  been  long  a 
subject  of  conuderation ;  nay,  Ridolfi  said  it  was  not  to  take  place  in 
London,  as  that  was  the  seat  of  heresy,  but  while  Elizabeth  should  be  on 
her  travels ;  and  that  a  certain  James  Grafi&  (a  name  which  Mignet  be- 
lieves to  be  disfig^ured,  as  it  does  not  appear  elsewhere)  was  already 
engaged  to  accomplish  the  deed.  The  council  of  state  was  next  sum- 
moned to  deliberate  upon  the  same  leading  question,  as  to  whether  it 
should  be  arraneed  with  the  conspirators  that  Elizabeth  should  be  made 
prisoner  or  should  be  murdered.  Opinions  were  various,  but  the  majority 
of  counsellors  were  in  favour  of  putting  Elizabeth  out  of  the  way  hy 
violence.  Tins  mode  of  proceeding  must  have  been,  as  before  said, 
notorious ;  for  Don  Hernando  de  Toledo,  Grand  Prior  of  Castile,  and  the 
Grand  Inquisitor,  Archbishop  of  Seville,  had  already  a  certain  Ciapino 
YiteUi  at  their  disposal,  who  was  prepared,  he  said,  to  seize  Queen  Eliza- 
beth in  one  of  her  country  seats,  with  the  aid  of  only  twelve  or  fifteen 
resolute  men.  Philip,  however,  did  not  act ;  he  hesitated,  as  usual,  what 
to  do,  procrastinated  from  month  to  month,  and  at  last,  in  a  letter  dated 
the  14th  of  September,  left  the  matter  to  be  decided  upon  solely  by  the 
Duke  of  Alva. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  conspiracy  had  become  as  notorious  in  England 
as  it  was  at  Brussels,  at  Rome,  and  at  Madrid.  Several  conspirators  were 
arrested,  and  confessed  to  their  guilt,  and  that  of  others.  The  Duke  of 
Norfolk  paid  with  his  life  his  unfortunate  attachment  to  Mary,  and  his 
zeal  in  her  cause.  As  he  remarked  himself,  in  one  of  his  last  letters  to 
Queen  Elizabeth,  '^ nothing  prospered  of  what  was  done  for  her  (Mary) 
or  by  her."  Mary  herself  was  left  for  more  conspiracies.  The  English 
parhament,  influenced  by  the  inexorable  Burleigh,  asked  for  her  blood, 
but  Elizabeth  refused :  she  could  not,  she  said,  kill  the  bird  which  had 
sought  her  protection  when  pursued  by  the  eagle. 

The  massacre  of  St.  Baruiolemew,  which  followed  shortly  after  these 
events,  struck  such  horror  into  the  heart  of  Protestantism,  and  filled 
England  with  so  much  dread  of  the  Romanist  party,  that  Elizabeth,  who 
had  spared  Mary  so  many  conspiracies,  was  at  length  induced  to  connive 
at  her  destruction.  Sir  Henry  Killegrew  was  deputed  to  Scotland 
to  arrange  the  matter  with  the  Earls  of  Mar  and  Morton.  The  death  of 
the  former,  and  certain  pecuniary  demands  on  the  part  of  Scotland,  de- 
feated this  criminal  and  cruel  project. 

Mary,  on  her  part,  eave  up  conspiring  for  a  time,  and  occupied  herself 
with  rearing  biroB  and  flowers,  and  doing  foncy  work,  which  she  sent  as 
conciliatory  offerings  to  Queen  Elizabeth ;  but  no  sooner  had  Henry  III. 
succeeded  to  Charies  IX.,  than  she  made  overtures  for  the  formation  of  a 
*<  league,"  to  enable  her  to  recover  her  rights.  But  Henry  was  gruded 
in  his  policy  by  Mary  of  Medicis,  and  sought  the  alliance  of  Elizabeth. 
The  popes  were  more  active  and  persevering  in  her  cause,  not  from  admi- 
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TwAon  of  her  person  or  character,  m  had  heen  the  case  with  00  many 
others,  hat  in  toe  intereste  of  their  ever  ambitious  church.  Gregory  XIIL 
had  toeceeded  to  Pius  V.,  and,  like  his  predecessor,  he  spared  no  trouble 
or  expense  in  keeping  Ireland  in  a  state  of  insurrection.  The  Duke  of 
Norfolk  was  dead,  and  Gbegory  advocated  the  cause  of  l>on  John  of 
Austria,  as  his  successor  in  the  affections,  the  interests,  and  the  fortunes 
of  Marv  Queen  of  Scots.  This  double  project  of  a  marriage  and  inva- 
sion, which  Philip  refused  to  entertain  in  1574,  was  seriously  renewed  in 
1577y  when  Don  John  succeeded  to  the  grand  commander  requescens  in 
the  government  of  the  Low  Countries.  Closely  united  to  the  Duke  of 
GKnse,  Don  John  wrote  to  the  king,  his  brother,  a  letter,  dictated  as  much 
by  ambition  as  by  foresight,  that  the  subjection  of  die  Low  Countries 
could  only  be  effected  in  England.  But  nothing  came  of  this  project, 
which  Pmlip  could  not  at  the  time  be  induced  to  second  with  real  energy* 
The  Jesuits  were,  of  all  other  conspirators,  the  most  active  within  the 
territory  of  Great  Britain  itself.  Their  proceedings,  but  vaguely  hinted 
at  by  other  historians,  are  given  at  leng^  ny  Mignet,  from  the  foundation 
of  the  colleges  Douay,  Reims,  and  Rome,  and  the  mission  of  Campian  and 
Parsons,  to  the  conspiracy  of  Lennox  and  Arran,  which  followed  upon  the 
death  of  Morton,  and  the  projected  invasion  of  the  Duke  of  Guise. 

This  invasion,  primarily  instigated  by  the  Jesuits,  was  seconded  by 
Philip  II.,  the  pope,  and  the  Romanist  party  in  Scotland.  The  details^ 
wbietk  are  more  interesting  in  an  historioU  point  of  view,  and  also  as  un- 
folding the  occult^  yet  incessant,  intrigues  wnich  characterise  the  party  in 
question — in  the  present  day  as  much  as  in  past  times— than  they  are 
rich  in  incidents,  are  in  main  part  derived  by  Mignet  from  the  archives  oS 
Spain. 

Luckily  the  watchfulness  of  Elizabeth's  government  was  As  signal  as 
the  consinracy  of  the  Romanists  was  secret ;  the  projected  enterprise  was 
discovered  $  die  Spanish  ambassador  was  dismissed  the  territory ;  a  defen- 
sive league  was  entered  into  with  Scotland ;  Leicester  was  despatched 
with  troops  to  aid  the  Flemings ;  Drake  was  sent  out  to  annoy  Philip  by 
sea ;  and  at  home  many  noble  and  more  humble  conspirators  paid  the 
fbffeit  of  their  lives ;  while  the  incompatibility  of  the  existence  of  Mary 
in  Great  Britain  with  the  welfare  of  the  country,  the  safety  of  the  estab- 
lished religion,  or  even  of  the  queen's  person,  was  felt  more  and  more  by 
all  loyal  persons. 

R^oved  to  Tutbury,  and  afterwards  to  CharUey,  and  placed  under  frur 
more  strict  charge  than  heretofore,  Mary  neither  ceased  to  conspire,  nor 
was  she  abandoned  by  her  part^.  Philip  II.  was  not  long  in  resuscitating 
the  project  of  an  invasion  of  England  by  the  Duke  of  Guise,  to  which 
was  superadded  a  new  project  of  assassinating  Queen  Elizabeth.  To  the 
latter  effect,  the  Jesuits  gained  over  one  John  Savage,  who  subsequently 
associated  several  others  in  his  conspiracy,  among  whom  Mignet  shows, 
from  the  Spanish  archives,  there  were  many  who  were  regularly  subsidised 
by  Philip ;  nor  does  our  historian  attempt  to  deny  that  Mary  was  also  an 
accomphce  in  this  second  project  of  assassinating  Elisabeth.  At  the  very 
moment  Gifford,  and  the  ex-ambassador,  Mendoza,  were  laying  the  names 
and  projects  of  the  conspirators  before  Philip  II.,  who  already  gloried  in 
the  idea  of  sitting  on  the  throne  of  Great  Britain,  as  heir  to  Mary, 
Walsingham  had  detected  the  whole  plot,  and  irrevocably  implicated  the 
Queen  of  Scots,  by  what  Mignet  calls  <'  the  terrible  letter  of  the  6ih  of 
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July."  Mignet  gives  the  detiul  of  wliat  passed  between  Gifford,  Mendosa, 
aoa  Philip  II.  on  the  occasion,  from  the  Spanish  archives,  as  also  details 
as  to  how  Babington  became  the  chief  of  the  conspirators.  It  is  gene- 
rally held  that  this  young  gendeman  was  won  over  to  the  projected 
assassination  by  Walsingham  himself,  in  order  to  involve  Mary  in  the 
plot,  and  that,  even  by  historians  of  a  professedly  Protestant  bias ;  but 
Mignet  shows  that  he  was  one  of  the  first  to  whom  Savage  addressed 
himself  on  his  arrival  in  England ;  that  he  was  one  of  those  mentioned  on 
the  onset  by  Mendoza  to  Philip  IL,  as  a  fanatic  Romanist.  *'  Babington, 
01090  muy  Catolice  de  grande  espiritu  y  de  buena  casa." — (Papers  of 
Simancas,  serie  B,  bundle  57,  No.  66).  And  this  is,  we  think,  by  far  the 
most  important  addition  made,  in  modem  times,  to  the  history  of  Maiy, 
and  of  that  mysterious  plot  which  cost  her  her  life.  Mignet  describes 
Babington  as  entering  into  the  conspiracy  with  ardour,  and  adding  at 
once  five  others  to  the  proposed  number  of  murderers.  One  Poley  was 
the  spy  placed  by  Walsingham  upon  the  movements  of  young  Babingp- 
ton  ;  wlule  Giffi^rd,  a  Jesuit,  was  employed  to  betray  Mary.  It  appears 
certain  that  Walsingham,  in  his  anxiety  to  obtain  decisive  evidence 
against  Maiy,  or  from  a  positive  desire  to  ruin  her,  abetted  the  corre- 
spondence of  the  conspirators.  As  to  Babington's  connexion  with  Wal- 
smgham,  Mignet  follows  Eraser  Tytler  in  supposing  that  it  originated  in 
a  rash  hope  of  discovering  the  intentions  of  the  cunning  secretary  of 
state,  as  also  of  taking  suspicions  off  himself.  In  this  plot  within  a  plot, 
no  party  was  without  blame,  but  even  in  modem  times,  after  innumerable 
conspiracies,  a  detective  would  feel  himself  justified  in  having  recourse  to 
a  correspondence,  to  a  certain  extent  fomented  by  himself,  to  arrive  at 
the  truth,  or  to  obtain  conclusive  and  damnatory  evidence  against  the  con- 
spirators. 

On  the  28th  of  August  Mary's  papers  were  seized,  and  a  commisaon 
was  issued  to  forty-seven  peers,  privy-counsellors,  and  judges,  of  whom 
thirty-six  proceeded  to  Fotheringay  Castle,  whither  Maty  bad  been  pre- 
viously conveyed,  and  announced  to  her  the  approaching  trial.  She  re- 
fused at  first  to  recognise  their  authority,  declaring  herself  an  independent 
sovereign,  and  out  of  all  jurisdiction  of  the  Queen  of  England.  A  hint 
that  the  refusal  to  plead  would  be  construed  into  evidence  of  guilt,  induced 
her  to  waver  in  her  determination.  The  next  morning  she  consented  to 
plead,  on  condition  that  her  former  protest  should  be  entered  in  the  mi- 
nutes of  the  court.  We  need  not  detail  the  incidents  of  the  trial,  which, 
commencing  on  the  14th  of  October,  was  adjourned,  after  two  days,  to 
Westminster,  and  terminated  by  a  judgment  of  the  commissioners,  given 
in  the  Star  Chamber,  on  the  26th  of  October,  1586;  and  the  people  of 
England  being,  from  the  frequent  occurrence  of  plots,  vehement  in  their 
demands  that  Mary  should  be  put  to  death,  Elizabeth  signed  the  warrant 
for  her  execution  on  the  1st  of  Febraary,  1587,  but  not  without  much 
and  long  continued  disinclination  on  her  part.  Mignet's  narrative  of  the 
death  of  the  Queen  of  Scots  being  the  only  one  which  has  as  yet  been 
narrated  from  all  the  materials  that  have  been  accumulated,  we  shall  give 
it  here,  in  conclusion  of  this  strange  and  eventful  history. 

Such  were  the  fears  of  Mary  Stuart  when  Robert  Beale  arrived  at  Fotherin- 
gay on  the  5th  of  February.  He  had  taken  alone  with  him  the  London  exe- 
cutioner, and  after  making  known  to  Paulet  and  Drury  the  queen*8  order,  and 
the  wishes  of  the  council,  he  hastened  to  the  Earls  of  Kent  and  Shrewsbury,  to 
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present  the  royal  commission,  which  they  were  charged  to  see  executed  on  the 
morning  of  the  8th.  The  two  earls,  the  secretary  of  the  privy  council,  and  the 
sheriff  of  Northamptonshire,  proceeded  to  Fotherineay,  where  they  were  all  as- 
sembled before  mid-day  on  the  7th.  At  sight  of  this  unusual  concourse,  the 
poor  servants  of  the  Queen  of  Scots,  suspecting  the  misfortune  which  awaited 
them,  were  seized  with  inexpressible  alarm.  As  for  Mary,  she  was  at  the  time 
confined  to  bed  by  her  customary  ailments.  About  two  o'clock,  the  two  earls 
desired  to  speak  to  her  ;  she  sent  them  word  that  she  was  indisposed,  but  that 
she  would  rise  if  the  business  they  had  to  communicate  was  pressing.  Learning 
from  them  in  reply  tliat  the  business  would  not  admit  of  delay,  she  dressed  her- 
self, and  seating  herself  before  a  small  work-table  which  stood  at  the  foot  of 
her  bed,  she  awaited  their  approach  with  the  greatest  calmness.  Her  women, 
and  the  greater  part  of  her  servants  were  around  her.  The  Grand  Marshal  of 
England,  accompanied  by  the  Earl  of  Kent,  and  followed  by  Beale,  Paulet,  and 
Drury,  advanced  uncovered,  and,  bowing  respectfully  to  her,  informed  her  that 
the  sentence  which  had  been  signified  to  hejr  by  Lord  Buckhurst  two  months 
and  a  half  before,  must  now  be  put  into  execution,  the  queen  their  mistress 
being  compelled  thereto  by  the  solicitations  of  her  subjects.  Mary  listened  to 
him  without  exhibiting  any  emotion,  and  she  afterwards  heard  the  warrant  read 
by  Beale,  containing  the  order  for  her  death.  When  he  had  finished  reading, 
she  made  the  sign  of  the  cross.  *'  God  be  praised,^'  said  she,  "  for  the  news  you 
bring  me.  I  could  receive  none  better,  for  it  announces  to  me  the  conclusion 
of  my  miseries,  and  the  grace  which  God  has  granted  me  to  die  for  the  honour 
of  his  name,  and  of  his  Church,  Catholic,  Apostolic,  and  Roman.  I  did  not 
expect  such  a  happy  end,  after  the  treatment  I  have  suffered,  and  the  dangers 
to  which  I  have  been  exposed  for  nineteen  years  in  this  country.  I,  bom  a 
c^ueen,  the  daughter  of  a  king,  the  granddaughter  of  Henry  VIL,  the  near  rela- 
tion of  the  Queen  of  England,  Queen  Dowager  of  France,  and  who,  though  a 
free  princess,  have  been  kept  in  prison  without  legitimate  cause,  though  I  am 
subject  to  nobody,  and  recognise  no  superior  in  this  world,  excepting  God." 
Yiewine  herself  as  a  victim  to  her  religious  faith,  she  experienced  the  pure 
joy  of  the  martyr,  partook  of  its  sweet  serenity,  and  maintained  to  the  last  its 
tranquil  courage.  She  again  disavowed  the  project  of  assassinating  Elizabeth, 
and,  placing  her  hand  on  the  New  Testament,  which  lay  on  the  small  table 
before  her,  she  solemnly  declared :  "  I  never  either  conceived  or  sought  after 
the  death  of  the  Queen  of  England,  and  I  never  consented  to  it."  On  hearing 
these  words,  the  Earl  of  Kent  told  her,  with  fanatic  rudeness,  that  the  book  on 
which  she  had  sworn  was  the  book  of  the  Papists,  and  that  her  oath  was  worth 
DO  more  than  her  book.  "  It  is  the  book  in  which  I  believe,"  replied  Mary  ; 
"  do  you  suppose  my  oath  would  be  more  sincere  if  I  took  it  on  yours,  in  which 
I  do  not  believe  ?*'  The  Earl  of  Kent  then  advised  her  to  renounce  what  he 
called  her  superstitions,  and  offered  her  the  aid  of  the  Protestant  Dean  of 
Peterborough,  who  would  teach  her  the  true  feith,  and  pfepare  her  for  death. 
Mary  energetically  rejected  this  offer,  as  being  repugnant  to  her  religious  belief, 
and  she  requested  that  they  would  restore  her  almoner,  who  had  again  been 
removed  from  her  for  several  days  past.  The  two  earls  had  tlie  cruelty  and 
the  infamy  to  refuse  this  religious  consolation  to  a  queen  on  the  eve  of  her 
death.  Neither  would  they  grant  her  the  short  delay  she  asked  in  order  to 
write  out  her  will  carefully,  and  to  make  her  final  arrangements.  Then,  in 
answer  to  her  inquiry  as  to  the  hour  when  she  was  to  die,  "  To-morrow, 
madam,"  said  the  Earl  of  Shrewsbury,  *' about  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning." 
When  the  two  earls  had  quitted  her  presence,  Mary  set  about  consoling  her 
servants,  who  were  bathed  in  tears.  Slie  ordered  her  supper  earlier,  so  as  to 
have  the  whole  night  for  writing  and  praying.  She  ate  but  little,  according  to 
her  custom.  Bourgoin,  her  physician,  waited  on  her  at  table;  her  maUre 
d*h6teh  Andrew  Melvil,  having  been  removed  from  her  at  tlie  same  time  with 
her  almoner.  She.  spoke  of  the  Earl  of  Kent's  attempt  to  convert  her,  and  said^ 
with  a  smile,  that  it  would  require  a  different  sort  of  doctor  to  persuade  her. 
After  supper,  she  summoned  all  her  servants,  and,  pouring  out  some  wine  into 
Oct — ^VOL.  XCIII.  NO.  CCCUUE.  N 


174  Mignefs  Life  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots, 

a  goUet,  she  drank  to  them,  aod,  io  an  affectionate  manner,  called  upon  them 
to  pledge  her  in  return.    They  all  fell  on  their  knees,  and,  with  tears  in  tlieir 
€je9,  replied  to  her  toast  with  sorrowful  efiTusion,  asking  pardon  of  her  for  any 
offences  they  might  have  committed  against  her.    She  told  them  she  forgave 
them  with  good-will,  and  begged  them  ako  to  pardon  her  for  any  uneasiness 
flhe  might  have  caused  them.    She  exhorted  tnem  to  continue  firm  to  the 
Catlic^ic  religion,  and  to  live  in  peace  and  friendship  with  each  ottier.    Nau 
was  the  only  one  of  whom  slie  spoke  with  bitterness,  accusing  him  of  having 
often  sown  dissension  among  tliem,  and  of  being  the  cause  of  her  death.    She 
then  withdrew^  and  was  occupied  for  several  hours  in  writing,  with  her  own 
hand,  some  letters,  and  her  wiU,  of  whidi  she  appointed  tlie  Duke  of  Guise  the 
chief  executor.  As  the  greater  part  of  the  legacies  slie  bequeathed  could  not  be 
paid,  except  out  of  her  dowry,  which  would  revert  to  the  King  of  France  at  her 
death,  she  earnestly  commended  to  Henry  III.  her  memory  and  her  last  settle* 
ments.    ^  You  have  always  protested  that  you  loved  me,**  she  said  ;  "  sliow  it 
now  by  helping  me,  for  charity*s  sake,  in  wnat  I  cannot  do  without  you,  which 
is  to  recompense  my  afflicted  servants,  by  leaving  them  their  wages,  and  in 
causing  prayers  to  be  made  to  God  for  a  queen  who  has  been  styled  Most 
Christian,  and  who  dies  a  Catholic  deprived  of  all  her  means."    It  was  neat 
two  o'clock  in  the  mominp  when  she  had  finished  writing.    .    .    •    Feeling 
■oraewhat  fittigued,  and,  wishing  to  preserve  or  restore  her  strength  for  the 
final  moment,  she  went  to  bed.    Her  women  continued  praying ;  and,  during 
this  last  repose  of  her  body,  though  her  eyes  were  closed,  it  was  evident,  from 
the  slight  motion  of  her  lips,  and  a  sort  of  rapture  spread  over  her  countenance, 
that  she  was  addressing  herself  to  Him  on  whom  alone  her  hopes  now  rested. 
At  daybreak  she  arose,  saying  that  she  had  only  two  hours  to  live.  She  picked 
out  one  of  her  handkerchief  with  a  fringe  of  gold,  as  a  bandage  for  her  eyes 
on  the  scaffold,  and  dressed  herKlf  with  a  stern  magnificence.    Having  assem- 
bled her  servants,  she  bade  Bourgoin  read  over  to  them  her  will,  which  she  tiien 
signed  ;  and  afterwards  gave  them  the  letters,  papers^  and  presents,  of  which 
they  were  to  be  the  bearers  to  the  princes  of  her  family,  and  her  friends  on  the 
Continent.   She  had  already  distributed  to  them,  on  the  previous  evening,  her 
rings,  jewels,  furniture,  and  dresses  ;  and  she  now  gave  them  the  pitrses  which 
she  had  prepared  for  them«  and  in  which  she  had  enclosed,  in  small  sums,  the 
five  thousand  crowns  whic^  remained  over  to  her.    With  finished  grace,  and 
with  affecting  kindness,  she  mingled  her  consolations  with  her  gifts,  and 
strengthened  them  lor  the  affliction  into  whidi  her  death  would  soon  throw 
them.    **  Yon  could  not  see,"  says  an  eye-witness,  ''any  change,  neither  in  her 
fiice,  nor  in  her  speech,  nor  in  her  general  appearance ;  she  seemed  to  be  giving 
orders  about  her  affairs  just  as  if  she  were  merely  going  to  change  her  residence 
from  one  house  to  another." 

These  last  cares  for  terrestrial  things  over,  she  repaired  to  her  oratory,  where 
was  an  altar  at  which  her  chaplain,  so  long  as  she  was  allowed  one,  used  to  say 
mass  to  her  in  secret.  She  knelt  down  before  the  altar  and  read  witii  great 
fervour  the  prayers  for  the  dying.  Before  she  had  finished  some  one  knocked 
at  the  door.  She  bade  them  answer  that  she  would  soon  be  ready,  and  con* 
tinued  her  prayers.  Shortly  afterwards,  eight  o*clock  having  struck,  another 
knock  was  heard,  and  the  door  was  this  time  opened.  The  sheriff  entered 
with  a  white  wand  in  hu  hand,  and  advanced  towards  Mary,  who  had  not  yet 
moved  her  head,  and  pronounced  these  few  words :  "  Madani,  the  lords  await 
you,  and  have  sent  me  to  you."  "  Yes,*'  replied  Mary,  rising  from  her  knees, 
**'  let  us  go."  Just  as  she  was  moving  away,  Bourgoin  handed  to  her  the  ivoiy 
crucifix  which  stood  on  the  altar ;  she  kissed  it,  and  ordered  it  to  be  carried 
before  her.  Not  being  able  to  support  herself  alone,  on  account  of  the  weak- 
ness of  her  limbs,  she  walked,  leaning  on  two  of  her  own  servants,  to  the  ex- 
tremity of  her  apartments.  Having  arrived  at  that  point,  they,  with  peculiar 
delicacy,  which  she  felt  and  approved,  desired  not  to  lead  her  themselves  to 
execution,  but  entrusted  her  to  the  support  of  two  of  Paulet's  servants,  and 
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followed  her  in  tears.  On  reaching  the  staircate,  where  the  Earb  of  Shrews- 
bury and  Kent  awaited  Mary  Stuart»  and  by  which  she  bad  to  descend  into 
the  lower  hall,  at  the  end  of  which  the  scaffold  had  been  raised,  thejr  were 
lefiMed  the  consolation  of  accompanying  her  further.  In  spite  of  their  sup' 
plications  and  lamentations  they  were  separated  from  her ;  not  without  dim* 
culty,  for  they  threw  themseltes  at  her  feet,  kissed  her  hands,  dung  to  her 
dress,  and  would  not  quit  her.  When  they  had  snoceeded  in  remoTing  them* 
she  resumed  her  course  with  a  mild  and  noble  air,  the  crucifix  in  one  hand  and 
a  prayer-book  in  the  other,  dressed  in  the  widow's  garb  which  she  used  to  wear 
on  days  of  great  solemnity,  consisting  of  a  gown  of  dark  crims<m  Telret  with 
black  satm  corsage,  from  which  chaplets  and  scapularies  were  suspended,  and 
which  waa  surmounted  by  a  cloak  of  figured  satin  of  the  same  colour,  with  a 
long  train  lined  with  sable,  a  standing  up  collar,  and  hanging  sleeves.  A  white 
veil  was  tlirown  over  her^  reaching  from  iier  head  to  her  feet.  She  evinced  the 
dignity  of  a  queen,  along  with  the  calm  composure  of  a  Christian.  At  the 
foot  of  tlie  staircase  she  met  her  maitre  dPhoteU  Andrew  Melvil,  who  had  been 
permitted  to  take  leave  of  lier,  and  who,  seeing  her  (bus  walking  to  her  eze)* 
cution,  fell  on  his  knees,  and,  with  his  countenance  bathed  in  tears,  expressed 
bis  bitter  affliction.  Mary  embraced  him,  thanked  him  for  his  constant  ndeltty, 
and  enjoined  him  to  report  exactly  to  luer  son  all  that  he  knew,  and  all  that  be 
was  about  to  witness.  "  It  will  be,"  said  Melvil,  "  the  most  sorrowful  message 
1  ever  carried,  to  announce  that  the  queen,  my  sovereign  and  dear  mistress,  it 
dead.'*  '*  Thou  shouldst  rather  rejoice,  good  Melvil,*'  she  replied,  employing 
for  the  first  time  thb  familiar  mode  of  address, "  that  Mary  Stuart  has  arrived 
at  the  close  of  her  misfortunes.  Thou  knowest  that  this  world  is  only  vanity, 
and  full  of  troubles  and  misery.  Bear  these  tidings,  that  I  die  firm  in  my 
religion,  a  true  Catholic,  a  true  Scotchwoman,  a  true  Frenchwoman.  May 
God  forgive  those  who  have  sought  my  death  i  The  Judge  of  the  secret 
thoughts  and  actions  of  men  knows  that  I  have  always  desired  the  union  of 
Scotland  and  England.  Commend  me  to  my  son,  and  tell  him  that  I  have 
never  done  anyUiing  that  could  prejudice  the  welfare  of  the  kingdom,  ot 
bis  quality  as  king,  nor  derogated  in  any  respect,  from  our  sovereign  preroga- 
tive.* 

After  some  discussion  with  the  Earls  of  Shrewsbury  and  Kent  as  to 
certain  of  her  attendants  bein^  allowed  to  accompany  her,  the  permission 
was  granted,  and  Mary  ascended  the  scaffold,  followed  by  Boiurgoin,  her 
physician,  Gorion,  her  pharmaceutist,  Grervaisy  her  smrgeon,  Didier,  her 
butler,  Jane  Kennedy  and  Elizabeth  Curll,  her  two  favourite  attendants, 
Andrew  Melvil  bearing  the  sidrts  of  her  dress^  with  the  saoM  d^gnitj  that 
she  would  have  ascended  a  throne.  This  scaffold  had  been  raised  m  the 
lower  hall  of  the  castle  of  Fotheringay.  It  was  two  and  a  half  feet  high^ 
by  twelve  square  feet  in  extent  It  was  covered  with  black  doth,  as  were 
also  the  seat,  the  cushion  on  which  she  was  to  kneel,  and  the  block  <m 
which  she  was  to  lay  her  head.  The  executionen  were  also  dressed  in 
black  velvet.  Mary  took  her  seat  in  this  lugubrioua  scene  without 
changing  colour  or  losing  anything  of  her  usual  grace  and  muesty. 
Robert  Beale  then  read  the  sentence,  to  which  she  answered,  that,  being 
queen,  she  was  not  subject  to  the  laws,  and  that  she  had  never  consented 
to  anything  pernicious  to  the  Queen  of  England's  person.  These  few 
words  said  in  her  justification,  she  began  to  pray,  which  act  was,  with  the 
ill  taste  and  fanaticism  of  the  tdme,  interrupted  by  a  religious  controversy 
carried  on  by  Fletcher,  the  Dean  of  Peterborough,  and  the  earls  who 
stood  at  her  right. 

Her  prayer  ended,  she  arose.    The  terrible  moment  had  arrived,  and  the 
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executioner  approached  to  assist  her  in  removing  a  portion  of  her  dress ;  but 
she  motioned  mm  away,  saying,  with  a  smile,  that  she  had  never  had  such  valeti 
de  chambre.  She  then  called  Jane  Kennedy  and  Elizabeth  Curlt,  who  had  re- 
mained all  the  time  on  their  knees  at  the  foot  of  the  scaffold,  and  she  began  to 
undress  herself  with  tlieir  assistance,  remarking,  that  she  was  not  accustomed 
to  do  so  before  so  many  people.  The  afflicted  girls  performed  this  last  sad 
office  in  tears.  To  prevent  the  utterance  of  their  grief,  she  placed  her  finger 
on  their  lips,  and  reminded  them  that  she  had  promised  in  their  name  that  they 
would  show  more  firmness.  "  Instead  of  weeping,  rejoice,"  she  said  ;  "  I  am 
very  happy  to  leave  this  world,  and  in  so  good  a  cause."  She  then  laid  down 
her  cloak,  and  took  off  her  veil,  retaining  only  a  petticoat  of  red  taffety,  flowered 
with  velvet.  Then,  seating  herself  on  the  chair,  she  gave  her  blessing  to  her 
weeping  servants.  The  executioner  having  asked  her  pardon  on  his  knees, 
she  told  him  that  she  pardoned  everybody.  She  embraced  Elizabeth  Curll  and 
Jane  Kennedy,  and  gave  them  her  blessing,  making  the  sign  of  the  cross  over 
them  \  and  after  Jane  Kennedy  had  bandaged  her  eyes  she  desired  them  to 
withdraw,  which  they  did,  weeping.  Ac  the  same  time,  she  knelt  down  with 
great  courage,  and  still  holding  the  crucifix  in  her  liands,  stretched  out  her  neck 
to  the  executioner.  She  then  said  aloud,  and  with  the  most  ardent  feeling  of 
confidence :  "  My  God,  I  have  hoped  in  you ;  I  commit  myself  to  your  hands  !** 
She  imagined  that  she  would  have  been  struck  in  the  manner  usual  in  France, 
in  an  upright  posture,  and  with  the  sword.  The  two  executioners,*  perceiving 
her  mistake,  informed  her  of  it,  and  assisted  her  to  lay  her  head  on  the  block, 
which  she  did  without  ceasing  to  pray.  Tliere  was  au  universal  feeling  of  com* 
passion  at  the  sight  of  this  lamentable  end,  accompanied  by  so  much  heroic 
courage  and  admirable  resignation.  The  executioner  himself  was  moved,  and 
aimed  with  an  unsteady  hand.  The  axe,  instead  of  falling  on  the  neck,  struck 
the  back  of  the  head,  and  wounded  her,  yet  she  made  no  movement,  nor  uttered 
a  complaint.  It  was  only  on  repeating  the  blow  that  the  executioner  struck 
off  her  head,  which  he  held  up,  saying,  **  God  save  Queen  Elizabeth.'*  Thus, 
added  Dr.  Fletcher,  '*  may  all  her  enemies  perish." 

Thus  on  the  scaffold  was  terminated  a  life  which  commenced  with 
exile,  and  was  but  one  succession  of  crosses — a  life  almost  always  lament- 
able, darkened  by  criminality,  but  adorned  with  many  charms,  rendered 
touching  by  many  misfortunes,  and  closed  with  a  magnanimous  resigna- 
tion. Mary  Stuart,  the  victim  of  the  old  Scottish  feudalism  and  of  the 
new  religious  revolution,  carried  away  with  her,  for  the  time  being,  the 
hopes  of  the  Ronmnists  and  of  the  partisans  of  absolute  power.  Never- 
theless, her  descendants,  succeeding  to  the  throne  only  sixteen  years  afiber 
her  death,  followed  in  the  same  perilous  career.  Her  grandson,  Charles  L, 
was  decapitated  Uke  her  for  wishing  to  establish  an  absolute  monarchy; 
and  her  great-grandson,  James  II.,  was  driven  from  the  throne  into  exUe 
for  endeavouring  to  re-establish  Romanism  in  the  empire.  The  lessons 
of  history  would  be  of  little  avail  if  they  have  neither  weight  nor  influence 
in  guiding  the  councils  of  those  in  power  in  our  own  days. 

*  In  the  English  translation  of  Mignef  s  Mary  Stuart,  we  observe,  that  these 
fonctionariet  are  called  "  masters  of  the  works,"  from  the  French  maUrtt  deg 
hautes  auvres. 
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A  TBAYELLEr's  8TOBY. 

In  Two  Pakts. — Pakt  XL 

It  was,  perhaps,  the  consciousness  of  the  wish  formed  oyemight  that  de- 
tennined  me  to  see  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay.  Neither  had  I  any  desire  to 
resist  its  power,  hut  rather  to  feel  it  and  succumh,  for  I  was  well  assured, 
that  if  such  a  one  could  he  won,  she  was  worth  winning.  I  shuddered' 
when  I  reflected  how  few  hours  had  elapsed  since  she  had  heen  exposed 
to  the  dagger  of  an  assassin,  and  could  not  conceive  how  it  had  happened 
that  till  ^bat  time  I  had  never  seen  Mademoiselle  d*£rmay,  though  she 
was  living  dose  hy  me. 

In  the  mean  time  the  family  of  M.  de  Fosseux  caused  seals  to  be 
placed  on  all  the  property  of  the  deceased,  and  with  some  difficulty  allowed 
the  unfortunate  lady  to  take  away  her  clothes  and  some  few  trinkets,  and 
a  small  sum  of  money,  which  beyond  dispute  was  her  own,  it  being  found 
in  a  desk  on  which  her  name  was  engraved,  and  of  which  she  had  tibe  key. 
That  the  family  of  M.  de  Fosseux  should  look  upon  her  with  no  friendly 
eye  was,  perhaps,  natural  enough.  However,  in  a  few  days,  the  heir-at- 
law  of  the  deceased  waited  upon  her,  and  said, 

"  Mademoiselle,  M.  de  Fosseux  havine  been  cut  off  thus  suddenly,  has 
left  no  will;  had  he  been  able  to  foresee  his  death,  there  can  be  no  doubt 
that  he  would  not  have  forgotten  to  make  due  provision  for  you ;  it  there- 
fore devolves  on  me,  as  a  duty,  to  supply  that  defect,  and  to  fulfil  his  in- 
tentions." 

"  No,  sir,'*  replied  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay,  ''  I  never  asked  anything 
from  M.  de  Fosseux,  nor  ever  expected  anything ;  our  connexion  was  free 
from  all  pecuniary  considerations,  present  or  future;  excuse  me  from 
accepting  anything." 

In  this  refusal  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay  was  immovable.  But  to  return  to 
myself.  The  next  day  I  ventured  to  call  on  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay,  was 
admitted,  and  became  thoroughly  aware  how  necessary  was  this  second  in- 
terview and  better  light  to  a  due  conception  of  her  beauty.  I  have  said 
beauty,  but  she  was,  in  fact,  what  might  be  called  lovely  rather  than  beau- 
tiful, sweetness  being  the  leading  characteristic  of  her  countenance,  across 
which,  calm  and  innocent  as  it  was,  an  expression  of  archness  would 
occasionally  flit  and  vanish  again  into  one  of  softness  and  repose.  An 
acute  physiognomist,  perhaps,  might  have  been  led  to  suspect,  from  the 
form  of  the  mouth  and  the  compression  of  the  lips,  that  the  repose  of 
Mademoiselle  d'Ermay's  features  was  the  result  of  a  strong  will  and  a 
haughty  spirit  rather  than  a  natural  quality.  Be  that  as  it  may,  to  eyes 
untutored  in  that  science  this  slight  symptom  was  not  visible,  and  had  no 
existence ;  whilst  the  simplicity  and  modesty  of  her  demeanour,  and  the 
perfect  propriety  of  all  her  actions,  won  every  heart  Her  grief  was 
sincere,  and  her  tears  unaffected,  yet  she  did  not  wear  mourning  for  M.  de 
Fosseux;  and  whilst  none  doubted  that  she  deeply  regretted  him,  all.ap-' 
plauded  the  good  taste  which  restrained  her  from  rendering  her  situation 
yet  more  remarked  by  assuming  the  outward  trappings  of  woe. 

Some  few  days  after  the  events  of  which  I  have  just  been  speaking. 
Mademoiselle  d'Ermay  hired  a  small  room  on  the  sixth  floor  in  this  very 
house.     When  I  heard  (continued  M.  de  Marigny)  that  the  woman  who 
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for  the  last  ten  days  had  never  been  absent  from  mj  thoughts  was  living 
under  the  same  roof  with  myself,  I  experienced  a  sensation  of  pleasure, 
which  was  only  alloyed  by  the  necessity  I  was  under  of  setting  out  that 
very  night  for  Versailles,  whither  my  duty  called  me,  and  would  detain 
me  for  some  time.  I  was  even  on  the  point  of  resigning  my  commission ; 
and  but  for  the  Prince  de  Beauveau,  I  really  believe  I  should  have  added 
this  to  the  already  pretty  long  list  of  my  follies.  Mere  chance,  however, 
enabled  me  to  make  my  stay  at  Yersulles  serviceable  to  my  passion,  for, 
I  must  confess  it,  I  loved  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay.    I  happened  one  day  to 

meet,  in  one  of  the  ante-rooms  of  the  palace,  the  Comtesse  de  T , 

who  having  an  intimate  firiend  amongst  the  queen's  ladies  of  honour, 
often  came  to  Versailles.  I  seized  the  opportunity  to  ask  her  a  mul- 
titude of  questions  about  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay,  and  ascertained  the 
following  facts : 

Mademoiselle  d'Ermay,  though  originally  of  Poitou,  was  bom  at 
Noyou ;  her  father,  a  man  of  rank,  having  spent  his  fortune  at  court, 
emigrated  to  America,  leaving  a  young  wife  and  his  daughter  Eugenie, 
then  only  six  years  old,  with  very  slender  means  of  support.  Death,  ere 
long,  bereft  the  daughter  of  her  mother's  care,  when  an  old  aunt  brought 
her  desolate  condition  under  the  notice  of  the  Archbishop  of  Paris,  by 
whose  recommendation  and  influence  she  was  placed  in  a  convent  in  this 
capital,  and  received  the  usual  education  of  a  nun,  which,  though  it 
£Euled  to  stifle  generous  feelings  in  her  bosom,  it  taught  her  to  conceal 
them.  Trained  to  keep  the  secrets  of  otliers  she  b^ame  impenetrable 
as  to  her  own,  and  hid  a  proud  and  resolved  spirit  under  the  meekest 
possible  exterior.  Mistress  of  herself,  her  calmness  and  presence  of  mind 
never  for  an  instant  forsook  her. 

"  You  have  seen,"  continued  Madame  de  T ,  **  how  fisur  Made- 

mobelle  d'Ermay  carries'  disinterestedness,  and  may  thence  infer  how 
futhful  and  devoted  a  friend  she  is  capable  of  being ;  but,^  added  she,  ^'  I 
have  a  notion  she  could  be  a  most  implacable  foe. 

^  The  superior  of  the  convent  where  she  was  educated  was  a  relation  of 
M.  de  Fosseux,  who  often  visited  her,  and  thus  had  opportunities  of  see- 
ing her  youthftd  charge,  and  of  ascertaining  how  much  she  was  neglected 
and  even  ill-treated.  Touched  with  compasrion  for  her  forlorn  con- 
dition, and  smitten  by  her  beauty,  he  found  means  of  communicating 
vrith  her,  avowed  his  sentiments,  and  won  her  heart.  Nothing  was 
easier  than  to  elope  from  the  convent,  as  M.  de  Fosseux  proposed ;  but 
the  young  lady  at  once  rejected  so  romantic  a  mode  of  proceeding,  and 
went  to  the  superior  and  simply  demanded  her  liberty.  It  might  have 
been  expected  that  she  would  be  asked  what  she  was  about  to  do,  and 
whither  she  was  going ;  but  as  the  old  aunt  had  ceased  to  pay  for  her 
board,  and  Eugenie  was  therefore  a  burden  on  the  establishment,  they 
allowed  her  to  depart  unquestioned.  She  immediately  repaired  to  the 
house  of  M.  de  Fosseux,  and  their  connexion  was  one  of  unmixed  hap- 
piness until  the  late  fatal  accident  dissolved  it  I  have  now  told  you  all 
I  know." 

"  Then,  madame,"  said  I,  "  your  friend  is,  in  fact,  penniless  T* 

''I  cannot  say,"  answered  the  comtesse;  'Mt  is  a  point  on  which 
Eugenie  is  obstmately  silent ;  she  has  refiised  to  stay  with  me,  and  I 
think  she  has  had  too  much  experience  of  convent  life  ever  to  go  there 
again ;  but  I  believe  she  has  some  secret  but  honourable  resource  which 
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afitords  her  %  deoent  matnteiuuiee.  I  have  abeady  told  yoa  thai  her 
fiither  went  to  America,  where  he  died,  and  his  diagkier  probably  got 
whatever  he  left  behind  him." 

Ab  soon  as  I  was  off  duty  at  Versailles  I  hastened  back  to  Paris ;  and 
the  first  thing  I  did  on  reaching  my  old  lodging  was  to  moant  to  the 
sixth  floor,  and  present  myself  to  Mademobelle  d'Ermay.  I  foond  her 
ocoapying  three  small  rooms,  one  of  which  served  her  for  kitchen,  and 
the  one  in  which  she  reoeived  me  was  simply,  and  would  have  appeared 
poorly,  famished,  bat  for  die  ezqoiate  cleanliness  and  neatness,  which 
gave  it  an  air  of  elegance.  After  doe  inqairies  concerning  her  health, 
I  proceeded  to  congntulate  myself  on  my  good  fortane  in  having  the 
happiness  to  be  under  the  same  roof;  begged  she  would  command  my 
services  in  any  way  in  which  they  could  be  usefiii,  and  then  hastened  to 
dumge  the  subject,  for  I  saw  reftisal  trembling  on  her  lips. 

'*  I  am  sorry,"  said  I,  '^  to  see  you  in  such  apartments  as  these.*' 

^  They  are  quite  consistent,  sir,"  said  she,  ^'  with  my  slender  means 
and  the  state  of  my  mind." 

I  cast  my  eyes  towards  the  window;  she  understood  me,  and,  bursting 
into  tears,  withdrew  into  the  adjoioing  room  to  hide  her  emotion.    In  fact, 
from  this  window  not  only  the  Place  de  fieauveau  and  the  house  of  M. 
de  Fosseux,  but  even  the  windows  of  his  i^artments,  were  visible.     In  a 
few  minutes  she  reappeared,  perfectly  calm,  with  a  serene  and  even  smiling 
countenance.    Never  have  I  known  &  woman  who  had  so  much  conmmnd 
over  herself,  or  whose  composure  lent  her  such  a  charm.     To  see  her  and 
resist  her  sway  was  beyond  the  powers  of  mortal  man,  and  I  quitted  her 
presence  deeply  in  love,  and  resolved  to  leave  no  means  untried  to  gain 
her  affections.     At  the  same  time  I  was  quite  aware  that  I  could  not 
hope  for  success  under  a  considerable  length  of  time,  even  if  she  had  not 
really  loved  M.  de  Fosseax.     To  make  a  woman  forget  a  faithless  lover 
u  an  easy  task;  to  render  her  fickle,  under  ordinary  circumstances,  is  an 
enterprise  in  which  many  succeed;  but  to  efface  the  recollection  of  so 
bloody  a  catastrophe,  whilst  pressing  my  suit  in  perhaps  the  self-same 
well-remembered  words  and  expressions  of  its  lamented  victim,  seemed  so 
all  but  hopeless  an  undertaking,  that  it  required  the  stimulus  of  the  nx>st 
ardent  passion  not  to  shrink  from  it  in  despair.     I  had,  however,  some 
chances  in  my  favour ;  I  was  young,  though  some  years  older  than  Made- 
moiselle d'Ermay;  and  as  time  has  now  shorn  me  of  personal  attractions, 
I  may  perhaps  be  allowed  to  boast  that  I  was  considered  a  g^od-looking 
fellow;  finally,  in  the  eyes  of  such  a  woman  as  I  then  loved,  I  had  one 
special  recommendation — I  was  poor.     Now,    Mademoiselle  d'Ermay, 
though  caring  little  for  the  conventional  rules  €i  society,  was  scrupulous 
to  the  last  degree  in  all  that  related  to  sentiment,  generosity,  and  disin- 
terestedness, insomuch  that  the  only  circumstance  which  annoyed  her  in 
her  connexion  with  M.  de  Fosseux  was,  that  he  was  rich.     All  she  re- 
quired was  the  like  absolute  devotion  as  that  which  she  herself  rendered. 
It  was  to  such  a  woman  as  this  that,  three  months  after  the  death  of  M. 
de  Fosseax,  I  hazarded  a  declaration  of  my  passion.  That  I  really  felt  what 
I  so  warmly  and  earnestly  avowed,  it  required  not  a  woman's  sagacity  to 
perceive.    I  had  given  up  all  my  favourite  amusements — no  more  riding 
and  driving,  no  more  evenings  at  the  theatre,  no  more  supper  parties,    i 
had  become  pale  and  thin,  and  felt  assured  that  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay 
was  at  no  loss  to  what  cause  to  attribute  such  a  change  in  my  penon  and 
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pursuits;  neither  did  she  a£Pect  to  doubt  the  reality  of  a  passion  of  which 
the  proo£9  were  so  evident,  nor  did  she  attempt  to  deny  that  the  human 
heart  was  not  made  for  eternal  sorrow,  or  that  time  could  not  heal  its 
deepest  wounds,  but  she  pleaded  the  very  peculiar  position  in  which  her 
lot  had  placed  her. 

'<  Chevalier,"  said  she,  ^'do  not,  I  pray  you,  press  me  to  return  your 
passion.  Love  can  no  more  find  entrance  into  my  bosom,  and  you  Imow 
its  dire  consequences  if  it  could :  it  is  fatal — it  is  mortal." 

"  Banish,"  said  I,  in  return,  '^  such  sad  recollections.  Why  regard  your- 
self as  the  cause  of  an  unhappy  event  to  which  you  yourself  had  so 
nearly  £ftllen  a  victim  ?  I  can  understand  your  repugnance  hereafter  to 
wear,  or  to  see  worn  by  your  friends,  diamonds,  or  such  valuables  as  tempt 
the  plunderer,  but  to  renounce  love  at  your  age,  and  with  your  beauty,  that 
were  indeed  too  much,  especially  when  you  have  inspired  such  a  passion 
as  mine ;  and  oh !  consider  the  difficulties,  the  trials,  the  dangers  insepa- 
rable from  your  present  position,  and  tell  me  if,  instead  of  rejecting,  you 
ought  not,  on  the  contrary,  to  seek  some  one  to  whom  you  may  look  for 
assistence,  and  on  whom  you  may  rely  for  support  ?" 

Mademoiselle  d'Ermay  acknowledged  all  this  to  be  true;  nevertheless 
she  hesitated.  At  length,  however,  by  dint  of  love  and  perseverance,  I 
succeeded  in  weakening  her  objections,  and  in  satisfying  her  scruples, 
and  she  consented  to  receive  my  addresses.  She  even  confessed  that  I 
was  not  indifferent  to  her;  but  when,  with  expressions  of  love  I  mingled 
promises  and  oaths  of  eternal  fidelity, 

'^  Have  a  care,"  said  she.  "  I  ask  nothing ;  I  require  nothing ;  but 
promises  are,  in  my  eyes,  sacred  matters.  You  are  lavish  of  oaths — if  I 
accept  them,  I  shall  look  on  them  as  binding.  Is  there  not  some  ancient 
poet  who  says  that  '  Jove  laughs  at  lovers'  perjuries  ?*  I  am  more  severe 
than  Jove.     I  give  you  fSair  warning,  M.  le  Chevalier." 

<'  Where  is  the  lover."  added  M.  de  Marigny,  ^'  who,  under  like  cir- 
cumstances, does  not  redouble  all  the  oaths  Us  mbtress  seems  to  doubt  ? 
Where  is  he  who  would  hesitate  to  swear  that  he  is  the  most  truthful 
and  constant  of  men?  Who  would  not  vow  eternal  love  to  such  a 
woman  V* 

My  old  friend  here  raised  his  hands  and  his  eyes  to  the  picture  before 
us,  and  remained  for  some  moments  in  an  attitude  of  deep  and  silent  ad- 
miration. At  length  he  slowly  withdrew  both,  and  with  a  deep  sigh  re- 
sumed his  narration. 

Mademoiselle  d'Ermay  consented,  but  reluctantly,  and  with  the  ill  grace 
of  a  woman  who  yields  in  spite  of  herself;  however  she  did  yield,  and 
quitted  her  apartments  on  the  sixth  floor  for  mine  on  the  first.  From 
that  moment,  my  friend,  I  knew  the  bliss  of  being  loved,  and  loved  too 
without  jealousy  or  quarrels,  but  with  a  sweet,  constant,  and  equable  flow 
of  affection  which  I  had  not  hitherto  believed  to  be  possible.  No  thought 
of  the  past,  no  anxiety  for  the  future,  seemed  to  have  any  place  in 
Eugenie's  mind ;  but  happy  in  the  conviction  of  my  love,  she  manifested 
towards  me  as  much  attacnmeot  and  even  passion  as  she  had  exhibited 
hesitation  and  reserve  on  consenting  to  my  wishes.  Never,  by  any  chance, 
did  she  allude  to  past  events,  nor  did  the  name  of  M.  de  Fosseux  ever 
escape  her  lips.  I  was  proud  of  my  conquest ;  prouder  of  the  passion  I 
had  inspired — a  passion  which  she  did  not  feign,  but  feeL  There  was  no 
pouting,  no  jealous  fraalcs,  none  of  those  ebullitions  of  temper  which  so 
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distaib  the  peace  and  harmony  of  even  the  most  attached  couplea  :  she 
was  always  m  the  same  mood ;  her  eountenance  always  serene,  her  words 
always  sweet  and  soothing ;  nay,  more,  my  circumstances  were,  as  I  have 
told  you,  emharrassed ;  and  I  was  so  deeply  in  debt,  that  I  owed  even  the 
freedom  of  my  person  to  the  interposition  of  the  Prince  de  Beauveau, 
when  Mademoiselle  d*Ermay  undertook  the  management  of  my  affairs, 
called  on  my  creditors  in  person,  examined  their  claims,  obtained  time 
for  payment,  struck  out  usurious  demands;  and,  when  my  brother  at 
lenfi^  thought  proper  to  come  to  my  aid,  paid  the  stipulated  sums  to 
each  with  such  business-like  accuracy,  that  my  creditors  g^ve  me  no 
further  trouble,  and  in  a  yeiy  short  space  of  time  I  was  completely  free 
from  all  claims  and  incumbrances.  She  held  that  a  gentleman's  word 
should  be  his  bond,  and  that  no  other  security  ought  to  be  necessary  or 
required.  When  I  reflected  on  the  chaoge  which  had  taken  place  in  the 
coarse  of  my  life,  and  on  the  growing  ascendancy  which  Eugenie  exer- 
cised over  me,  and  when  I  saw  my  foolish  fiftncies  and  iU-formed  plans  give 
way,  as  they  continually  did,  b^ore  the  influence  of  her  Arm  and  well- 
regulated  mind,  I  blushed  to  think  how  poor  a  figure  I  made,  and  what  a 
mere  puppet  I  was  in  the  hands  of  a  clever  but  imperious  woman.  Far 
bom  seeing  love  in  all  the  care  she  bestowed  upon  me,  I  saw  only  a  spirit 
of  domination  which  hurt  my  pride.  Even  Zephirine,  the  opera-dancer, 
deceiving  and  abandoning  me  as  she  did  at  the  veiy  moment  when  I  was 
harassed  by  debts  contracted  for  and  by  her,  had  less  deeply  wounded 
my  self-love  than  did  Mademoiselle  d*£rmay  in  thus  devoting  herself  to 
my  interests.  ^  Such  is  man  I  vain  and  ungrateful!  Such,  however,  were  her 
powers  of  fascination,  that  I  could  not  nelp  loving  her,  and  whilst  I  thus 
yielded  to  her  sway,  I  had,  as  you  see,  this  one  secret  feeling  in  my  bosom 
which  I  could  not  impart  to  her.  How  soon  was  I  to  be  guilty  of  other 
wrongs  towards  her !  My  elder  brother  died,  and  I  became  the  head  of 
the  fiunily.  I  became  rich  too,  and  might  also  lawfully  claim  the  title  of 
marquis  instead  of  that  of  chevalier.  Will  you  believe  that  I  said  nothing 
of  all  this  to  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay  ?  I  sighed  for  liberty ;  I  wanted  to 
enjoy  my  accession  of  fortune  without  her  privity,  and  to  spend  my  money 
unrestnuned  by  her  good  sense  and  unchecked  by  her  prudence.  I  went 
secretly  to  my  agent  and  gave  him  instructions  as  to  my  affairs,  and  all 
without  saying  one  word  to  the  woman  who,  till  that  moment,  had  known 
my  most  secret  thoughts,  and  was  accustomed  to  read  my  very  looks.  I 
thought  of  the  figure  my  fortune  would  enable  me  to  make  at  the  gaming- 
table, which  Mademoiselle  d*Ermay  had  prevailed  on  me  to  give  up,  and 
in  all  those  pleasures  which  a  Garde  du  Corps  of  fortune  can  enjoy  with 
his  comrades.  For  these  purposes  it  was  necessary  that  I  should  resume 
my  duty,  from  which  I  had  been  absent  on  leave  for  nearly  a  whole  year, 
and  I  announced  my  intention  accordingly. 

*'  You  choose  your  time  ill,"  said  Eugenie,  in  a  quiet  tone ;  "  if  you 
resume  service  you  must  be  less  with  me,  and  it  is  not  prudent  to  quit 
the  citadel  at  the  very  time  it  is  attacked." 

When  I  asked  an  explanation  of  these  last  words,  this  was  (continued 
M.  de  Marigny)  the  substance  of  what  she  told  me ;  and,  that  you  may 
understand  their  import,  I  must  tell  you,  that  before  the  year  1789,  the 
higher  classes  of  our  clergy  were  composed  of  the  youn^r  sons  of  noble 
families,  who  were  in  the  receipt  of  large  incomes  from  the  Church ;  and 
the  bishops  and  canons  of  those  days,  endowed  as  they  were  with  fat 
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liTingf  anil  rich  abbeys,  did  not  tbink  tbeiiiselvet  at  aU  called  upan  to 
reside  on  their  several  prefennentSy  but  lived  in  Paria  and  about  the 
court,  where  their  coarse  of  life  was  not  alwajrs  strictljr  evaogelieaL 
Oae  of  them,  whose  name  I  shall  xK)t  mentioii^  as  it  is  not  material  to 
my  story,  had  remarked  MademoiseUe  d'Ermay.  What  had  particulariy 
taken  his  &ncy,  as  he  said  in  a  letter  which  Eugenie  pat  into  my  hands, 
was  her  youthful  and  ingeauous  countenance,  her  retiring  manners,  her 
love  of  seclusion,  and  her  modest  yet  animated  style  of  conversation. 
He  made  her  splendid  offiers,  to  which  he  attached  this  one  conditioa 
onlv?  namely,  that  their  intercourse  should  be  a  profound  secret ;  and,  he 
added,  that  in  leaving  me  she  would,  moreover,  silence  the  soandalonB 
reports  which  had  so  long  been  circulated  to  her  disadvantage. 

<<  It  was  Tartuffe,"  said  M.  de  Marigny,  witii  a  bitter  laugh,  ^  trying 
to  wean  Elmke  from  the  gallants  of  the  court,  by  ofiering  her  love 
without  seandal,  and  pleasure  without. danger.*' 

"You  know,"  said  Eugenie^  when  she  showed  me  this  letter,  '^that 
even  if  I  were  free  to  accept  an  oflfei^  <uid  tins  right  revevend  gentleman 
pleased  me,  I  could  never  stoop  to  such  a  mere  baxgaining  as  this ;  hot  I 
love  you,  my  friend,  and  you  alotie,  and  I  show  yon  this  letter  cnly 
because  we  nave  no  secrets  from  each  odier.'' 

Thus,  at  the  very  moment  when  she  was  sacrificing  for  my  sake  an 
ample  aiod  secure  provision,  I,  on  my  part,  was  oooeesiung  from  her  my 
new  and  altered  podtion  in  life ;  yet  at  the  same  time  I  knew  she  had 

nothing,  for  her  father  was  not  dead,  as  Madame  de  T supfiosed, 

and  had  never  sent  her  a  single  sous,  I  was  on  the  point  of  confessing 
all ;  but  fiedse  shame  restrained  me,  and  I  set  off  for  Yenailles.  I  was 
like  a  man  vdio  vainly  endeavours  to  break  his  bonds. 

When  I  quitted  Eugenie  and  galloped  through  the  Champs  Elys^es 
and  up  to  the  quarters  of  my  troop  I  breathed  freely.  I  felt  I  was  at 
liberty ;  but  twenty-four  hours  had  hardly  elapsed  ere  I  grew  weazy  of 
this  same  liberty  and  longed  to  see  Eugenie  again,  and  to  resume  that 
yoke  of  which  I  was  ashamed  I  knew  not  why,  lior  it  was  easy,  and  had 
become  necessary  to  me.  What  woukl  have  beeome  of  me  tf  Eugenie 
had  accepted  the  offers  of  that  libertine  priest  and  left  me!  So,  in  the 
middle  of  the  night  I  mounted  my  horse  and  went  back  to  Paris.  I 
found  her,  as  usual,  thinking  of  me,  and  hoping,  if  not  expecting,  my 
speedy  return.  I  then  took  to  play,  but  its  chances  £uled  to  excite  me. 
I  Buffered  myself  to  be  dragged  out  to  those  suf^wr  parties  which  I  had 
once  found  so  pleasant,  but  it  was  only  to  cast  my  eyes  round  the  circle 
in  search  of  her^  and  when  they  found  her  not,  nor  ever  rested  on  a  £see 
so  beamine^  as  hers,  weariness  soon  crept  over  me,  and  I  found  the  dishes 
tasteless,  the  wine  vapid,  and  ihe  conversation  dulL 

In  the  mean  while,  I  had  reached  that  period  of  life  at  whidi  ambiticm 
becomes  a  ruling  passion,  and  mine  was  to  be  rich.  Without  rendering 
me  avaricious,  Mademoiselle  d*£rmay  had  taught  me  to  know  the  value 
of  money.  I  had  known  poverty  and  endurod  most  of  its  attendant 
privations,  and  I  was  now  in  the  possession  of  a  large  and  unexpected 
fortune,  but  I  wanted  more.  Just  at  this  time  I  received  a  letter  from 
my  mother. 

M.  de  Marigny  here  paused  for  a  moment  and  appeared  lost  in  ihought; 
he  was  like  a  man  who  hesitates  to  finish  the  story  he  has  begun,  and 
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who,  hsving  diBdosed  one-half  of  his  secret,  has  sooae  misginng  as  to 
teliiDg'  the  other  hal^  when,  suddenij  seizmg  my  hand  and  looking  me 
full  in  the  face, 

^'  Sir,"  said  he,  in  a  tone  of  Toiee  so  sdemn  that  it  sent  the  blood 
bade  to  my  heart,  and  caused  my  not  yeiy  weak  nerves  to  tremble,  ^'  I 
was  considenng  whether  I  ought  not  to  require  you  to  swear  that  you 
wiii  never  reveal  to  any  mortal  ear  tdiat  I  am  about  to  relate  (the  per- 
spiration stood  in  large  drops  on  his  reaerable  forehead) ;  but  'tis  no 
matter — I  have  begun  and  I  wiU  finish — ^my  story  may  be  useful  as  a 
lesson  and  a  warning  to  others." 

fie  went  on. 

My  mother  suggested,  that  as  the  period  of  mourning  for  my  brother 
was  over  (alas!  wishing  to  conceal  toat  event  from  Eugenie  I  had  not 
worn  any),  it  was  time  to  look  into  the  affairs  of  a  Betmily  of  which  I 
was  now  become  the  head.  She  advised  me  to  resign  my  commission  in 
the  Gardes  du  Corps  as  an  idle  sort  of  life  without  any  chance  of  pro* 
motion,  and,  as  if  she  had  read  my  thoughts,  added,  that  I  had  nothing 
to  do  but  to  enjoy  my  wealth  and  at  the  same  time  increase  it,  for 
whieh  there  was  a  ready  mode  and  present  opportunity.  It  vras  this. 
She  had  selected  for  my  Mother  the  best  match  in  the  county — the  mar* 
riage  was  fixed,  the  settlements  agreed  upon,  and  the  contract  drawn, 
when  his  death  deranged  all ;  why  should  not  I  carry  into  effect  so  well- 
formed  and  advantageous  a  plan  ?  The  young  lady  in  question  had 
known  but  little  of  my  brother ;  she  had  no  attachment  to  lum,  and 
merely  manned  him  because  her  fiunily  wished  it.  She  was,  moreover, 
young,  pretty,  and  very  rich.  My  mother  urged  me  to  quit  Fans  with- 
out delay,  and  come  and  secure  a  matdi  which  would  double  my  fortune. 
Being  thirty  years  of  age,  and  eompletely  my  own  master,  I  did  not 
consider  obedience,  especially  in  such  a  matter,  a  duty  I  owed  to  the  com- 
mands even  of  a  mother  $  but  I  saw  in  the  proposal  an  opportunity  which 
miffht  never  again  offer  of  breaking  bonds  which  every  day  became 
tighter,  and  more  and  more  wounded  my  pride.  Besides,  the  money j 
the  money  tempted  me.  *'  Why,'*  said  I  to  myself,  '<  should  I  not  be 
able  to  love  this  pretty  girl  whom  they  propose  I  should  many?  She  is, 
perhaps,  even  handsomer  than  Mademoisdle  d'Ermay ;  and  who  knows 
but  she  may  love  me  as  well,  and  without  subjecting  me  to  that  sort  of 
sway  I  feel  so  onerous  ?"  I  reflected,  too,  on  the  false  position  in  which  I 
was  placed.  I  lived  with  a  mistress,  of  whom  I  was  not  the  first  lover, 
but  only  the  second.  Nevertheless,  I  knew  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay's  cha- 
racter so  well,  was  so  fully  assured  of  her  inviolate  fidelity,  and  still  felt 
so  much  attached  to  her,  that  I  could  not  make  up  my  mind  one  way  or 
the  other,  and  was  in  a  most  lamentable  state  of  indeeision.  I  had  with- 
out much  difficulty  thus  fax  concealed  from  her  the  death  of  my  brother ; 
but  if  I  absented  myself  and  went  into  Dauphin6,  though  only  just  to 
look  at  the  lady  proposed  for  my  wife,  she  would  guess  aJl,  and,  on  my 
return,  my  contemplated  abandonment  would  be  repaid  by  her  taking 
leave  of  me  for  ever.  Some  plausible  pretext  for  leaving  her  was  there- 
fore necessary — a  mission,  or  something  of  the  sort,  from  government,  on 
budness  in  the  north  of  France,  whilst  I  hastened  to  the  south,  and 
tried  to  find  in  the  love  beaming  from  other  eyes  a  release  from  that 
which  had  hitherto  chained  me  to  Paris.  The  absc^ute  necessity  of  con- 
cealing this  new  secret  made  me  a  totally  different  man  to  vdiat  I  was 
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wont  to  be.  I  became  moody  and  abstracted ;  and,  wbilst  brooding  in 
silence  orer  my  own  thoughts,  and  fondly  £ancying  that  I  never  betrayed 
myself  by  even  a  gesture  or  hasty  word,  I^utdemoiselle  d'Ermay  had 
divined  tne  whole,  and  was  tracking  with  unerring  sagacity,  and  into  the 
inmost  recesses  of  my  soul,  all  my  wavering  resolves.  She  saw  my  timid 
spirit  halting  between  herself  and  a  rich  wife,  whilst  harbouring,  per- 
chance, some  vague  fancy  for  change.  For  so  it  is ;  we  are  never  content 
with  that  which  we  have,  but  we  want  more,  or  we  want  something  else, 
and  are  always  wanting  to  be  happy  in  some  other  way  than  that  in 
which  we  are  so.  Eugenie,  herself  mipenetrable,  read  my  heart  as  if  a 
book ;  yet  she  lavished  upon  me  the  same  tokens  of  affection,  and  always 
received  me  with  the  same  sweet  and  calm  demeanour.  At  length,  one 
day,  when  I  was  in  my  study,  debating  with  myself  how  and  where  I 
should  answer  my  mother's  letter.  Mademoiselle  a'Ermay  entered,  every 
feature  of  her  sweet  round  face  elongated  and  sharpened  and  fixed  in 
frightful  rigidity ;  her  soft  eyes  glared,  her  rosy  lips  were  bloodless.  I 
thought  she  was  suddenly  seized  by  illness,  or  that  some  cruel  accident  had 
affected  her  reason.  She  appeared  to  stagger,  and  I  was  rising  from  my 
seat  to  support  her,  when  her  hand,  laid  on  my  shoulder,  pressed  me  back 
again  into  my  chur.  The  skirt  of  her  dress  was  turned  up  as  high 
as  her  waist,  and  within  its  folds  her  clenched  hands  held  something 
which  at  each  movement  she  made  sounded  like  the  small  stones  in 
a  child's  rattle. 

'<  Is  it  you,  Eugenie  ?"  said  I. 

'*  Yes,  it  is  I.  Do  not  you  know  me ?  /am  not  changed ;  / am  still 
the  same.** 

So  she  said ;  but  it  was  no  longer  the  same  woman.  Her  very  voice 
was  altered ;  a  Gorgon,  a  Megssra  stood  before  me. 

**  Eugenie !  Eugenie !"  cried  L 

She  looked  at  me  steadfeistly,  and  as  though  the  innermost  thoughts  of 
my  mind  were  written  on  my  forehead ;  and  the  first  words  she  uttered 
fiilly  apprised  me  that  she  knew  one  of  my  secrets. 

''  M.  le  Marquis,"  said  she :  she  knew  my  brother  was  dead.  "  M.  le 
Marquis,"  she  continued,  in  hoarse  accents,  **  listen  to  me.  I  have  never 
mentioned  M.  de  Fosseux  to  you,  and  you  do  not  know  his  story.  I 
must  tell  it  you.  I  was  the  inmate  of  a  convent,  young  and  fair,  un- 
happy it  is  true,  but  pure  of  heart  and  discreet  in  conduct  I  might, 
like  my  companions,  have  taken  the  veil  and  passed  my  life  in  a  cloister, 
without  either  pain  or  pleasure.  M.  de  Fosseux  saw  me,  and  fell  in  love 
with  me.  You  can  never  know  what  pains  he  took,  what  arts  he  prac- 
tised to  seduce  me,  for  I  was  then  a  virtuous  girl,  and  my  reputation  was 
without  spot;  and  though  I  do  not  reproach  myself  for  what  1  have  done, 
yet  I  well  know  that  in  the  world  I  have  judges  more  severe  than  my 


own  conscience." 


I  made  a  second  attempt  to  rise  ;  not  that  I  at  all  foresaw  what  was 
coming,  but  merely  for  the  purpose  of  saying  a  few  words  to  calm  her, 
but  she  promptly  shut  my  mouth  by  fiercely  commanding  me  to  listen. 

'^  So  pressing  were  his  instances,  so  solemn  his  oaths,  that  they  con- 
vinced me  of  Uie  violence  and  sincerity  of  his  passion.  I  listened  and 
believed,  and  he  prevailed.  Yes,  M.  le  Marquis,  I  believed  his  oaths  of 
fidelity.  I  loved  him ;  not  so  well  as  I  love  you ;  still  I  loved  him. 
Alas,  marquis!  I  ask  you,  for  you  know  well,  be  it  pride  or  be  it  self- 


The  Veiled  Picture.  185 

« 

devotion^  what  haye  I  ever  required  in  return  for  my  love  ?  Nothing  but 
a  steadfast  observance  of  the  faith  pledged  to  me,  and  you  have  not  now 
to  learn  how  I  have  kept  that  which  I  myself  plighted.  I  ask  no  con- 
tract ;  I  demand  no  guarantee.  I  live  upon  the  present  without  one 
thought  of  the  past,  or  one  anxiety  for  the  future,  confiding  in  the  honour 
of  the  man  I  love  with  a  feeling  of  security  which  b  at  once  my  joy  and 
my  pride  ;  faithful,  I  never  asked  but  for  faith ;  and,  poor  as  I  am,  have 
I  not  rejected  offers  to  be  rich?  Thus  much  then  have  I  done  for  you 
aud  for  M.  de  Fosseux;  but  M.  de  Fosseux  deceived  me ;  he  ceased  to  love 
me,  he  was  in  treaty  for  a  wealthy  bride,  and,  cowardly  as  perfidious, 
heaped  upon  me  the  outward  signs  and  tokens  of  a  love  he  no  longer 
felt ;  and  why?  Because  he  wished  not  to  abandon  me  till  the  last  mo- 
ment— because  he  wished  to  deceive  me  until  he  could  no  longer  wear  a 
mask.  This,  marquis,  was  what  M.  de  Fosseux  intended  to  do,  and  this 
was  what  he  would  have  done  had  he  lived  one  week  longer.  I  knew 
the  name  of  his  betrothed ;  and  I  knew  the  amount  of  the  dowry  to 
which  the  cupidity  of  my  lover  was  about  to  sacrifice  me.  Now,  mar- 
quis, what  did  such  perfidy  deserve  ?  What  was  a  woman  to  do  who  had 
asked  nothing,  exacted  nothing,  and  to  whom  so  much  had  been  pro- 
mised? Her  prospects  blasted  and  her  honour  lost — a  cherished  inmate 
of  your  home,  whilst  the  fancy  lasts ;  but  appetite  once  satiated,  turned 
out  without  one .  This  the  return  for  all  her  constancy  and  devo- 
tion :  disgrace,  base  desertion,  and,  as  if  injury  were  not  enough,  you  add 
mockexy  and  insult,  by  smiling  in  her  fekoe  whilst  you  are  preparing  to 

pierce  her  to  the  heart.'' 

Whilst  thus  speaking  (continued  M.  de  Marigny),  the  looks  of 
Mademoiselle  d'Ermay  assumed  a  yet  more  fierce  expression,  her  voice 
became  hoarser,  her  gestures  more  violent,  and,  with  her  increased  agi- 
tation, whatever  she  had  folded  up  in  her  dress  returned  a  yet  more 

alarming  sound. 

As  for  me,  lightened,  appalled,  my  hands  trembling,  and  my  forehead 
bathed  in  a  cold  sweat,  I  attempted  to  mutter  something,  I  knew  not 
what.     No^  never  did  Clairon,  nor  Dusmenil,  nor  your  Siddons,  whom  I 

had  seen  some  years  before  in  England,  so  freeze  my  blood  in  the  deepest 

tragedy.     Struck  by  the  resemblance  between  my  own  conduct  and  that 

of  M.  de  Fosseux,  I  at  length  exclaimed, 

''Eugenie!  Eugenie!   of  whom  are  you  speaking?    What  do  you 

mean?" 

*'  Of  whom  am  I  speaking  ?     Of  M.  de  Fosseux  to  be  sure.     What 

other  man  could  be  capable  of  a  similar  crime — of  such  base  perfidy  ? 

Do  you  imagine  it  to  be  posdble  that  there  can  be  in  the  world  two  men 

so  heartless — so  utterly  devoid  of  honour  T* 

*'  No,  Eugenie,"  exclaimed  I  again ;  ''no!  I  will  never  abandon  you-— 

never " 

''And  who  is  talking  otyou,  marquis?"  retorted  she,  sharply;  ''  I  am 

speaking  of  M.  de  Fosseux.*' 

I  could  not  believe  my  eyes ;  my  ears,  too,  nay  all  my  senses  seemed 

in  combination  to  deceive  me.     I  would  have  given  all  I  was  worth  for 

some  of  the  servants  to  enter  and  dissolve  the  spell. 

''  I  am  speaking  to  you  of  M.  de  Fosseux,''  repeated  she.     ''  Do  yon 

remember,  marquis,  the  day — or  rather  the  night — on  which  we  met  for 

the  first  time  ?    Th€U  man  dead  at  my  feet— myself  stretched  in  the  gory 
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mire  of  the  Place  Befttnreaa— the  dagger  yet  in  the  dead  man's  breast— 
the  blood  with  which  I  was  covered — ^my  ciies,  my  tears,  my  bruised  neck, 
my  torn  ears,  my  story  of  two  robbers,  my  swooii%  my  sobs.  •..••• 
Do  yott  remember  all  this,  marquis?  Wf^  then,  'twas  I-^'twas  I»  I 
teU  you  l'^ 

At  these  last  wofds  I  vttefed  a  lond  cxy»  md  was  aboot  to  rash  oot  of 
the  room,  bat  she  held  me  fast. 

'*  'Twas  I,  I  teH  yoa ;  alone  I  struck  the  traitor,  and  here  are  my 
proo£i." 

Saying  this,  she  opened  her  hands,  and  shook  ber  dress,  when  brilliant 
buckles,  a  neckkce  of  rubies,  diamond  rings,  and  a  gold  watch,  rolled 
glittering  on  the  floor,  and  seemed  to  hem  me  in  on  all  sides  with  their 
sparkling  points,  whilst  in  the  midst  of  these  bloody  relies  lay  a  letter, 
which  I  instantly  recognised  as  my  mother's ! 

*'Mr.  D ^"  said  the  iM.  man  to  me — who  was  motioDless,  and 

scarcely  dared  to  draw  my  breath — '^  I  have  been  an  old  st^dier,  and, 
thank  Grod!  was  never  looked  upon  as  a  coward ;  many  is  the  time  I  have 
\tASlj  fiused  danger,  and  have,  too,  exposed  my  life  through  mere  fodr 
hardiness ;  bat  a  man  may  have  courage,  yet  not  all  kin&  of  courage ; 
I  was  frightened,  Mr.  D  ;  the  blood  rushed  to  ray  head,  my  hsor 

stood  on  end,  my  temples  throbbed  audiUy,  and  I  fell  senseless  on 
the  floor." 

When  I  came  to  mys^  rconttnned  M.  de  Marigny)  I  found  myself  in 
bed ;  a  copious  bleeding  had  removed  all  immediate  danger,  and  1  seemed 
as  though  awaking  out  of  a  troubled  sleep,  in  which  I  had  been  haunted 
by  some  feaxful  dream.  Mademoiselle  d'&may  was  at  my  side,  with  her 
sweet  eountenanee,  her  words  of  love,  and  her  tender  and  afiectiopate 
looks,  and  h^  both  my  hands  in  hers.  Tears  were  stealing  down  her 
feir  cheeks,  and  as  soon  as  I  opened  my  eyes  she  threw  hersell  into  my 
arms. 

''  Oh  1  chevalier,"  ssid  she,  ^^  what  an  alarm  yon  have  caused  me ! 
Cruel  man !  to  go  into  your  own  room  without  saying  you  were  ill,  and 
remain  there  aloiie  and  without  help  I  Oh,  my  friend !  however  tronble- 
some  you  may  think  me,  I  will  never  leave  you  agaon — ^I  wiU  fellow  yon 
even  mto  your  study ;  but,  my  dear  dievalier,  I  hope  you  wiH  believe  me 
in  future." 

Believe  you  I  (ezdaimed  I,)  starting  up.  She  laid  me  down  i^;ain,  and 
replaced  my  head  on  the  pillow.  Ah  !  said  she  to  herself,  there  is  sliU 
some  delirium  here ;  and  then,  addresnng  me, 

^  Yes,  my  chevalier,  beHeve  me.  What  has  been  my  ad? ice  to  you 
for  these  several  days  past  ?  Has  it  not  been  to  lose  a  Htde  blood  this 
spring  time? — yet  you  would  not  be  prevailed  on  to  follow  it  Your 
j^ysician  himself  says  that  one  bleeding  would  have  saved  you  your  ill- 
ness, and  me  my  fright.  I  do  hope,  chevalier,  you  will  be  nKwe  docile 
aazt  spring." 

I  shut  my  eyes,  and  essayed  to  retrace  in  thought  all  the  cireumstanees 
of  the  scene  under  whidi  I  had  so  recently  sunk.  Though  my  heed  was 
confused,  and  my  body  weak,  I  recalled  everything  present  and  past. 
My  memory  carried  me  back  to  the  Place  Beauvean — again  I  saw  the 
features  of  M.  de  Fosseuz  pale  in  death,  and  Mademmselle  d'Ermay's 
look  of  despair.  Moreover,  as  a  principal  witness  in  the  unhappy  bum- 
sessi  having  been  the  first  person  who  arrived  at  the  spot  imm  the 


The  Veikd  Picture.  187 

murder  was  committed,  I  was  examined  by  the  magistrate,  and  had  read 
orer  Mademoiselle  d'£rmaj's  deposition,  in  which  she  had  described  the 
seyeral  articles  of  the  stolen  jeweUery  with  the  greatest  accuracy.  I 
then  mentally  compared  th»  careful  and  exact  descnption,  as  given  in  the 
said  deposition,  with  the  articles  which  Eugenie  had  thrown  down  before 
me,  and  I  seemed  to  see  and  recognise  them  all :  a  gold  enamelled  watch, 
a  necklace  of  rabies,  diamond  ear-brings,  rings  set  in  brilliants,  and  .  .  • 
my  mother^s  letter !  I  had  hidden  that  letter  in  a  secret  drawer  in  ray 
desk,  which  the  maker  of  it  had  shown  me  alone  how  to  open,  and  he 
was  dead  before  I  knew  Eugenie ;  yet  that  letter  had  fallen  at  my  feet ! 
I  saw  the  black  seal,  and  thought  I  read  the  address  in  my  mother^i 
handwriting.  It  was  impossible  I  could  hare  dreamt  all  this !  Another 
idea  dwelt  painfully  on  my  mind:  I  have  already  told  you  that  the 
murder  of  M.  de  Fossenx  was  graeraUy  attributed  to  two  men  of  des- 
perate character,  Pierre  le  Jhumvais  and  Guillaume  le  Boeso.  The 
pofice  had  diligently  followed  this  scent,  and,  after  tracing  them  to 
▼arioos  haunts^  at  last  succeeded  in  capturing  both;  but  they  proved, 
most  clearly  and  incontestably,  that  they  were  both  at  Rouen  on  the 
night  of  the  mmder,  and  all  the  other  researches  of  the  police  had  beea 
in  vain.  Knowing  all  these  drcmnstanees  as  I  did,  they  now  recurved 
to  m  mind  in  such  f[>rce  as  to  bring  on  a  finssh  attack  and  another  fit, 
whicn  had  obliged  them  again  to  call  in  my  sorgeon.  What  he  found 
it  necessary  to  do  I  know  not ;  I  only  know  that  the  result  was  long 
doubtful,  and  that  nothing  could  equal  the  sorrow  and  assiduous  care  of 
Mademoiselle  d'Ermay  so  long  as  that  doubt  lasted.  At  length  I  came 
to  myself  .  .  .  She  was  at  ^e  foot  of  my  bed,  and  in  that  sort  of  half- 
sleep  which  will  sometimes  overtake  even  the  most  wakeful  and  inde- 
fatigable nurses.  I  but  partly  opened  my  eyes,  and  carefully  avoided 
making  the  slightest  mnse  or  movement.  Her  head  rested  on  one  of 
her  hands,  leaving  somewhat  more  than  die  side-face  and  her  fair  diedi^ 
B0W  blandied  by  anxiety  and  walching,  and  the  beautiful  hair  that  hung 
in  clustering  curls  over  ner  white  forehead,  open  to  my  view.  Sleep  often 
betrays  our  most  secret  thoi^hts,  and  the  staff  of  which  dreams  are  made 
is  sometimes  revealed  by  involuntary  movements.  I  narrowly  watched 
her  countenance ;  but  no,  there  was  nothing — she  slept  as  calmly  as  a 
child.  *^  She  !  she  r  said  I  to  myself — <^  she  commit  a  murder !  Could 
that  white  and  delicate  hand  grasp  a  poniard,  and  strike  the  man  she  loved 
a  deadly  blow,  and  that  too  m  the  middle  of  the  night,  and  in  the  open 
street  ?  Why,  the  most  practised  villain,  the  commonest  stabber,  is  not 
so  sure  of  his  aim  as  to  be  certain  that  Ins  victim  will  fall  without  uttering 
one  cry,  and  expire  without  knowing  the  hand  that  slays  him ;  and  that 
Eugenie  should  dare  to  feel  more  confidence  in  herself  than  such  men 
do !  and  that  she  should  never  exhibit  any  s^fmptoms  of  remorse !  That 
I,  who  was  so  constantly  with  her,  should  never  by  any  chance  have 
detected  any  signs  of  a  guilty  conscience !  never  have  found  her  low- 
8|nrited  or  absorbed  in  thought !"  .  .  .  But  I  had  seen  her  in  my  study 
— I  had  heard  her  terrible  confession — the  rattling  of  the  jewellery  as  it 
fell  from  her  dress  on  the  floor,  still  sounded  in  my  ears!  Perhaps, 
however,  I  had  dreamt  all  this — ^perhaps  this  cruel  vision,  this  horrible 
phantasmagoria,  instead  of  being  the  cause,  had  been  the  first  symptom 
of  my  disorder  ?  If  so,  from  what  source  had  my  imagination  drawn 
these  bloody  horrors?     How  had  my  heart  and  mind  been  aUa  to 
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engender  such  frightful  calumnies  against  the  best  of  women  ?  True, 
I  was  thinking  of  emancipating  myself  from  Eugenie's  yoke,  and  of 
leaving  her,  in  order  to  marry  advantageously ;  but  even  whibt  I  was 
planning  our  separation  I  did  justice  to  the  angelic  sweetness  of  her 
nature ;  and  so  far  was  I  from  supposing  her  capable  of  committing  a 
crime,  that  I  thought  with  regret  of  how  many  good  and  noble  qualities 
I  was  about  to  deprive  myself  the  contemj^Uon  and  example  in 
leaving  her. 

Some  days  before  the  occurrence  I  have  just  narrated  (added  M.  de 
Marigny),  one  of  my  servants  cut  himself  in  moving  a  piece  of  furniture, 
and  Eugenie,  who  happened  to  be  present,  nearly  fainted  at  the  sight  of 
the  blood ;  and  when  I  joked  her  about  her  weakness,  the  wound  not 
being  at  all  serious,  ''  Chevalier,"  said  she,  ''  do  not  laugh  at  me ;  you 
know  I  cannot  bear  to  see  even  a  chicken  killed."  I  had,  indeed,  re- 
marked that,  though  in  housekeeping  affairs  she  was  always  active  and 
vigilant,  she  never  weiit  ioto  the  kitehen.  I  was  in  a  dreadful  state  of 
imcertainty,  for,  in  spite  of  all  my  reasonings  on  the  subject,  there  was 
still  the  fact — I  had  seen  her — I  had  heard  her ;  it  was  herself  beyond 
all  doubt  Twice  had  her  hand,  pressing  on  my  shoulder,  pushed  me 
back  into  my  chair.  The  more  I  tried  to  banish  these  recollections,  the 
more  they  crowded  upon  me ;  and  whilst  thus  tortured  by  these  anxious 
speculations,  I  made  a  hasty  movement  as  she  awoke. 

*'  You  then,  of  course,"  said  I,  interrupting  his  narrative  for  a  moment, 
*^  demanded  an  explanation  of  her  terrible  confession?" 

"  Impossible,  my  good  friend,"  replied  he  ;  "I  was  by  no  means  sure 
of  my  own  sanity,  and  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay  would  have  treated  such  a 
demand  as  the  raving  of  delirium."  « 

*^  You  are  very  ill,  my  dearest  chevalier,"  said  she;  ''your  mind  has 
of^  wandered  since  yesterday,  and  as  the  dreams  of  a  sick  man  com- 
monly take  their  colour  from  his  wakitg  thoughts,  I  have  discovered, 
whilst  listening  to  the  indistinct  mutterings  which  fell  from  you  in  sleep, 
that  there  is  one  sore  place  in  your  heart.  You  love  me,  chevalier,  truly 
and  sincerely.     I  know  you  do, — but  you  are  jealous !" 

"  Jealous  I"  cried  I,  in  a  feeble  voice. 

"  Yes — but  of  the  past ;  you  have  no  doubt  of  my  feelings  towards  you 
now, — you  do  me  that  justice ;  but  you  are  afraid  that  I  loved  M.  de 
Fosseux  yet  better." 

''M.  de  Fosseux!  M.  de  Fosseux!  for  Grod's  sake^  Eugenie,  do  not 
pronounce  that  name." 

''  Why  ?  Since  yesterday  it  has  been  continually  in  your  mouth,  and 
you  have  scarcely  ever  ceased  to  utter  it  and  speak  of  him  with  bitterness. 
Ah !  my  friend,  let  the  dead  rest  in  peace :  you  must  have  observed  that 
from  the  first  moment  of  our  connexion,  I  never  mentioned  or  alluded  to 
M.  de  Fosseux, — ^you  must  have  made  me  forget  him.  Oh !  believe  me, 
my  chevalier,  I  swear — and  you  know  how  sacred  I  hold  an  oath — I 
never  loved  M.  de  Fosseux  as  I  love  you.  Do  not  then  allow  such 
painful  fancies  to  harass  you ;  think  how  happy  we  are — as  happy  as  it 
is  possible  to  be  in  this  world, — so  happy  that  everybody  envies  us." 

In  saying  this,  her  lovely  face  was  lighted  up  with  a  heavenly  smile, 
expressive  of  love  and  contentment ;  and  if  a  small  but  almost  imper- 
ceptible cloud  did  rest  for  an  instant  on  her  calm  brow,  it  was  easily 
accounted  for  by  her  anxiety  for  me.     At  length  one  morning  I  awoke, 
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and,  not  without  a  certain  deg^ree  of  satisfaction,  perceived  that  I  was 
alone.     She  was  not  there.     I  rang  the  hell,  and  a  servant  came. 

"  Your  mistress  ?" 

*'  Mademoiselle  ?" 

**  Yes,  mademoiselle ;  where  is  she  ?" 

"  Mademoiselle  is  at  church ;  it  is  Sunday,"  answered  the  servant. 

She  was  attending  divine  service  at  the  church  of  St.  Roch,  as  she 
never  fEuled  to  do  hoth  on  Sundays  and  saints*  days. 

I  dbmissed  the  servant,  rose  hastily,  threw  on  my  dressing-gown,  and, 
with  unsteady  step,  hurried  to  the  desk  in  which  I  had  locked  up  my 
mother's  letter.  The  desk  was  untouched.  At  the  very  part  of  it  where 
the  drawer  was  so  skilfully  contrived,  and  of  which  I  alone  possessed  the 
secret,  there  were  some  grains  of  dust,  clearly  proving  that  the  mysterious 
spring  had  not  heen  touched  for  a  long  time.  I  opened  it,  and  there  lay 
my  mother's  letter,  exactly  as  I  had,  with  my  own  hands,  placed  it ! 
Astonished  and  confounded,  1  went  to  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay's  room. 
Her  keys  were  on  her  dressing-tahle ;  she  had  neither  suspicions  nor 
secrets  I  I  searched  everywhere,  turned  everything  topsy-turvy.  Not  a 
hole  nor  corner  did  I  omit  to  rummage ;  and  I  shuddered  the  while^  for 
I  was  every  moment  expecting  to  find  the  watch,  the  ruhies,  and  the  dia* 
monds  which  I  had  seen,  or  fanded  that  I  saw,  scattered  before  me  on  the 
floor  of  my  study.  But  no,  there  was  nothing  of  the  sort.  Was  it,  then, 
a  dream — ^a  frightful  illusion,  and  the  mere  forerunner  of  my  illness? 
By  some  strange  contradiction,  or  some  magnetic  power  which  a  strong 
will  exercises  over  a  feeble  one,  I  felt  that  I  loved  Eugenie  a  hundred 
times  better  than  ever,  and  crawled  back  again  to  my  bed,  convinced  that 
I  had  been  mistaken,  and  the  victim  of  a  fearful  cuream.  I  then  consi- 
dered the  case  in  another  point  of  view,  and  asked  myself  whether,  even, 
supposing  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay  to  be  guilty,  she  had  not  some  excuse 
for  her  crime?  What  could  be  more  base  and  dishonourable  than  to 
abandon  so  fond  and  devoted  a  woman?  Had  not  M.  de  Fosseux 
deserved  his  fate  ?  And  I,  who  had  entertained  the  same  design,  and 
had  been  on  the  point  of  committing  tlie  very  same  act  of  treachery,  and 
for  the  very  same  vile  motive  of  adding  to  an  already  large  fortune,  what 
was  I,  then  ?  Had  she  meant  to  give  me  an  awfiil  warning  of  the  fate 
which  avraited  me  if  I  proved  as  fiiithless  as  M.  de  Fosseux  ?  I  was  lost 
in  conjectures.'  There  was,  perhaps,  one  way  of  extricating  myself  from 
tiiis  labyrinth,  or,  at  least,  of  throwing  some  light  on  the  darkness  by 
which  I  was  surrounded.  I  might  ascertain  from  the  family  of  M.  <fe 
Fosseux  if  at  the  time  of  his  death  he  was  engaged  to  be  married.  I, 
however,  rejected  this  idea ;  for,  whether  it  proceeded  from  love  or  from 
infirmity  of  purpose,  I  preferred  darkness  to  light,  and  blindness  to  per- 
fect vision.  ^'  Yes,"  said  I  to  myself,  ^'  I  have  dreamt  it  all ;  my  ima- 
gination has  mixed  up  M.  de  Fosseux  with  the  wrong  1  was  myself  about 
to  inflict,  and,  whilst  meditating  a  crime,  I  have  also  imagined  its  cruel 
punishment.     Truly,  I  have  had  a  shocking  dream  I*' 

My  reflections  had  led  me  thus  for,  when  Mademoiselle  d^Ermay 
returned  from  church.  She  came  and  took  her  accustomed  place  at  my 
bedside. 

«  Eugenie,"  said  I,  <*  I  have  much  to  tell  you." 

^*  Do  not  talk,  chevalier ;  you  are  still  too  weak  for  conyersatioD." 
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"  No,  Eugenie,  I  am  better.  My  head  is  clear,  and  my  delirium  past ; 
so  listen.     In  the  first  place,  my  brother  is  dead." 

''  Accept  my  condolences,  and  allow  me  to  congratalate  you  on  your 
accession  to  wealth  and  a  higher  title.'' 

"  My  dear  friend,"  said  I  again,  ''  my  mother  has  written  to  me.  She 
requires  me  to  do  two  things;  one  is  to  go  for  a  time  to  my  estate 
in  Dauphine,  and  the  other  to  get  married.  Surely,  then,  this  is  the  aus- 
picious moment  to  obtain  the  sanction  of  the  Church  to  our  union  ?" 

**  You  are  right,  marquis,"  she  answered,  quietly,  ^'  for  the  king  and 
queen"  (Louis  XV.  was  dead),  "  and  especially  the  Princess  Elisabeth, 
his  majesty's  sister,  are  rery  strait  in  their  notions,  and  might  otherwise 
possibly  look  coldly  upon  you  when  you  are  presented." 

Witnin  a  week  we  were  married. 

'*  She  became  your  wife  ?"  exclaimed  I. 

"  Yes,  and  I  am  still  in  mourning  for  her,  and  shall  continue  to  wear  it 
to  the  end  of  my  life." 

There  was  no  change  in  our  domestic  arrangements  ;  all  went  on  as 
usual,  except  that  my  friends  and  acquaintance,  and  my  people,  instead 
of  calling  Eugenie  Mademoiselle,  addressed  her  as  Madiune  la  Marquise. 
In  the  world  my  marriage  was  not  blamed  ;  on  the  contrary,  it  was  ap* 
proved.  It  was  an  event  which  everybody  seemed  to  have  expected^ 
and,  taking  place  as  it  did  as  soon  as  I  became  rich,  was  voted  to  be  alike 
honourable  to  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay  and  myseUP.  I  must  tell  you  a 
trait  which  will  enable  you  to  judge  how  my  ynxe — ^for  so  I  must  now  call 
her — interested  herself  in  the  events  of  my  former  life.  A  few  days  after 
our  marriage  she  siud  to  me, 

**  My  dear  marquis,  I  used  formerly  to  go  sometimes  to  the  theatre  of 
Audinet — did  you  7" 

"  Yes,  marqnise,  often." 

"There  was  at  that  time  a  young  danseuse  on  those  boards  who 
attracted  my  attention :  she  was  called,  I  believe,  Zephirine  ;  do  you 
remember  her  ?" 

*'  I  had  forgotten  her,  marquise,  and  but  for  your  recalling  her  to  my 
mind  I  should  never  have  thought  of  her  again." 

*'  She  was  a  giddy  girl,  I  understand,"  continued  she,  '*  and  firom  mere 
love  of  change  left  Paris  and  France  some  years  ago  with  a  wealthy 
Englishman,  through  whose  indulgence  and  her  own  indolence  she  ne- 
glected her  dancing—**  talent  soon  lost  without  constant  practice — and 
she  has  grown  fat  and  lost  her  agility.  The  Englishman  has  become 
tired  of  her  and  turned  her  off,  and  she  cannot  get  an  engagement  eyen 
in  London ;  would  you  now  be  so  kind  as  to  make  her  some  small  allow- 
ance?" 

I  did  so,  and  my  wife  would  never  listen  to  the  confession  I  begged 
her  to  hear.  I  then  took  my  wife  into  Dauphine,  and  presented  her  to 
my  mother,  who  at  first  received  her  very  coldly,  as  I  expected — ^for  this 
marriage  had  marred  all  her  plans— -but  she  was  soon  so  won  by  the  un- 
varying sweetness  of  her  temper,  and  the  irresistible  fascination  of  her 
manners,  that  she  conceived  the  warmest  affection  for  her,  and  no  mother- 
in-law  ever  loved  a  daughter  better.  My  good  fortune  excited  some  jea- 
lousy, and  the  beauty  of  my  wife  much  aamiration.  A  gentieman  in  the 
neighbourhood  fell  in  love  with  her,  and  was  bold  enough  to  declare  his 
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passion ;  she  instantly,  and  without  the  snudlest  hesitation,  informed  me 
of  the  insult  she  had  receiyed,  aud  I,  as  promptly,  decided  on  calling  him 
out;  a  resolution  which  Eugenie  at  first  opposed,  but  on  my  insisting  that 
as  I  had  in  former  days  fought  for  a  mistress  I  could  not  do  less  for  a 
wife,  she  said,  '^  Go,  then,  and  avenge  me ;  if  you  fall,  I  will  not  surnve 
you. 

My  antagonist  was  severely  wounded;  and  this  proof  of  spirit  obtained 
me  the  more  credit  in  my  neighbouibood,  as  my  cause  was  so  just.  The 
revolution  broke  out  whilst  we  were  in  Dauphine,  and  I  wished  to  return 
without  delay  to  Paris;  but  my  wife  dissuaded  me.  <'  You  are  no  longer 
in  the  army,"  siad  she;  "  you  left  it  when  you  married  me,  and  yon 
therefore  owe  no  personal  service  to  the  king ;  stay  here,  where  you  may 
perhaps  be  useful  to  others,  and  certainly  so  to  yourself.'' 

I  followed  counsels  which  had  long  since  become  the  only  guide  of  my 
will,  and  it  was  well  I  did  so,  for  we  passed  in  peace  and  retirement  that 
period  which  was  so  feital  to  our  aristocracy ;  and  when  the  storm  was 
over,  ''  Now,"  said  she,  ^4et  us  go  to  Paris.'' 

Here  we  lived  in  the  enjoyment  of  happiness  which  nothing  ever 
alloyed,  and  of  a  mutual  affection  which  age  neither  cooled  nor  impaired. 
,  Thus,  you  see,  my  friend  (continued  M.  de  Marigny),  I  have  been  led 
through  life  by  my  wife ;  but  she  strewed  the  path  with  flowers,  whilst 
the  circumstance  which,  as  it  were,  compelled  me  to  marry  her  saved  me 
from  the  commission  of  a  base  and  unworthy  act,  for  which  I  should  never 
have  ceased  to  reproach  myself,  and  which  would  have  rendered  my  life 
miserable.     Yes,  idl  has  been  for  the  best. 

'^  You  mean  by  that,'*  said  I,  ''  that  you  have  had  sufficient  strength 
of  mind  to  control  your  imagination  and  to  become  thoroughly  convinced 
that  preceding  events  were  the  mere  dream  of  a  delirious  man  ?" 

VU'dAt  awhile  (quietly  pursued  M.  de  Marigny).  Two  years  ago,  my 
wife  was  seized  by  sudden  and  severe  illness ;  she  had  up  to  that  moment 
enjoyed  invariable  good  health,  and  though  she  was  upwards  of  fifty, 
her  smile  retained  all  its  sweetness,  and  her  countenance  was  as  serene  as 
ever.  When  she  found  herself  unable  to  leave  her  bed,  she  gave  herself 
up  for  lost. 

"  I  feel  that  I  shall  die,  my  dear  friend,"  said  she  to  me  one  day, 
^'  and  I  have  some  few  requests  to  make  of  you ;  you  will  not  marry  again 
— will  you?" 

At  these  words  I  burst  into  tears,  and  poured  forth  again  all  my 
former  oaths,  and  which,  considering  our  long  attachment  and  my  ad- 
vanced age,  it  was  no  longer  difficult  to  keep. 

'*  I  know,"  said  she,  '^  you  will  never  give  your  name  to  another 
woman ;  I  feel  sure  of  that.  What  I  wish  is,  that  you  should  retire  to 
your  estate  in  Dauphine,  and  there,  in  peace  and  tranauiUity,  end  your 
days  where  your  father  and  mother  died  and  are  buried ;  and,  that  yoa 
may  have  no  inducement  to  remain  in  Paris  or  ever  return  to  it,  sell 
your  house  ;  and  then,  having  no  interest  in  the  capital,  you  will  find 
it  the  more  easy  to  perform  mat  I  have  now  requested,  and  what  I  fed 
assured  you  will  promise  me  to  do." 

I  promised  all  she  required ;  and  in  so  doing  it  appeared  to  me  &Kb 
1  was  adopting  the  wisest  and  most  prudent  course.  There  was,  more- 
over, in  the  idea  of  going  to  die  amidst  the  tombs  of  my  anoeetora  and  of 
mingling  my  ashes  with  theirs,  a  feeling  of  piety  which  melted  me  to 

o2 


192  The  Veiled  Picture. 

tears.  Eugenie,  once  feeline  assured  that  her  last  wishes  would  be 
obeyed,  asked  for  the  attendance  of  a  priest,  and  died  with  the  same 
courage  and  composure  as  had  marked  her  whole  life. 

**  Sir,"  said  her  confessor  to  me,  "  God  is  just  and  merciful.     He 
pardons  the  repentant  sinner — your  wife  is  a  saint  in  heaven." 

I  will  not  attempt  to  descnbe  my  grief,  my  despair,  and  the  state 
of  utter  loneliness  into  which  this  sad  bereavement  plunged  me :    I 
have  other  matters  to  talk  of.     When  Eugenie  was  no  more  I  had 
no  longer  any  will  but  my  own  to  consult;   and  though  deeply  re- 
gretting the  absence  of  that  sway  I  had  been  so  long    accustomed 
to,    I   nevertheless  followed  inclinations  which   were   no  longer  con- 
trolled.    It  was  a  feeling  of  piety  which  had  first  made  me  promise 
to  retire  into  Dauphine,  and  it  was  now  a  similar  feeling  whidi  de- 
termined me  to  remain  where   I  was.     Why   should   I  go  and  die 
amidst  ancestral  tombs?     Why  make  it  a  point  of  duty  to  mix  my 
ashes  with  theirs  ?     I  lost  my  father  when  I  was  a  mere  child ;  I 
scarcely  remembered  him  ;  and  I  had  lived  very  little  with  my  mother, 
whereas,  my  whole  life  had  been  spent  with  Eugenie.     It  was  therefore 
near  her  that  I  ought  to  end  my  days,  and  in  her  grave  that  I  ought  to 
find  my  final  resting-place ;  nor  could  I  understand  how  it  was  that  she 
had  not  expressed  a  wish  to  that  effect,  and  I  persuaded  myself  that  if 
she  could  now  see  me,  she  would  approve  of  the  change  in  my  resolution. 
When  I  had  once  made  up  my  mind  to  remain  in  Paris,  it  was  no  longer 
requisite  or  convenient  to  seU  my  house ;  and,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I 
was  very  desirous  to  keep  it.     I  had  inhabited  it  from  my  youth;   I 
had  improved  and  embellished  it,  and  it  recalled  to  my  remembrance 
the  only  woman  I  had  ever  sincerely  loved.     My  whole  life  had  been 
spent  in  it ;  in  it  had  been  acted  the  whole  drama  of  my   exist- 
ence,  and    there  was   not  a  comer  nor    a   piece  of  furniture  in  it 
which    did   not   awaken  some  thought    or   recollection.      I   resolved 
then  to  live  and  die  in  Paris.     But,  my  friend,  though  our  dwellings 
of  brick  and  mortar  are  more  durable  than  those  of  our  own  mortal 
clay,   they,   nevertheless,   from  time  to  time  require  repair,   or  they 
would  fall  into  a  state  of  utter  dilapidation.     Several  months  ago,  my 
people  told  me  that  some  tiling  was  wanted  to  the  roof,  and  that  the 
flooring  of  the  rooms  on  the  sixth  story  was  sadly  out  of  condition. 
These  were  the  rooms  of  which  Mademoiselle  d'Ermay  had  been  the  last 
occupier ;  in  fact,  my  wife  had  always  taken  to  herself  these  three  rooms 
which  she  had  occupied  in  her  poverty,  and  the  keys  of  them  remained 
in  the  hands  of  my  people  till  after  uiat  my  grief  had  somewhat  sub- 
sided.    I  wished  to  revisit  the  scene  of  my  wooing,  and  the  hallowed 
spot  where  Eugenie  had  responded  to  my  passion.     My  first  visit  was 
made  alone,  and  I  gave  way  without  restraint  to  the  feelings  which  the 
scene  was  calculated  to  excite.     On  this  occasion,  however,  I  went  up 
with  the  workmen.     Time,  and  the  dampness  of  a  room  always  kept 
closed,  had  almost  entirely  destroyed  the  flooring.     They  set  to  work  in 
my  presence,  and  scarcely  had  they  raised  up  the  mouldy  boards  and  de- 
cayed joists,  than  I  saw  diamonds  glitter,  and  rubies,  and  gold — ^those 
dreadful  jewels  which  had  caused  me  so  much  terror  and  such  a  severe 

illness — there  they  were,  the  very  same 

''  Great  GodP'  cried  I ;  <'  then  she  had  kiUed  M.  de  Fosseux! !!" 
The  old  man  nodded. 
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Ikt£Lligei7CE  witJi  regard  to  the  progress  of  the  parties  in  search  of 
Sir  John  Franklin's  expedition  arrived  in  this  country  last  month  hy  the 
Tyne  (Captain  Ord),  and  hy  one  of  the  vessels  of  research,  the  Lady 
Franklin^  wider  Captain  Penny.  The  iDtelligence  thus  brought  is  so 
far  satisfieictory  as  that  it  has  been  discovered  that  the  missing  expedition 
passed  its  first  winter  in  a  cove  between  Cape  Riley  (where  the  tracks  of 
Sir  John  Franklin  were  first  discovered)  and  Beechey  Island,  and  there  is 
not  the  slightest  ground  for  supposing  that  up  to  that  period  any  disaster 
of  any  description  had  occurred,  beyond  the  ordinary  casualties  of  life 
among  such  a  number ;  three  men  having  died  of  the  two  ships'  compa- 
nies up  to  April,  1846.  On  the  other  hand,  with  the  exception  of  Cap- 
tain Penny's  discovery  of  open  sea  to  the  northward,  the  intelligence  of 
the  progress  of  the  expeditions  of  succour  is  somewhat  disheartening. 
Captain  Austin's  expedition  being  about  to  give  up  the  research  and  ex- 
plore Jones'  Sound  in  Baffin's  Bay,  while  with  respect  to  the  American 
expedition — ^the  same  strange  event  had  happened  to  it  as  happened  to 
Sir  James  Ros»— the  ships  had  actually  been  conveyed  against  their  will, 
imbedded  in  ice,  through  Barrow's  Straits  into  Lancaster  Sound,  and 
thence  into  Baffin's  Bay,  to  a  point  south  of  Cape  Walsingham ;  a  dis- 
tance exceeding  1050  miles. 

It  is  truly  vexatious  that  Sir  Edward  Parry  having  proceeded  from 
Barrow  Strait  in  a  direct  course  to  Melville  Island,  and  returned  without 
experiencing  any,  or  very  little  difficulty,  that  no  expedition  can  now 
succeed  in  getting  so  fiEur  to  the  westward  except  by  land  or  sledge  parties. 
In  the  instructions  g^ven  to  Sir  John  Franklin,  the  fact  of  Sir  Edward 
Parry *8  successful  navigation  of  this  passage  was  particularly  dwelt  upon, 
and  it  was  added,  that  "  it  was  hoped  that  the  remaining  portion  of  the 
passage,  about  900  miles  to  Behring's  Strait,  might  also  be  found  firee 
from  obstruction  ;  that  in  proceeding  to  the  westward,  therefore,    Sir 
John  Franklin  was  not  to  stop  to  examine  any  openings,  either  to  the 
northward  or  southward  in  that  strait,  but  to  continue  to  push  to  the 
westward  without  loss  of  time,  in  the  latitude  of  about  744^  deg.,  till  he 
should  have  reached  that  portion  of  land  on  which  Cape  Walker  is  situated, 
or  about  98  deg.  west.     Once  arrived  at  that  point-,  every  effort  was  to 
be  used  to  endeavour  to  penetrate  to  the  southward  and  westward  in  a 
course  as  direct  towards  Behring^s  Strait  as  the  position  and  extent  of  the 
ice,  or  the  existence  of  land  at  present  unknown,  may  admit.     We,  are 
obliged  to  return  to  these  instructions  in  order  that  the  existing  state  of 
things  may  be  the  better  understood.     It  has  been  ascertained  that  Sir 
John  Franklin  wintered  on  Beechey  Island  at  the  mouth  of  Wellington 
Channel,  and  there  is  now  a  difference  of  opinion  as  to  whether  he  pro- 
ceeded, on  the  breaking  up  of  the  ice,  in  the  direction  pointed  out  to  him 
by  his  instructions,  or  up  Wellington  Channel  to  the  open  sea  discovered 
by  Captain  Penny.     It  is  to  be  remarked  that  Sir  John  Franklin's  ships 
were  provided  with  screws,  and  if  Barrow's  Strait  was  in  any  degree  as 
open  m  the  summer  of  1846  as  it  was  when  sailed  through  by  Sir  Edward 
Parry,  the  expedition  would  have  been  able  to  make  its  way  in  a  brief 
time  to  beyond  Cape  Walker  or  Melville  Island,  and  consequently  beyond 
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what  any  of  the  sledge  parties  sent  out  hy  Captain  Austin  were  ahle  to 
accomplish.     The  absence  of  indications  of  the  prog^ress  of  the  missing 
expedition,  taken  as  evidence  of  their  not  being  farther  to  the  westward, 
can  only  be  received  as  of  minor  degree,  for  it  was  expressly  enjoined,  as 
we  see  above,  in  the  instructions  to  Sir  John  Franklin,  that  he  should  not 
stop  to  examine  any  openings  either  to  the  northward  or  southward,  but 
continue  to  push  to  the  westward.     We  do  not  say  this  now  that  the 
longitude  of  103  deg.  25  min.  W.  along  the  south  shore,  and  114  deg. 
20  min.  W.  along  the  north  shore,  has  been  reached  by  the  sledge  parties 
without  success  ;  we  merely  repeat  what  we  said  before  (New  Monthly, 
part  i.,  1850,  p.  97),  that  thelErebus  and  Terror  may  have  remained 
frozen  in  from  the  very  onset  in  the  channels  or  straits  between  Walker's 
Land  and  Banks's  Land ;  they  may,  after  being  repulsed  from  those  struts, 
have  made  their  way  further  westward,  and  have  got  shut  up  beyond  the 
North  Georgian  or  Parry  Islands.     They  may  have  remained  shut  up 
in  some  of  the  passages  between  Walker's  Land  and  Victoria  and  Wol- 
laston  Lands,  or  they  may  have  remained  amid  unknown  seas,  lands,  or 
ices  to  the  northward  or  westward  of  Banks's  Land  and  Melville  Island. 
A  category  that  we  did  not  take  into  account,  and  which  we  should  be 
very  unwilling  to  admit,  seems  to  have  presented  itself  in  addition  to  the 
expedition  of  succour,  which  is,  that  the  Erebus  and  Terror^  being  un- 
successful in  Barrow's  Strait,  returned,  or  perchance  were  carried  out  of 
that  strait  and  Lancaster  Sound,  and  are  frozen  in  in  some  other  sound  or 
channel.     Naturally  a  last  and  more  melancholy  category  presents  itself, 
that  both  ships  may  have  been  nipped  by  the  ice  or  otherwise  lost  with 
their  gallant  crews.     But  almost  all  precedents,  and  all  the  facts  of  the 
case,  preclude  this  disheartening  view  of  the  matter.     If  a  fatal  accident 
had  happened  to  one  ship,  it  is  very  unlikely  that  it  should  have  also  oc- 
ciurred  to  the  other.  Again,  if  both  ships  had  been  lost  in  seas  so  crowded 
with  land  and  ice,  it  is  very  unlikely  that  some  of  the  crew  did  not  escape. 
If  the  expedition  returned  out  of  Lancaster  Sound,  as  seems  now  to  be 
surmised,  the  two  ships  may  have  been  lost  in  Baffin's  Bay.     Lastly, 
there  is  the  fate  of  Sir  Hugh  Willoughby  and  his  unfortunate  crew,  which 
remains  in  the  dark  background  of  successive  Arctic  writers,  but  Heaven 
avert  so  sad  a  calamity! 

The  question  is,  however,  what  have  the  expeditions  of  succour,  with 

whose  labours  we  are  now  acquainted,  done  to  satisfy  the  mind  upon  any 

one  of  these  g^ven  categories  ?     To  answer  this  we  must  enter  somewhat 

into  detail.     After  the  discovery  of  the  tracks  of  Sir  John  Franklin,  near 

Cape  Riley,  the  shore  was  searched  further  to  the  northward,  till  the 

ships  were  stopped  by  the  fixed  ice,  about  four  miles  beyond  Point  Innes. 

On  the  25th  of  August,  a  lead  opening  towards  Cape  Hotham,  Captain 

Ommaney,  of  the  Assistance^  despatched  the  Intrepid  to  take  advantage 

of  it,  following  himself  in  the  Assistance^  while  Captain  Penny  remained 

to  search  the  bay  between  Cape  Riley  and  Beechey  Island.    At  this  time 

the  FeUx^  Sir  John  Ross;  the  Rescue,  Lieutenant  de  Haven;  and  the 

United  States'  schooner  Advance,  were,  with  Captain  Penny's  two  brigs, 

Lady  FrankUn  and  Sophia,  all  within  a  short  distance  of  one  another, 

exploring  the  shores  and  islands  at  the  mouth  of  Wellington  Channel. 

The  Resolute,  Captain  Austin,  did  not  reach  the  same  spot  till  the  28th. 


Arclic  JStVpeditioHS  of  Succour,  195 

On  the  26th  of  August  traces  were  found  to  the  northward  of  Port  innes. 
These  consisted  of  fragments  of  clothing,  preserved  meat  tins,  and  scraps 
of  papers ;  one  of  which  hore  the  name  of  McDonald,  assistant-surgeon 
of  the  Terror.  On  the  27th  Captain  Penny's  parties  reported  graves. 
They  bore  respectively  the  names  of  W.  Braiue,  JEI.M. ;  and  John  Hart- 
nell,  of  the  Erebus;  and  John  Torrington,  of  the  Terror  ;  the  date  of 
the  latest  death  being  the  8rd  of  April,  1846.  Added  to  these  sad,  but 
unmistakable  evidences,  were  the  remains  of  the  observatory,  carpenter's 
shop,  and  armourer^s  forge.  Upon  the  hill-side  and  beach  were  fragpments 
of  wood,  metal,  and  clothing,  with  stacks  of  empty  meat  tins.  Everything 
indicated  permanency  and  organisation.  All  parties  were  satisfied  that 
Sir  John  Franklin's  party  had  wintered  here  in  the  season  of  1845-46 ; 
and  thus  Colonel  Sabine's  suggestion  last  year,  that  the  remains  at  Cape 
Riley  were  those  of  a  second  magnetic  observatory,  established  not  far 
ftom  the  winter  quarters  of  the  expedition,  remains  still  the  most  likely 
one.  Captain  Austin,  who  arrived  the  next  day,  added,  that  there  was 
circumstantial  evidence  sufficient  to  prove  that  the  departure  of  the  expe- 
dition was  somewhat  sudden,  but  whether  at  an  early  or  a  late  season  of 
the  year  was  very  difficult  to  determine.  Still,  no  doubt  the  cause  of 
that  sudden  departure  would  be  the  breaking  up  of  the  ice,  and  the 
question  is,  was  that  to  the  westward  or  to  the  northward  ? 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  4th  of  September,  upon  a  southerly  move- 
ment of  the  ice,  the  Assistance  rounded  Cape  Hotham,  and  the  United 
States'  expedition  reached  to  near  Barlow  Inlet.  On  the  9th  almost  all 
the  ships  succeeded  in  relieving  themselves  from  the  ice,  and  gaining  the 
water  between  Cornwaliis  Island  and  the  pack  to  the  south ;  they  pushed 
on,  for  once,  with  raised  hopes  to  the  westward,  but  were  soon  brought 
to  by  an  extensive  floe,  which  stretched  from  the  south-west  end  of 
Griffith  Island  to  the  southward,  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach.  The 
different  vessels  lay  on  and  off  this  floe  from  the  10th  till  the  13  th,  when 
afiter  much  labour  and  difficulty  they  cleared  the  bay  and  stream  ice,  and 
reached  open  water  east  of  Griffith  Island,  and,  after  some  further  delay, 
and  many  severe  trials,  they  were  obliged  to  lay  up  for  the  winter, 
Captain  Austin's  vessels  being  locked  up  in  the  ice,  in  the  strait  between 
Grriffith  and  Cornwaliis  Islands. 

Dunng  the  long  arctic  winter  of  1850-51,  the  vessels,  although  not 
so  conveniently  circumstanced  as  was  hoped  for,  held  communication  with 
one  another,  and  arUmgements  were  made  for  exploratory  journeys  in 
sledges  in  the  spring.  With  a  view  to  facilitate  these,  sledges  were  sent 
out  before  the  winter  attained  a  maximum  of  severity,  with  provisions  to 
be  placed  in  depdt  for  the  parties  that  were  to  take  the  direction  of  Cape 
Walker  and  Melville  Island.  The  expedition  under  Captain  Penny  un- 
dertaking the  search  of  Wellington  Strait. 

All  joined  heart  and  hand  in  making  efforts  for  success.  Walking  and 
sledge  dragging  were  measures  of  training  adopted  whenever  the  weather 
would  permit  By  the  28th  of  March,  the  equipment  of  the  sledges  waa 
generally  complete,  and  the  best  feeling  and  highest  spirits  prevailed 
throughout  the  expedition,  but  weather  and  temperature  (the  thermo- 
meter ranging  from  10  deg.  to  43  deg.  nnntu)  delayed  their  departure. 

On  the  4titi  of  April,  the  thermometer  still  indicating  38  deg.  below 
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£reeziiig  point,  the  first  party  started  under  Mr.  M'Dougall,  second-master, 
and  the  weather  becoming  more  favourable,  on  the  morning  of  the  1 2th 
the  whole  of  the  sledges,  fourteen  in  number,  manned  by  104  officers 
and  men,  and  provisioned,  some  for  forty,  and  others  for  forty-two  days, 
with  an  average  dragging  weight  of  205  pounds  per  man,  were  conducted, 
under  the  command  of  Captain  Ommanney,  to  an  advanced  position  on 
the  ice,  off  the  north-west  end  of  Griffith  Island,  where  tents  were  pitched, 
luncheon  cooked,  and  all  closely  inspected  by  the  commander  of  the  ex- 
pedition, Captain  Austin;  after  which,  says  the  gallant  captain,  ''all 
retired  to  pass  the  next  day,  being  Sunday,  in  quiet  reflection  and 
prayer." 

The  parties  were  not,  however,  enabled  to  take  their  departure  till  the 
evening  of  the  15th  of  April,  when,  the  wind  having  £ELllen,  and  the  tem- 
perature somewhat  improved,  all  proceeded  to  their  sledges.  "  On  ar- 
rival," to  use  Captain  Austin's  own  words  again,  *'  a  short  period  was 
devoted  to  refreshment,  after  which  all  joined  in  offering  up  a  prayer  for 
protection  and  guidance ;  then  started,  with,  perhaps,  as  much  determi- 
nation and  enthusiasm  as  ever  existed,  with  the  certainty  of  having  to 
undergo  great  labour,  fatigue^  and  privation.^ 

The  so-called  extended  parties  proceeded  with  six  sledges,  three  along 
the  south  shore  and  three  along  tlie  north  shore,  of  what,  for  want  of  a 
better  designation,  may  be  termed  Parry's  Strait — ^that  is,  the  westerly 
prolongation  of  Lancaster  Sound  and  Barrow  Stnut.  The  first  sledge  on 
the  south  shore,  the  Reliance^  imder  Captain  Ommanney,  was  out  sixty 
days,  and  travelled  480  miles,  during  which  it  discovered  no  less  than 
205  miles  of  unknown  coast.  The  second,  the  True  Blue^  under  Lieu- 
tenant Osborne,  was  out  fifty-eight  days,  and  travelled  506  miles,  during 
which  it  discovered  seventy  miles  of  new  coast.  The  third,  the  JEnterprisCf 
under  Lieutenant  Browne,  was  out  forty-four  days,  and  travelled  375 
miles,  during  which  it  discovered  150  miles  of  new  coast.  The  extreme 
westerly  point  reached  was  by  the  True  Blue  party,  which  reached  the 
longitude  of  103,  25  W.  The  outline  of  new  coast  discovered  has  not 
been  published  yet,  but  the  latitudes  72  deg.  44  min. ;  72  deg.  18  min. ; 
and  72  deg.  49  min.,  at  which  the  different  expeditious  attuned  their 
greatest  distance,  show  a  southerly,  or  south-westerly  trending  of  the 
shore.  The  extreme  point  reached  by  the  True  Blue  hes,  indeed,  almost 
half-way  between  Leopold  Island  and  Point  Tumagain,  on  the  coast  of  the 
American  continent.  * 

It  is  stated  in  an  article  in  the  Illustrated  London  News,  the  chief 
material  for  which  has  apparently  been  communicated  by  Captain  Penny, 
that  Barrow  Strait  was  thorougluy  searched,  not  only  as  far  westward  as 
Cape  Walker,  but  to  Banks's  Land.  The  Athenaum  does  not  say  quite 
as  much,  but  intimates  tiiat  Captain  Ommanney  visited  Cape  Walker^ 
and  the  land  trending  west,  as  far  as  100  deg.  42  west  longitude ;  and 
Lieutenant  Osborne  extended  the  exploration  in  the  same  direction  to 
103  deg.  25  west  longitude.  The  writer  in  the  Athemeum  adds  after- 
wards, '*  From  the  configuration  of  the  coast  adjacent  to  Cape  Walker,  it 
became  evident  that  Sir  John  Franklin  could  not  have  advanced  with  his 
ships  in  that  direction.*'  But  to  what  latitudes  did  these  south-westerly 
explorations  lead  ?    In  Captain  Ommanney's  case,  to  72  deg.  44  min. ; 
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in  lientenant  Osborne's,  to  72  deg.  18  min. !  Laying  these  courses  down 
upon  the  map,  we  find  little  light  thrown  upon  the  regions  between  Cape 
Walker  and  Banks's  Land ;  and  certainly  nothing,  as  far  as  has  yet  been 
shown,  to  warrant  any  such  deductions  as  are  made  by  our  two  hebdoma- 
dal contemporaries. 

In  the  exploration  of  the  north  shore,  the  first  sledge,  Lacfy  FrankUn^ 
under  the  charge  of  Lieutenant  Aldrich,  was  sixty-two  days  travelling 
5d0  miles,  during  which  seyenty  miles  of  new  land  were  discovered.  The 
second — the  Perseverance — under  Lieutenant  M'Glintock,  was  out  eighty 
days,  travelling  760  miles,  during  which  forty  miles  of  new  coast  were 
discovered.  The  third — the  Resolute — under  Surgeon  Bradford,  was 
out  also  eighty  days,  travelling  669  miles,  and  discovering  no  less  than 
135  miles  of  coast.  The  furthest  point  reached  was  by  Lieutenant 
M^Clintocks  party,  which  attained  the  parallel  of  114  deg.  20  min.  in 
lat.  74  deg.  38  min.  This  was  beyond  the  extreme  south-westerly  point 
of  Melville  Island^  and  further  westward  than  has  yet  been  reached ; 
Captain  Sir  Edward  Parry  having  put  about  in  long.  113  deg.  48  min. 
29  sec.,  upon  which  occasion  the  expedition  became  entitled  to  a  reward 
of  5000/.  when  they  crossed  the  meridian  of  110  deg.  west.  Lieutenant 
M^Clintock  appears  also  to  have  been  in  an  admirable  position,  half-way 
between  Melville  Island  and  Banks's  Land,  and  the  circumstance  of  his 
not  meeting  with  any  traces  of  the  missing  expedition  at  such  a  remark- 
able point  is  a  matter  of  very  serious  import. 

The  sledges  Lady  Franklin  and  the  Resolute  travelled  in  higher 
latitudes,  and  did  not  effect  so  good  a  westing.  Both  appear  to  have 
been  stopped  a  little  to  the  north-eastward  of  Sabine  Island,  but  still  both 
journeys  were  alike  remarkable  and  full  of  interest.  The  details  of  such 
trying  expeditions  will,  indeed,  be  looked  forward  to  with  the  greatest 
avidity.  They  attest,  with  Captain  Penny's  explorations,  that  such  a 
system  of  exploration — that  of  boats  and  sledges  conjointly — is  the  one 
best  adapted  to  the  difficulties  of  the  country,  and  one  which  probably 
might  be  improved  upon  by  experience. 

While  these  extended  expeditions  were  out,  others  of  more  limited  ex- 
tent were  abo  despatched  on  exploratory  business,  with  refireshments  for 
the  extended  parties  on  their  return,  to  make  observations,  fix  positions, 
and  deposit  records,  &c.  Yet  so  great  was  the  exposure  and  labour  even 
of  these  limited  expeditions,  which  all  returned  at  periods  between  the 
27th  of  April  and  19th  of  May,  that  no  less  than  eighteen  men  suffered 
from  frost-bite,  and  one  of  them,  George  S.  Malcolm,  who  acted  as  cap- 
tain of  the  sledge  ExceUenty  perished  from  exhaustion  and  cold.  The 
extended  parties  returned  between  the  28th  of  May  and  the  4th  of  July, 
in  safety  and  good  health,  and  only  requiring  a  little  rest  and  comfort  to 
repair  the  effects  of  privation  and  fatigue. 

Captun  Austin  observes  upon  the  negative  results  obtained  by  all 
these  sledge-exploring  parties,  '^  I  have  now  the  honour  to  state,  that 
having  maturely  considered  the  directions  and  extent  of  the  search  (with- 
out success)  that  has  been  made  by  this  expedition,  and  weighed  the  opi- 
nions of  the  officers  when  at  their  extremes,  I  have  arrived  at  the  conclu- 
sion that  the  expedition  under  Sir  John  Franklin  did  not  prosecute  the 
object  of  its  mission  to  the  southward  and  westward  of  Wellington  Strait; 
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and  having  oommumcated  with  Captain  Penny,  and  fully  conBidered  his 
official  Te|Hy  to  my  letter,  relative  to  the  search  of  Welling^n  Strait  hy 
the  expedition  under  his  charge  (unhappily  without  success),  I  do  not  feel 
authorised  to  prosecute  (even  if  practicalile)  a  further  search  in  those 
directions. 

^*  It  is  now  my  intention  to  proceed  with  all  despatch  to  attempt  the 
search  of  Jones's  Sound.  Looking  to  their  Lordships'  intention,  and  to  the 
impression  that  may  now  hecome  strengthened  with  reference  thereto,  I 
have  at  the  last  moment  the  satisfiftction  of  stating  that  we  are  proceeding 
under  favourable  circumstances." 

The  great  facts  in  &vour  of  the  conclusions  arrived  at  by  Captain 
Austin  and  his  brother-officers  are,  that  the  sledges,  especially  the  Per^ 
severance,  proceeded  so  far  without  falling  in  with  the  missing  ezpedi- 
tion,  or  with  any  traces  of  it.  Some  notice  of  its  passage  along  Parry's 
Strait,  supposing  such  to  have  been  accomplished,  it  would  have  been 
supposed  would  at  least  have  been  met  with  at  such  prominent  situations 
as  Cape  Walker,  the  extreme  south-west  point  of  Melville  Island,  or 
elsewhere.  But  again,  had  Parry's  Channel  been  op«i  to  navigation,  the 
expedition  might  have  sailed  right  on  to  beyond  a  meridian  of  114  deg. 
west  without  stopping  on  its  way,  or  it  may  hav^  taken  a  south-westerly 
direction.  There  still  remains  an  immense  tract  of  land,  ice,  or  sea 
between  the  extreme  reached  by  the  True  Blue  and  Banks's  Land.  If 
the  results  obtained  by  the  sledge  explorations  of  Parry's  Strait  and 
archipelago  negative  tne  idea  of  Sir  John  Franklin's  expedition  having 
prosecuted  the  object  of  its  mission  to  the  southward  or  westward  of 
Wellington  Strait,  so,  also,  would  the  results  obtained  by  the  sledge 
and  boat  explorations  of  Captain  Penny's  party  attest  that  Sir  John 
Franklin's  expedition  did  not  proceed  up  Wellington  Strait.  Yet  Captain 
Penny  appears  to  be  impressed  with  quite  a  contrary  notion,  and  thinks 
that  the  missing  expedition  may  have  proceeded  that  way,  although  no 
traces  were  found  afler  exploring  many  hundred  miles  of  coast,  ice,  and 
water.  And  why  does  Captain  Penny  admit  such  an  impression  ?  Appa« 
rently  simply  l>ecause  he  and  his  parties  met  with  open  water  in  that 
direction.  But  there  was  also  open  water  m  the  direction  of  Parry's 
Strait  in  1819,  and  there  might  have  been  the  same  in  1846.  Be  that  as 
it  may,  it  is  not  Hkely  that,  having  wintered  in  Wellington  Strait,  the 
expedition  would  have  sailed  out  of  Banow  Strait  and  Lancaster  Sound 
to  explore  Jones's  Sound.  Again,  the  expedition  appears  to  have  been 
so  sanguine  of  success,  and  so  ardent  in  its  progress  onward,  as  to  have 
thought  but  little  of  leaving  records  of  its  doings.  Had  a  document  of 
its  purports  and  intentions  been  left  at  its  first  winter  quarters,  a  world  of 
doubt  would  have  been  removed  at  once.  We  are  qmte  prepared  to  give 
all  due  and  respectful  weight  to  opinions  formed  on  the  ground  by  ex- 
perienced officers,  who  have  laboured  and  suffered  so  much  in  the  cause ; 
but  still  we  can  but  express  our  humble  opinion  that  the  results  arrived  at 
are  still  of  a  more  or  less  negative  character,  and  that  it  is  by  no  means 
certain,  at  least  from  anything  yet  given  to  the  pubHc,  ^Hhat  the  expe- 
dition under  Sir  John  Franklin  did  not  prosecute  the  object  of  its  mission 
to  the  southward  and  westward  of  Wellington  Strait*' 

The  question  remains,  supposing  this  conclusion  to  be  the  correct  one. 
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did  the  expediton  sail  up  Wellington  Strait  ?  A  riew  of  the  case  which 
appears  to  he  warmly  aayocated  by  Captain  Penny^  who  is  well  qualified 
to  give  an  opinion  upon  the  subject,  having  been  engaged  in  the  explo- 
ration of  that  strait.  In  the  first  place,  Captain  Fenny  speaks  in  his 
despatch  of  the  12th  of  April,  1851,  of  the  traces  of  the  missing  expedi- 
tion found  at  Cape  Riley,  as  '<  apparently  those  of  a  retreating  party,'*  a 
view  of  the  case  which  induced  him  to  explore  the  east  coast  of  Wellington 
Strait  narrowly,  when  he  found  traces  of  a  "hunting  party"  near  Cape 
Spencer.  Subsequently  to  this,  a  party  of  all  his  officers  discovered  the 
quarter  which  had  been  occupied  by  the  vessels  of  Sir  John  Franklin  in 
the  winter  of  1845-46.  This  was  all  the  discoveries  effected  in  1850, 
and  all  at  the  entrance  of  Wellington  Strait,  which  was  so  blocked  up 
with  old  land  ice  that  it  could  not  be  explored  further ;  in  consequence  of 
which  Captain  Fenny  pushed  his  way  through  bay  ice  to  Captain  Austin's 
expedition  off  Griffith's  Island.  A  more  favourable  appearance  of  the 
ice  induced  Captain  Penny  to  make  an  attempt  to  reach  Cape  Walker 
before  seeking  a  winter  harbour ;  but  after  proceeding  about  twenty-five 
miles  the  ice  became  packed,  which,  with  a  heavy  fog,  caused  him  to  put 
about  to  what  has  since  been  denominated  Assistance  Harbour,  in  Com- 
wallis  Island,  where  the  party  passed  the  winter  without  a  single  case  of 
sickness. 

On  the  17th  of  April,  Captain  Penny,  as  previously  arranged  with 
Captain  Austin,  started  six  sledges,  with  forty-one  officers  and  men,  va- 
riously officered  by  Captain  Stewart  of  the  Sophia;  Messrs.  Marshall, 
Reid,  and  J.  Stuart ;  and  Surgeons  Sutherland  and  Goodsir,  the  latter 
of  whom  has  a  brother  in  the  missing  expedition,  to  explore  Wellington 
Channel.  On  the  19th  the  temperature  fell,  and  a  gale  of  wind  faced 
the  sledge  parties  (Captain  Penny  aoeompanying  them  on  the  onset  in  a 
dog-sledge),  and,  continuing  with  only  partial  intermissions  till  the  22nd, 
the  parties  returned,  after  establishing  dep6ts  for  future  more  extended 
explorations.  These  were  ultimately  undertaken  on  the  6th  of  May,  when, 
after  a  short  prayer  to  the  Almighty  to  enable  them  to  do  their  duty,  the 
sledges  again  started. 

Rapid  journeys  were  at  first  made  with  the  dog«-sledges  to  Cape  Dubam, 
in  north  latitude  75  deg.  22  min.,  whence  the  land  trended  north-west 
ten  miles  to  Point  Decision,  where  a  hill  of  400  feet  in  height  was 
ascended.  Mr.  Goodsir  followed  the  line  of  coast  hence,  which  still 
trended  in  a  north-west  direction,  while  Captain  Penny  proceeded  over 
the  ice  in  a  direction  north-west  by  north  to  an  island  named  Baillie 
Hamilton  Island.  This  was  on  the  15th  of  May.  The  ice  in  the  strait 
between  Hamilton  and  Comwallis  Islands  was  seen  to  be  in  a  very  decided 
state,  and  on  the  17th,  after  travelling  round  the  island  first  in  a  N.I^.E. 
and  afterwards  in  a  N.N.W.  direction,  they  opened  unon  another  strait, 
in  which  was  twenty-five  miles  of  clear  water ;  an  islana  was  seen  bearing 
west  half-south,  distant  forty  miles  ;  and  a  headland  distant  fifteen  miles 
west  by  north,  the  dark  sW  over  this  head  indicating  the  presence  of 
water  on  the  other  side.  This  point  was  found  to  be  in  76  aeg.  2  min. 
north  latitude,  and  95  deg.  55  min.  west  longitude.  Further  prog^ress 
being  thus  prevented  by  the  important  (fiscovery  of  open  water.  Captain 
Penny  returned  to  the  ships  by  rapid  journeys,  and  set  the  carpenter  and 
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people  to  work  to  prepare  a  boat  at  once.  This  was  started  on  the  4th 
of  June  with  one  auxiliary  sledge  and  one  dog  sledge  ;  the  whole  party 
being  in  charge  of  Mr.  Manson.  Water  had  by  this  time  been  also  seen 
by  Mr.  Goodsir  and  others  when  in  75  deg.  36  min.  north  latitude  and 
96  west  longitude.  After  some  little  difficulties  and  delays,  occasioned  by 
the  sledge  on  which  the  boat  was  placed  being  unfit  for  its  purpose — an  in- 
convenience soon  remedied  by  the  indefatigable  Captain  Penny, — the  boat 
was  launched  into  the  water  and  laden.  Captain  Penny,  who  proceeded 
himself  on  the  dangerous  navigation,  proceeded  at  first  about  ten  miles  to 
the  westward,  when  he  was  obliged  to  take  shelter  in  an  adjacent  bay,  in 
consequence  of  a  head  sea  and  strong  westerly  g^e.  From  that  date, 
June  17th,  until  the  20th  of  July,  310  miles  of  coast  were  examined  by 
the  boat  under  very  disadvantageous  circumstances,  arising  from  constant 
unfavourable  winds  and  rapid  tides.  The  provisions  being  then  within 
eight  days  of  being  consumed,  and  their  distance  firom  the  ship  such  that 
prudence  did  not  warrant  further  perseverance,  they  commenced  their 
return,  the  weather  being  boisterous  in  the  extreme,  with  continuous  nun, 
so  that  when  they  left  the  open  water,  and  got  upon  the  ice,  they  had  to 
ford  rapid  streams ! 

On  his  return,  Captain  Penny  was  agreeably  surprised  to  hear  that 
Barrow  Strait  had  been  open  as  feir  as  could  be  seen  since  the  2nd  of 
July,  and  not  having  found  such  traces  of  the  missing  expedition  as 
would  warrant  the  risk  of  a  second  winter,  his  orders  being  such  also  as 
left  him  no  alternative,  he  set  off  on  his  return  to  England  the  moment 
the  vessels  were  free  of  ice  and  all  the  sledge  parties  had  returned.  This 
appears  to  have  been  at  or  about  the  12th  of  August,  when  Captain 
Penny's  expedition  last  spoke  Captain  Austin's.  The  details  of  the 
proceedings  of  the  other  exploratory  parties  are  only  incidentally 
alluded  to  by  Captain  Penny.  For  particulars  of  the  different  searches 
the  captain  refers  to  reports  which  accompanied  his  own  of  September 
8th,  1851,  to  the  Lords  of  the  Admiralty,  and  a  sketch  has  since  appeared 
in  the  Illustrated  London  News,  It  appears  that  the  northern  shores  of 
Cornwallis  and  Bathurst  Islands  were  in  part,  if  not  wholly,  explored,  thus 
bringing  the  researches  of  the  sledge  parties  of  Captain  Penny's  expedi- 
tion into  very  close  contact  with  those  carried  on  by  the  sledges  Resolute 
and  Lady  FrankUn^  of  Ci^tain  Austin's  expedition.  It  appears  also 
that  Messrs.  Goodsir  and  Marshall,  who  carried  on  these  researches,  were 
obliged  to  return  when  in  99  west,  in  consequence  of  water.  They  thus 
did  not  proceed  far  over  Bathurst  Island,  but  without  knowing  the  exact 
course  followed  by  the  sledges  Resolute  and  Lady  Franklin,  it  would 
not  appear  at  all  likely  that  tne  missing  expedition  lies  anywhere  between 
the  two  extreme  points  attuned  by  the  two  parties  in  question.  It  appears 
also  that  Captain  Stewart,  of  the  Sophia,  with  Dr.  Sutherland  as  his 
auxiliary,  explored  during  the  same  period  a  considerable  extent  of  the 
east  coast  of  Wellington  Strait,  and  the  south  shores  of  Albert  Land. 

If  Captain  Penny  then  really  entertains  sanguine  hopes  of  finding 
further  traces  of  the  missing  expedition  up  Wellington  Channel,  it  must 
be  in  the  direction  of  that  open  water  which  he  explored  for  a  distance  of 
310  miles,  and  then  was  only  forced  back  by  want  of  provisions,  having 
been  out  in  an  open  boat  and  the  most  severe  climate  in  the  world  for 
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no  less  than  thirty-three  days.*  It  is  not  impossible  that  Jones's  Sounds 
which  Captain  Austin  proposes  to  explore,  before  giving  up  all  further 
attempts  at  succour,  may  communicate  with  this  open  sea  north  of  Wel- 
lington Strait ;  bu^  considering  the  width  of  land  between  Gape  Riley 
and  Cape  Leopold,  or  from  west  to' east  of  Albert  Land,  forming  the 
whole  northern  shore  of  Barrow  Strait  and  Lancaster  Sound,  it  is  ex- 
ceedingly improbable.  Not  finding  any  traces  of  the  missing  expedition 
in  Wellington  Strait  besides  those  discovered  in  1850,  is,  as  observed  with 
regard  to  similar  results  obtained  from  the  exploration  of  Parry's  Strait> 
only  negative  evidence.  It  still  remains,  in  the  present  position  of  affairs, 
exceedingly  difficult  to  determine  whether  the  missing  expedition  pro- 
ceeded by  the  Wellington  Channel,  Parry's  Channel,  or  some  unexplored 
channel  between  the  extremes  reached  by  the  True  Blue  and  Reliance 
sledges,  and  Banks*s  Land.  Under  any  case,  the  sea  must  have  opened 
in  1846  in  a  most  favourable  manner,  and  the  expedition  have  sailed  at 
once,  and  without  leaving  a  trace  behind  it,  in  any  one  of  these  given 
directions  to  beyond  where  research  and  explorations  have  succeeded  in 
penetrating.  Or  does  this  absence  of  all  tracks,  between  the  first  winter 
expedition  and  the  extreme  points  reached  by  the  different  sledge  and  boat 
parties,  indicate  some  great  catastrophe  which  must  have  occurred  in  the 
summer  of  1846  ?  If  so,  it  is  most  likely  that  some  traces  of  wreck  would 
have  been  met  with  by  one  or  more  of  the  numerous  sledging  parties.  The 
probabilities  of  the  safety  of  Sir  John  Franklin's  expedition  are,  there- 
fore, strengthened  rather  than  diminished  by  these  explorations.  Captain 
Penny  ta^  of  the  tracks  as  those  of  a  retreating  party.  If  so^  the 
expedition,  as  appears  to  be  surmised  by  Captain  Austin  as  a  forlorn 
hope,  may  have  gone  out  of  Lancaster  Sound,  and  proceeded  to  explore 
Jones's  or  some  other  sound  in  the  north-west  comer  of  Baffin's  Bay,  or 
the  ships  may  have  been  carried  out  by  the  ice  like  Sir  James  Ross's  and 
the  American  expedition,  and  got  into  the  inlets  south  of  Pond's  Bay. 
Captain  Austin's  expedition,  however,  evidently  did  not  entertain  the 
idea  of  the  missing  expedition  having  sailed  up  Wellington  Channel,  or 
having  been  carried  out  of  Lancaster  Sound,  when  they  proceeded,  afber 
examining  the  winter  quarters  of  the  expedition,  to  the  westward,  and 

*  It  appears  that  Captain  Penny  is  so  sanguine  of  tracing  the  missing  expedi- 
tion by  tUs  strait,  which  has  been  denominated  Queen  Victoria  Channel,  that  he 
has  implored  the  Admiralty  to  give  him  a  steamer  to  go  and  pursue  his  explora- 
tions immediately,  and  there  is  reason  to  believe  that  his  application  will  be 
granted.  Captain  Penny  also,  it  appears,  found  the  shores  of  the  newly-dis- 
covered open  water  to  abound  in  birds  and  sea  animals,  a  fact  not  mentioned  in 
his  official  report  to  the  Admiralty,  but  of  a  most  consoling  and  most  inspiriting 
character.  It  not  only  conveys  the  delightful  intimation  of  sustenance  for  the 
missing  expedition,  but,  with  the  open  sea,  would  indicate  the  possibility  of  the 
existence  of  a  great  Polar  basin,  with  a  higher  temperature  than  that  of  the 
Arctic  zone.  In  fact,  Captain  Penny  himself  goes  so  far  as  to  believe  that  he  has 
discovered  Uie  Great  Arctic  Ocean,  that  Sir  John  Franklin  has  sailed  into  it,  and 
that  in  confirmation  of  a  supposition  entertained  long  since,  this  vast  Polar  Sea 
ei^joys  a  mUder  temperature  than  the  Arctic  regions  previously  known,  and  that 
it  abounds  with  animsd  life.  With  such  favourable  prospects  before  us,  and  con- 
sidering how  safely,  and  in  what  good  health  all  the  recent  expeditions  have  carried 
on  their  explorations,  it  is  surely  worth  while  sending  out  at  once  an  efficient 
steamer  in  the  direction  which  presents  the  greatest,  if  not  almost  the  only, 
chance  of  success  that  has  been  discovered  by  the  expeditions  of  succour. 
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oarried  on  their  sledge  exploiatioii8»  with  the  exception  of  the  Enterprise j 
EeUancej  and  True  Blue^  which  got  too  far  to  the  eastward,  in  that 
direction.  Had  Parry's  Channel  been  open»  as  it  was  when  first  navi- 
sated  by  Sir  Eklward  Pany  in  1819,  Captain  Austin's  vessels  would 
have  advanced  as  far  westward  as  the  sledge  Persevertmce ;  while  the 
same  sledges,  moving  forward  to  a  distance  equal  to  what  they  attained 
from  Captain  Austin's  winter  quarters,  would,  on  the  one  side,  have 
nearly  touched  Cape  Bathurst,  on  the  other  have  been  one-third  on  the 
way  to  Point  Barrow,  and  might  not,  impossibly,  have  opened  communi- 
cation  with  Captain  Collinson's  expedition.  Most  of  all,  however,  next 
to  the  grief  we  experience  at  Captun  Austin's  expedition  having  pro* 
eeeded  to  Jones's  Sound  instead  of  endeavouring  to  penetrate  to  'N^ctoria 
Channel,  do  we  regret  that  the  line  of  coasting,  extending  between  the 
extremes  reached  by  the  Reliance  and  the  True  Blue  sledges  and 
Banks's  Land,  was  not  explored ;  we  cannot  see  (in  the  absence  of  the 
accompanying  outUne  of  a  chart  sent  in  by  Csuptain  Austin  to  the  Lords 
of  the  Admiralty)  how,  without  that  portion  of  land,  water,  or  ice,  being 
carefully  explored,  so  important  a  conclusion  can  have  been  arrived  at  as 
that  ''uie  expedition  imder  Sir  John  Franklin  did  not  prosecute  the 
object  of  its  mission  to  the  southward  and  westward  c^  Wellington 
Strait" 

Even  if  it  has  been  determined  by  the  positive  trending  of  land  that 
the  missing  expedition  had  not  proceeded  southward,  it  still  remains 
questionable  if  it  had  not  sailed  direct  beyond  the  extreme  reached  by 
Lieutenant  M'Clintock.  If,  however,  the  officers  of  the  expeditions  of 
succour  are  satisfied  from  all  evidence  that  this  was  the  case,  the  few  re* 
maining  probabilities  will  be  in  fttvour  of  Captain  Penny's  view  of  the 
subject,  that  the  ei^>edition  prosecuted  its  course  by  the  open  sea  north* 
west  of  Wellington  and  Victoria  Channels,  and  is  shut  up  in  the  almost 
boundless  regions  of  water,  ice,  and  land,  that  extend  between  Victoria 
Channel,  or  the  Great  Arctic  Ocean  and  the  high  and  extensive  lands 
north  of  West  Georgia,  seen  by  Captain  Kellett  of  uie  Herald^  and  others, 
and  considered  by  some  to  be  a  continuation  of  tiie  range  of  mountains 
seen  by  the  natives  off  Cape  Jakan  (coast  of  Asia)  mentioned  by  Baron 
Wrangell  in  his  ^  Polar  Voyages."  This  is  a  great  result  to  contemplate, 
and  supposing  such  to  he  the  case,  and  means  of  sustenance  to  be  found 
in  the  (zreat  Arctic  Ocean,  the  expedition  of  Sir  John  Franklin  may  find 
its  own  liberation  by  some  happy  opening  in  land  or  ice  towards  Behring's 
Straits,  or  to  the  southward.  It  may  return  upon  its  own  track,  or  it  may 
find  its  way  to  the  coast  of  Asia,  or  even  of  Europe ! 
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BOOK  in. 

Chapter  IV. 

THE   TUBIVKET'S  DAITGHTSR. 

One  of  the  turnkeys  of  the  Fleet  Priflon  occupied  two  small  rooms, 
apparently  sunk  in  the  wall,  not  far  &om  the  entrance ;  the  man  was 
called  Reuhen;  hut  whether  that  was  his  Christiau  or  his  surname,  none 
seemed  exactly  to  know,  Reuhen  heiog  his  only  designation.  He  was 
about  sixty  years  of  age,  hut  a  hearty,  jovial-looking  fellow  ;  his  shoul- 
ders were  broad,  and  so  was  his  face ;  his  cheeks  were  rosy,  and  his  eyes 
were  always  glistening  with  good  humour;  he  had  a  word  to  say  to 
eirery  one,  of  bluff  courtesy  and  kindness  ;  he  was  the  universal  peace* 
maker  amidst  brawls,  and  the  general  soother  of  those  in  distress. 
Reuben  could  do  all  but  relieve  the  physical  wants  of  the  debtors,  for 
being  only  an  under-tumkey,  he  had  few  of  the  pecuniary  privileges  en- 
joyed by  some  of  the  other  officials,  and  was  consequently  very  poor. 

So  the  old  man  lived  in  his  little  domicile  in  the  wall,  happy  in  him- 
self, and  striving  to  diffuse  resignatioii  if  not  happiness  around  him. 
The  larger  room  served  for  his  general  dwelling,  and  the  dormitoiy  of 
himself  and  wife ;  a  smaller  apartment,  with  one  little  window  looking 
out  into  the  passage,  was  appropriated  to  his  daughter. 

Reuben  was  proud  of  this  young  woman ;  not  on  account  of  her  per- 
sonal attractions,  but  the  qualities  of  her  mind.  She  worked  hard,  but 
never  complained  ;  she  was  gentle  and  complaisant  to  every  one,  obeying 
her  father,  and  consulting  his  wishes  in  the  minutest  particular,  his  word 
being  her  law.  Like  Reuben,  she  bore  one  name^  and  was  known  by  no 
second.  Her  father  called  her  July,  but  other  people  Julie ;  and  no 
doubt  the  last  name  was  the  correct  one.  Julie,  then,  had  been  brought 
up  all  her  days  within  the  Fleet  Prison ;  she  knew  or  cared  little  about 
the  great  world  without ;  the  prison  was  her  world ;  and  what  passed 
within  the  circuit  of  the  Fleet  walla-— the  arrival  of  new  debtors  and  the 
departure  of  old  ones ;  the  cares,  the  griefii,  the  changes,  the  hope,  the 
despair,  which  agitated  the  breasts  of  &b  divers  inmates,  with  the  con- 
stant bustle  and  frequent  noises  of  the  place,  seemed  sufficient  'for  her 
contemplation,  and  to  occupy  her  attention  through  the  hours  of  her 
narrow  existence. 

And  yet  there  were  times  when,  ^nployed  in  her  humble  tasks,  Julie 
felt  a  thirst  for  more  knowledge  than  she  possessed  ;  she  longed  to  be 
able  to  read  and  write ;  but  some  one  told  her  such  notions  were  ambi- 
tious and  wrong,  and  therefore  she  endeavoured  to  stifle  the  vain  aspira- 
tions. 

Julie  was  four-and-twenty,  but  her  form  was  so  slim,  her  countenance 
so  fair,  and  its  expression  so  ingenuously  simple^  that  she  appeared  to  be 
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no  more  than  seventeen.  Hard  labour  had  not  rendered  her  coarse;  her 
features  were  delicately  smaU,  and  yet  they  were  interesting  rather  than 
handsome.  Her  eyes  were  of  deep  blue,  and,  without  bemg  sunny  or 
mirthful,  expressed  cheerfulness  and  sweetness  of  disposition.  Her  hands 
and  her  feet  were  as  diminutiYe  as  those  of  a  Chinese  beauty,  and  her 
coarse  cotton  dress,  with  her  check  apron,  could  not  conceal  the  natural 
grace  of  her  slight  rounded  figure.  Such  was  JuHe,  the  daughter  of 
Reuben,  the  good  turnkey  of  the  Fleet. 

^^  Have  you  seen  the  young  lady  for  the  morning,  father?*' 

^'  What  young  lady?"  asked  the  turnkey. 

'^  The  tall,  interesting,  beautiful  one,  I  mean — Miss  Somerset." 

''  Now,  how  your  thoughts  always  run  upon  her;  if  you  were  a  man, 
I  should  think  you  were  in  love  with  her,"  added  Reuben,  his  happy  &ce 
rendered  more  broad  by  a  waggish  smile. 

'^  And  so  I  am  in  love  with  her,"  responded  Julie.  '^  I  don*t  know 
why,  but  I  am  always  thinking  of  Miss  Somerset.  I  watch  for  her  en- 
trance every  morning,  and  look  at  her  as  she  passes ;  I  mark  everything 
she  wears;  I  count  the  steps  which  she  makes  from  the  gate  to  her 
fetther^s  room,  and  long  to  follow  her  as  a  companion— oh,  no,  I  mean  as 
a  servant.  My  heart  warms  towards  her,  father,  not  because  she  is  so 
beautiful,  not  on  account  of  her  mild  manners  and  sweet  silvery 
voice " 

«  Why  then,  fooKsh  child?" 

"  Because  she  is  so  attentive  and  kind  to  her  £gither." 

*'  Then,  my  good  July,  she  resembles  you,''  said  the  smiling  rosy  old 
man,  stooping  and  kissing  the  girl's  forehead ;  '^  your  natures  agree,  and 
the  feeling  <^that  draws  you  to  her." 

"  No,  no ;  I  wish  I  were  like  her,  father ;  yet,  if  you  were  in  such 
trouble  as  Mr.  Somerset,  I  think  I  would  try  to  be  as  dutiful  as  his 
daughter." 

''  He  is  in  trouble,"  said  Reuben,  shaking  his  head;  "  and  I  think  his 
troubles,  instead  of  wearing  themselves  out  as  commonly  they  do,  increase 
every  day.  There  is  some  gentleman  who  very  often  comes  here,  and 
fees  the  turnkeys  well ;  but  I  always  refuse  his  money,  for  I  have  a 
strange  dislike  of  him:  he  walks  up  and  down  before  Mr.  Somerset's 
room,  looking,  as  one  may  say,  like  some  evil  spirit,  or  Cain,  who  we 
read  of  in  the  Bible,  after  he  slaughtered  his  brother.  Every  now  and 
then  he  stops  and  looks  in  at  the  window,  or  through  the  half-open  door; 
then  he  laughs,  but  the  laughter  is  a  sort  of  mockery,  horrid  to  near,  and 
makes  one's  blood  run  cold.  I  think  him  sometimes  a  devil  sent  to  try 
and  torment  the  poor  unhappy  gentleman." 

'^  I  know  who  you  mean — they  call  him  Mr.  Hartley.  Don't  let  him 
enter  the  gate." 

^'  I've  no  power,  child,  to  keep  him  out ;  his  money  makes  all  the 
other  turnkeys  his  fHends." 

Julie  began  to  think,  but  presently  returned  to  the  subject  of  Hester. 
She  asked  her  father  certain  questions,  and  begged  him  to  speak  to  Miss 
Somerset  on  a  matter  which  had  long  occupied  her  mind.  What  it  was 
will  very  shortly  appear. 

One  morning  as  Hester  was  entering  the  passage  of  the  prison,  on  her 
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Qsnal  YvAi  to  her  father,  old  Reuben  stood  full  in  the  way,  so  that  she  waa 
obliged  to  stop.     The  turnkey  respectfully  touched  his  hat : 

'*  Grood  morning,  Miss  Somerset.  I  beg  pardon,  miss,  but  I  would  say 
one  word  to  you." 

'^  I  am  always  glad  to  speak  with  you,  Reuben ;  I  only  wish  you  would 
allow  me  to  thank  you  more  than  I  do  for  your  kind  attention  to  my 
&ther«" 

*'  Oh,  no,  I  am  not  kind,"  said  Reuben  ;  "  however,  I  have  the  will  to 
be  useful  and  to  do  good,  though  I  want  the  power.  Listen,  Miss  Somer- 
set I  have  a  message  to  you  from  a  poor  girl — my  daughter ;  she  is  so 
timid  that  she  can't  speak  for  herself;  and  besides,  she  being  in  a  low 
station,  and  you  a  lady,  perhaps  you  might  be  offended  if  she  took  the 
liberty  to  address  you.  Of  course  I,  in  my  office  of  turnkey,  speak  to 
all — ^that's  nothing.** 

''  Now,  Reuben,  I  thought  you  knew  me  better.  I  suppose  you  mean 
Julie.  I  have  often  seen  her  in  your  doorway  as  I  have  passed;  but  you 
shall  introduce  me  to  her.  Show  me  at  once  to  your  rooms,  and  she  her- 
self shall  tell  me  what  she  wants." 

The  turnkey,  after  a  little  hesitation,  complied  with  Hester's  request, 
and  in  a  few  seconds  they  reached  the  hole  in  the  wall.  When  they 
entered,  Julie  was  sitting  on  a  stool,  her  hands  in  her  lap;  she  had 
evidently  sent  forth  her  father  to  speak  to  Hester,  and  was  waiting  an 
answer  to  her  message.  The  girl  now  rose  in  confusion,  and  blushed 
deeply. 

"  i  did  not  mean  this,  father ;  I  did  not  wish  the  lady  to  trouble  her- 
self to  come  here." 

"  But  I  proposed  it,"  said  Hester,  "  and  it  is  no  trouble.  I  wish  I 
could  do  anything  for  Reuben,  and  you  too,  for  Reuben's  Idndness  to 
Mr.  Somerset.     You  have  something,  Julie,  to  ask  of  me." 

*'  You  know  my  name  then,"  said  the  turnkey's  daughter,  looking  up 
more  assured,  and  fiuntly  smiling.  '<  t  am  glad  of  that.  I  did  not  sup- 
pose you  knew  that  a  poor  person  like  myself  lived  in  the  prison." 

"  Then,  you  see,  I  take  more  notice  than  you  imagine.  But  tell  me  in 
what  I  can  please  you." 

Julie  looked  at  ner  father,  and  looked  at  the  ground.  At  length  she 
spoke: 

^'  I  have  thoufi^ht,  Miss  Somerset,  that  I  can  be  of  some  little  service 
to  you,  if  you  wul  permit  me.  You  are  a  lady,  and  it  does  not  seem  right 
that  you  should  do  what  I  hear  you  do — dam  Mr.  Somerset's  clothes,  mend 
his  Imen,  and  sometimes  attend  to  hb  rooms.  Let  these  things  be  my 
task.     I  am  accustomed  to  work,  which  you  cannot  be." 

"  And  how  am  I  to  pay  you,  Julie  ?  I  would  willingly  be  the  means 
of  affording  you  a  little  pocKet-money ;  but  all  my  endeavour  is  to  save, 
not  expend  money." 

The  girl's  fieuse  became  crimson,  but  the  next  instant  her  eyes  filled  with 
teaiB. 

''  Oh !  it  is  not  for  this.  Do  not  think  me  so  mean — so  base.  And 
yety"  she  added  with  energy,  ''  I  am  presumptuous  enoueh  to  ask  for 
something  in  return.  Will  you  bestow  upon  me,  say  a  naif  an  hour 
a  week.     I  never  go  out  of  the  prison,  and  no  one  here  will  teach  me.    I 
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am  ignorant,  and  long  to  learn*.  Will  yon,  then,  giTO  me  a  few  leaaona 
in  reading  and  writbg  ?'* 

'^  Yesy''  said  Reuben,  seconding  his  daughter's  suit,  ^^  this  10  all  the 
girl  has  been  thinking  of  for  a  long  time  past.  I  can't  read  or  wiite  my* 
self,  and  am  too  poor  to  send  her  to  school ;  so  you  see  how  the  matter 
stands." 

^'  Reuben,  say  no  more.  I  cannot  allow  Julie  to  mend  my  &thei^6 
linen,  or  do  other  little  things  for  him.  The  task  is  a  pleasure,  a  source 
of  happiness,  which  I  cannot  abandon  ta  another." 

JuHe,  though  she  perfectly  understood  Hester's  feelings^  betrayed  in 
her  look  deep  disappointment,  for  she  considered  her  |«ayer  refuMQ* 

*'  But  this  I  will  do,"  continued  Hester,  after  a  pause.  ^^  I  am  already 
under  deep  obligations  to  Reuben ;  therefore,  most  willingly,  three  times 
a  week,  I  will  giye  you  an  hour's  tuition,  and  will  atteoid  you  here.  Let 
us  commence  to-morrow." 

*^  God  bless  you !"  said  Reuben,  his  cheeks,  eyes,,  and  very  forehead 
zetuming  in  smiles  his  honest  thanks.  ''  This  is  kind  indeed.  Julie  now 
will  have  her  heart's  content,  and  be  a  learned  lass  after  alL" 

The  girl  did  not  speak,  but  drew  nearer  to  Hester.  Knowing  nothing 
of  the  conyentional  ways  of  the  world,  she  was  influenced  by  a  spontaneous 
feeling  of  nature — ^a  feeling  which  might  have  prevailed  in  the  primitive 
ages  of  the  world.  She  stooped,  raised  a  part  of  Hester's  dress^  and  fear- 
vently  kissed  it,  thus  expressing  at  onoe  the  gratitude  of  her  heait  and 
the  humility  of  her  mind. 

Chapter  Y. 
hestbb  somebast  aw)  hbb  pupil  in  the  fleet  pbisos. 

Thet  sat  together,  the  teacher  and  the  pupiL  The  room  was  the 
turnkey's  common  dwelling,  being  the  hole  in  the  wall  already  alluded  to. 
Reuben,  engaged  in  his  accustomed  duties,  was  walking  about  the  prison, 
and  his  wife  was  busy  with  her  knitting  in  a  comer. 

Hester  found  Julie  an  apt  scholar,  and  the  progress  which  she  made 
was  rapid.  In  truth,  the  girl's  inteUect,  though  it  had  never  been 
developed,  was  of  a  high  order.  The  diffidence  and  quietude  of  her 
manner  were  in  beautiful  contrast  with  the  promptitude  and  animation 
which  distinguished  that  of  Hester.  But  a  veiy  few  words  will  suffice  to 
point  out  the  discrepancy,  physical  and  mental,  prevailing  between  these 
two  young  women.  Hester  was  tall  and  commanding,  inheriting,  to  a 
certiun  extent,  the  majestic  deportment  of  her  mother.  Julie  was  little^ 
timid,  and  retiring,  being  formed  rather  to  lean  on  than  to  be  the  support 
of  another.  Hester's  features  were  full  of  life ;  her  large  eyes  beamed 
with  fire  and  energy.  The  face  of  Julie  had  a  still,  pensive  expression, 
which  approached  the  sorrowful,  and  that  £Etce  was  not  cast,  like  Hester^s, 
in  a  faultless  classic  mould.  Their  hair,  however,  was  precisely  of  a 
similar  colour,  and  the  complexion  of  each  was  the  true  English  blonde. 

The  untaught  mind  of  the  turnkey's  daughter  was  like  a  patch  of 
ground  for  the  first  time  receiving  the  beams  of  the  genial  sun  after  a 
dark  and  protracted  winter.     It  imbibed  with  grateM  delight  the  new 
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ideM  cfilled  up  by  the  teaahing'  of  Haster.  The  rroM  of  lettera  was  to 
her  an  essentially  new  world.  The  notion  of  countless  eoontiiea  Beside 
hep  own,  natoraf  tnitiks,  history — that  dveam  of  the  past— seemed  to  her 
as  gorgeous  as  thay-  were  novel,  and  her  mind  expanded,  ^rowing^  off  the 
ohwn  with  whiok  it  had  so  long  been  bound. 

One  day^  as  Heater  oontinued  her  instruettons^  by  an  ifrasistible  aBao- 
ciation  of  ideas  her  tiioug^ts  were  aariied  back  to  the  time  when  the  pea- 
sant-bay, Ernest  Banks,  thirsting*  also  for  knowledge,  came  to  her&ther, 
begffing  to  be  placed  in  the  vUlage  school.  In.  fancv,  Hester  was  again 
in  the  library  at  Brookland  Hail,  listening'  to  the  boy  a  solicitations*  She 
saw  his  cap  in  his  hand,  his  coarse  jacket^,  and  nobnailed  shoes ;  his 
manly  fronl^  great  black  eyes,  and  beautifully-chiselled  features — all  weee 
before  her  with  the  yiridness  of  reality;  ller  mind  was  so  absorbed  by 
Ae  picture  thai  she  sat  motronless  fbr  many  minutes,  appearing  to  forget 
entirely  the  presence  of  Julie*  Her  head  Dent  forward ;  her  hands  were 
daspea  7  a  smile  overspread  her  hce ;  and  yet  tears,,  ona  by  one,  dropped 
&iMn  die  long  lashea  of  her  downcast  eyes* 

Julie  was  surprised  and'  troubled  at  the  nngular  absenao  of  mind  be*- 
irayed  by  h^  teacher.  She  would  not,  however,  disturb  her  reverie,,  but 
sat  opposite  to  her,  siiently  looking-  into  her  £aee,  and  she  seemed  fascia 
Bated  hfr  the  contemplation.  like  the  nnn^  who,  while  gaain^  at  the 
pictured  lineaments  of  the  divine  Cecilia,  grew  breathless  with  delight 
and  adoration,  so  Julie  expeiienaad  a  strai^  pleasure  approaching  to 
a  species  of  worshipi  She  regarded  Hester  as  a  superior  being,  and, 
in  her  humility,,  b^ieved  herself  bom  only  veverenoy  to  love  and  to 
serve  her.  Hestsr  at  length  recoUected  herself  and  observed  her  pupil 
sitting  near  her,  the  book  she  had  been  studying  haWng  fallen  on  the 
floor. 

*'  €ro  on,  Julie,  you:  have  not  yet  finisfaad  yonr  lessons  But  I  dnnk 
WQ  are  both  idly,  inoltned  to^y.  Well,  put  by  the  lessons,  and  let  us 
have  a  little  conversation.     You  are  not  so  old  as  I  am,  Julia^  I  think?" 

*'  Perhaps  I  am/'    And'  she  named  her  age. 

^*  Ah  I  then  you  are  abonfe  a  year  oldar;  And  you  have  lived  in.  the 
prason  all  your  )i£a  V* 

^Tea;  that  is,  so  long  as  I  can  remember;  thoi^  my  fiidiersaya  I 
was  not  bom  here." 

'^  Have  you  ever  been  out  of  London,  and  seen  Aa  gpnen  fields  ^ 

^^  Never — stay.  I  was  once,  many  years  ago,  on  fadiar's  birthday,,  as 
jGftr  as  Hampstead.  I  can  only  recollect  the  scene  as  bongmost  beaudful ; 
the  heath  so  wide,  and  the  hills  so  fiir  away,  aa  nrach  in  the  sky  as  upon 
the  earth ;  then  London,  with  so<  many  towers,  and  huge  St.  Paid's 
above  all  the  others^  spread  out  at  our  &et  covered  with  smoke^  but  it 
was  so  still  that  not  a  sound  travelled  to  us  ;  and  I  could  scaroely  believe 
that  down  yonder  all  the  bustle  of  life,  the  whirl  of  coaches,  and  the 
shouts  of  the  people,  were  still  going  forward.  Ah!  that  wns  astiikiii)^ 
acene — a  rich,  verdant  prospect;  fbr  there  were  clumps  of  trees,  too, 
elbse  Inr — trees  as  tall,  I  suppose,  aa  St  Dnnstan's  tower  in  Fleet-street 
I  wonder  if  there  is  another  scene  so  fine  as  Hampstead  in  Envland  ?" 

Hester  smiled  at  the  siraplicily  of  bar  pupil,  and  patted  her  on  her 
cheek. 
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^^  There  are  scenes  nearly  as  fine,  I  dare  say,  in  a  few  oiher  places ; 
and  I  hope,  one  day,  you  will  see  them,  Julie." 

Hester  looked  at  the  girl  earnestly  for  some  time  without  speaking, 
and  there  was  something  unusual  and  piercing  in  her  scrutiny. 

"  Julie,"  she  said  at  length,  '^  it  may  he  only  a  fimcy  of  mine,  but 
your  voice  reminds  me  forcibly  of  one  who  is  yery  dear  to  me." 

The  interest  of  the  turnkey's  daughter  was  excited. 

<<  Your  words  give  me  great  pleasure.  I  am  glad  that  I  resemble  in 
any  slight  thing  those  you  love." 

*'  The  dear  person  I  mean  is  my  mother." 

'^Alas!  poor  lady  I"  said  Julie,  ''my  fftther  has  told  me  where 
she  is." 

"  Yes,  she  is  still  in  the  asylum,"  observed  Hester,  with  a  deep  sigh. 
''  But  another  word,  Julie.  More  than  one  person  here  has  told  me 
that  there  is  a  likeness  between  yourself  and  me." 

The  poor  child  of  seclusion  and  lowly  birth,  who  was  fully  conscious 
that  she  was  not  handsome,  while  Hester  appeared  in  her  eyes  the  type 
of  all  perfection,  sprang  up  and  laughed.  Unbelief  was  expressed  in  her 
laughter,  yet  joy  too.  That  she  resembled  the  beautiful  lady  before  her, 
seemed  a  thing  utterly  impossible;  yet  even  for  a  distant  and  funt 
shadow  of  Hester's  loveliness  to  be  reflected  on  her,  filled  her  heart  with 
pleasurable  emotions. 

''  1  like  you,  Miss  Somerset  ? — no,  no.  How  could  such  a  notion 
enter  people's  heads  ?  I  have  seen  in  print-shops  drawings  of  the  grace- 
ful rich-coloured  tulip,  though  I  never  beheld  a  real  one,  and  of  the 
hedge-side  primrose.  They  are  both  flowers,  but,  oh!  the  difference 
between  one  and  the  other  I — such  are  we  I" 

"  I  can  tell  you,  then,  the  primrose  is  the  worthier  flower  of  the  two. 
K  the  tulip  have  some  advantages  in  form  and  colour,  the  sister  flower 
has  a  sweet  perfume,  tiiat  renders  her  the  most  welcome  among  all  the 
flowers  of  spring." 

Pleasure  shone  in  the  glistening  eyes  of  her  whose  heart  was  all 
humility ;  and  Julie,  in  the  ardour  of  the  moment,  would  have  embraced 
Hester,  but  the  consciousness  of  her  position,  little  removed  from  tiiat 
of  a  menial  servant,  held  her  back.  She  knelt,  however,  and  kissed 
again  her  companion's  dress,  and  even  ventured  to  press  her  hand  to 
her  lips.  Hester  looked  at  her  thoughtfully,  and  seemed  to  watch  her 
emotions  with  deep  interest. 

"Julie,"  she  said,  much  moved  by  the  betrayal  of  her  artiess  affection, 
''  I  feel  an  interest  in  you  which  I  cannot  account  for.  This  distance 
must  not  exist  between  us ;  if  your  fether  is  poor,  mine  is  equally  so." 

^*  But  he  is  a  gentleman,  and  you  were  bom  a  lady.     I  am  nothing." 

"  Speak  not  in  this  way.     In  spite  of  external  circumstances,  is  not 
your  soul  as  good  and  as  worthy  as  mine  ?" 
*  "  No,  not  so  exalted — not  so  good." 

'*  Our  spirits  are  attracted  to  each  otiier,  Julie ;  our  sympathies  are  the 
same;  tiiere  is  a  bond  between  us — ^the  holy  bond  of  Nature :  then  let 
there  be  no  reserve,  no  cold  and  humble  distance  shown  by  you.  We 
must  be  friends,  and  thus  I  would  embrace  you." 

Hester  drew  the  girl  towards  her  in  a  fond  endearing  manner ;  but 
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the  latter,  though  trembling  with  delight,  still  considered  the  act  too 
great  a  condescension  on  the  part  of  her  companion.  She  shrank,  and 
would  remain  on  her  knees  ;  called  Hester  her  mistress,  whom  she  would 
serre  so  long  as  her  life  endured ;  and  as  her  face  was  uplifted,  it  was 
covered  with  tears — ^that  pale  face  thus  resembling  the  lowly  flower 
before  named,  the  sweet  colourless  primrose,  when  bathed  in  the  spark- 
ling dews  of  morning. 

Chapter  YI. 

hesteb  somebsbt  hib  txtbnxd  8choolmi8tsesb — a  scbks  at 

doctobs'  commons. 

But  Hester  must  not  remain  inactive.  The  daus^hter  of  the  impri 
soned  man  has  a  great  task  before  her,  little  of  which  she  has  yet  per- 
formed. Naturally  hopeful  and  energetic  was  that  young  firagile  being, 
and  not  one  to  be  crusned  or  overcome  by  past  disappointments.  The 
mouse  performing  what  the  lion  could  not ;  dripping  water  wearing  the 
stone ;  the  tiny  coral  insect  building,  with  its  fellows,  the  broad  islands- 
all  offered  her  lessons,  inculcated  perseverance,  and  bade  her  heart  never 
despair.  Before  her,  in  the  night  of  coming  years,  there  shone  a  star.  It 
burned  brightly  on  'the  eye  of  fancy — it  was  the  star  of  her  father^s 
freedom — a  freedom  to  be  won  by  her  own  exertions. 

Anxious  to  elude  the  persecutions  of  Pike  and  Hartley,  Hester  aban- 
doned her  lodgings  in  fleet-lane  ;  and  she  hoped  to  succeed  in  keeping 
her  next  residence  a  profound  secret  from  them ;  for  the  solitary  unpro- 
tected girl  found  she  was  no  match  for  the  wily  attorney  of  St.  Mary  Axe. 
Still  she  resolved  to  be  near  her  £ftther,  or  to  live  at  least  within  ten 
minutes'  walk  of  the  Fleet  Prison.  Accordingly  we  find  her  located  in 
a  little  square  in  the  vicinity  of  Doctors'  Commons.  The  building  called 
Wardrobe-place,  though  surrounded  by  a  multitude  of  small  labyrinthine 
streets,  is  in  itself  singularly  retired.  It  boasts  four  stunted  lime-trees, 
an  extreme  luxury  in  this  close  and  dusty  region  ;  and  a  lamp  stands  at 
each  extremity  of  the  place. 

And  what  did  Hester  here  ?  So  much  pleasure  had  she  taken,  and 
still  experienced,  in  the  tuition  of  Julie,  that,  by  a  natural  liifkiDg  of 
ideas,  she  conceived  the  notion  of  extending  that  pleasure,  and  converting 
it  into  a  source  of  profit.  She  would  open  a  school — a  day-school  for  an 
unlimited  number  of  children.  J£  success  should  attend  the  undertaking, 
an  income  might  be  the  result  beyond  anything  her  hopes  had  yet  anti- 
cipated ;  and  dien  what  a  march,  she  reasoned,  might  be  made  towards 
the  go^  of  her  great  design. 

The  plan  had  scarcely  been  conceived,  before  Hester,  ever  prompt  and 
decisive^  was  prepared  to  carry  it  out 

We  see  her  now  in  her  pretty  attixe,  always  genteel  though  never 
showy,  tripping  through  the  streets  in  and  around  Doctors'  Commons. 
Her  reticule  hangs  on  her  arm,  and  its  jpink  recesses  contain  her  circulars, 
setting  forth  her  address,  the  nature  of  the  intended  tuition,  terms,  and 
other  necessary  items.  These  she  leaves  at  divers  houses  where  families 
reside.      The  locality,  with  the  exception  of  the  law-offices,  is  low,  and 
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niparently  colonked  by  a  Ttdgar  class  iof  people;  yet  it  is  Temaricably 
abundant  in  children;  &ey  are  seen  tin  levery  oonier,  every  alley,  and 
almost  «iery  doorwi^.  The  foggy  atmospkere  enooxnpasdng  the  distriot 
eoMrcises  aniinfluence  'fEDronrable  to  thetoomniand,  ^inosease  andimilti- 
ply ;''  and  the  philosophy  of  MaHhns,  witii  his  population-restrioting 
Lbhw,  seems  here  especially  to  be  held  in^seom. 

Hester's  gentle  manners  and  pleasing  appearance  went  &r  in  her 
favour.  The  people  in  the  neighl)ourhood  of  this  ancient  seat  of  law, 
though  of  humble  pretensions,  are  not , generally  needy;  many,  therefore, 
in  a  brief  time,  sent  their  children  to  the  young  lady's  school,  and  Hes- 
ter soon  had  l^e  satiafaotioA  of  BBeiDgwmiid;her  an  incraanngmd  pro- 
mising establishment.  Arduous  >may^be4he  dvties,  and  frequently  trying 
the  position  of  those  who  teach  the  young;  but  toil  was  a  delight  to  the 
indmtigable  dan^hier  of  Somerset,  when  it  promised  to  lead  to  the 
desired  end. 

It  is  mooming ;  the  woman  of  the  house  prepares  Hester's  breakfast ; 
sod,  that  finished,  frerfi  and  happy  she  hurries  to  the  school-room  on  the 
ground  floor,  to  make  veady  for  the  arrival  of  the  dhildren.  Meantimei 
Julie  comes  from  the  prison  to  help  her  in  her  mormng'«  task,  for  this  the 
turnkey's  daughter  insists  on  doing;  the  latter  removes  the  forms  and 
chairs,  and,  a  broom  in  her  little  hand,  '^  sweeps  the  room."  In  defianoe 
of  Hester  s  wishes,  Julie  is  still  the  servant,  and  will  hear  of  nothing 
else.  At  nine  o'clock  flodc  in  the  children,  and  then  comnoenoe  the  huzz, 
the  stamping  of  small  feet,  and  all  the  nameless  disagreeables  of  a  prepa- 
ratory ^cmooL  A  -continiiaBoe  of  this,  hour  after  hour,  might  well  weary 
the  refined  and  gentle  spirit  of  the  teacher ;  but  Hester  is  never  wea- 
ried ;  one  thought -supports  her,  one  idea  sheds  light  and  glory  over  her 
apparently  irksome  occupation,  and  her  heart  overflows  with  happiness. 

At  Ave,  the  duties  terminate  for  the  day,  and  then  she  hastens  to  her 
fiither  in  the  Fleet.  There  she  talks  to  him,  cheers  his  lonely  houiB  by 
her  anecdotes,  or  reads  aloud  some  amusing  book  ;  and  thus  the  mined 
man,  amidst  his  misfortunes,  experiences  consolation. 

Spirit  of  social  intercourse!  spirit  of  love  I  there  is  no  phase,  however 
barren  and  dark,  in  this  our  changeful  existence,  but  ye  have  the  power 
to  brighten.  Ye  can  render  poverty  endurable ;  ye  can  remove  the  crush- 
ing load  from  the  shoulders  of  crippled  misery  ;  ye  can  call  up  smflesof 
peace  and  resigiurtion  on  the  hollow  -cheek  of  wan  disease  ;  in  the  <^am- 
ber  of  death  ye  are  still  angels,  fiBing  the  dying  with  hope,  and  pointing 
to  a  reunion  whose  duration  shall  be  eternity. 
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The  ardour  of  opinioD,  the  rancour  of  sectarianism,  the  religious 
pride  and  8elf-«ifficiency  of  the  Americans,  are  o»*tain]  j  better  adopted 
tor  the  **  noveF*  than  §or  serious  portraiture.  Open  emmtj  to  all  noli- 
aess  or  righteousness  is  a  yery  deplorable  thing,  but,  as  far  as  our  own 
experience  goes,  we  never  saw  such  enmity  characterised  by  the  jealousy, 
hatred,  and  contempt,  that  is  borne  to  one  anoAer  by  different  sects  of 
so«oi^ed  Christians.  But  it  is  one  thing  to  know  and  to  feel  thb  melan* 
dioly  fact,  it  is  another  to  depict  it  As  £ur  bade  as  the  days  of  Thomas 
k  Kempis,  the  pious  old  man  recorded,  t^t  as  often  as  he  mingled  in  the 
eoir^ny  of  men  he  came  out  of  it  less  humanised  than  he  went  in. 
Averse,  upon  principle,  to  theological  novels,  still  it  has  always  struck 
«  that  the  neld  was  one  full  ai  promise  to  the  satirist — ^nowhere  so 
much  as  in  the  land  where  those  arch-pious  Puritans  dwell,  who 
would  make  of  earth  a  paradise,  and  of  all  its  inhabitants  saints.  The 
anthOT  of  ^'  Alban  "*  has  hit  off  this  class  admirably.  The  pre-eminent 
boauty  of  the  young  ladies  of  Yarmouth  is  united  to  '^  an  air  of  saint* 
like  beauty  and  heavenly  peace ;"  the  *'  spiritual  style  of  female  loveli- 
ness'' is  throughout  spoken  of  as  the  only  diing.  The  men  are  all  "kind 
fiithers,  admirable  citizens,  patriots,  and  saints." 

**  Who  are  the  godfather  and  godmother?'*  whispered  an  English  middv, 
who,  with  fais  other  brother  officers,  happened  to  be  present  at  Albaos 
baptism. 

**  Them  are  the  parents,"  was  the  reply,  accompanied  with  an  expression  of 
pity ;  **  we  don't  have  nothing  of  that  kind  you  said/* 

Tlien  again  a  domestic  scene : 

•*  Have  you  been  to  church  to-day,  Mr.  Harvey,  or  to  meeting?"  suddenly 
asked  old  Mr.  Atherton. 

**  To  meeting,  madam,  in  the  morning,**  said  the  officer. 

^  Ah !  then  you  saw  my  grandson  christened?*'  broke  in  the  old  lady,  with 
animation. 

**  Saw  him  baptised,  you  mean,  ma  I"  said  young  Miss  Atherton,  faintly,  and 
with  a  slight  winning  smile  of  remonstrance. 

*'  No,  child,  I  mean  christened.  Is  not  that  what  you  call  it  at  home,  in  old 
England,  Mr.  Harvey  ?** 

*'  Baptised  or  christened,  madam,  is  the  same,  I  have  always  understood," 
said  the  lieutenant. 

Miss  Atherton*s  lip  curled,  but  she  did  not  look  up  from  her  book. 

*'  How  did  you  like  the  name  ?*'  pursued  tlie  old  lady,  with  a  courteous  but 
sarcastic  air. 

Harvey  said  "he  thought  it  a  very  good  name,**  and  Miss  Atherton*s  lip 
curled  again. 

The  handsome  young  English  officer  was  foolish  enough  to  propose  to 
lihis  beautiful  but  superalious  damsel,  and  met  with  the  answer  he  might 
have  anticipated : 

"  You  know  my  principles,  Lieutenant  Harvey.  I  cannot  reconcile  it  to  my 
conscience  to  marry  one  who  is  not  a  Christian.*' 

"Not  a  Christian,  Miss  Atherton!  My  God!  do  you  Uke  me  for  an 
infidel  T 

*  Alban.   A  Tale.   By  the  Author  of ''Lady  Alice."    3  vds.    Collmm  and  Co* 
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**  Oh,  DO,  not  an  infidel,  sir ;  but  you  do  not  so  much  as  beliere  in  that 
change  of  heart  which  we  think  necessary  to  make  a  real  Christian.  I  always 
resolved,**  added  she-^and  her  delicate  profile  looked  firmness  itself— "I 
alwa}  s  resolved  never  to  marry  any  but  a  Uhristian." 

Apart  from  the  admirable  sketches  of  society,  and  of  the  tone  of  feel- 
ing and  manners  of  American  Congregationalists,  the  life  of  "Alban 
Atherton"  has  a  great  purpose  in  view.     This  imaginary  biography  is 
written  to  show  that  a  man  of  free  and  active  mind  must,  if  brought  up 
in  a  false  faitfi,  ever  seek  for  truth  with  restlessness  and  disquietude. 
If  he  find  only  erroneous  principles  to  rest  on — ^if  he  feel  the  ground 
move  under  his  feet^  he  will  change  his  position  every  moment,  will 
leap  from  error  to  error,   and  precipitate  himself  from  one  abyss  to 
another.     Such  is  the  life  of  Alban.     As  a  boy,  he  learned  that  at  Yar- 
mouth the   Church  of  the  family  was  Congregationalist,  but  in  New 
York  it  was  Presbyterian,  and  ^^  his  young  soul  beg^n  to  puzzle  over 
this  mysterious  diversity."     New  families  must  have  a  pride  in  some- 
thing—  in   the   Old  World  it  is  generally  worldly  position — ^in   the 
New,  it  attaches  itself  to  the  high  religious  character  of  ancestry.     So 
young  Alban  became  a  **  professor,"  and  led  in  prayer  before  he  was 
twelve  years  of  age — a  period  between  wliich  and  sixteen  an  American 
becomes  a  man.     Occasional  slips  from  spiritual  to  mundane  affairs,  in 
the  company  of  '^  cousin  Jane"  and  the  servants  PoUy  and  Maggie, 
amusingly  diversify  the  first  religious  trials.     Alban's  being  one  of  the 
select,  '*  a  member  of  the  Church,"  and  a  "  professor,"  only  involved 
him  in  persecution  at  New  Haven  College,  whither  he  proceeded  from  the 
conversions,  revivals,  and  backslidings  of  Babylon  ;  nor  did  he  fail  soon, 
with  his  active  mind,  to  become  infected  with  what  his  sect  called  '*  the 
heretical  theology  of  New  Haven."     Alban  became,  in  fact,  an  Episco- 
palian.    The  first  step  taken,  change  followed  change,  and  we  have  to 
proceed  with  our  hero  through  almost  all  the  denominations  of  Christi- 
anity, through  an  endless  number  of  really  clever,  but  somewhat  Jesuiti- 
cally  expressed,  religious  doubts  and  discussions,  diversified,  as  at  the  onset, 
by  the  company  of  young  American  ladies,  as  disting^shed  for  their 
theological  learning,   and  their  talents  for  polemics,  as  they  are  pre- 
eminent over  all  the  other  children  of  Adam  for  beauty.     We  need 
not  say  that  the  end  is  Romanism.     That  is  the  haven  of  all  waver- 
ing faiths,    and   besides,  Alban  would  not   have  suited  the  year  of 
our  Lord,   1851,   if  it  had   any  other  denouement.      Some  one  may 
say  the  whole  work  was   written   for    the    sake  of  the  conclusion  it 
arrives  at.     Of  that  we  know  nothing.     The  Romanist  holds  a  formi- 
dable weapon  in  his  hand.     All  other  denominations  of  Christians  are 
left  more  or  less  to  the  vaciUations  and  incertitudes  of  reason;  the 
Roman  Church  depends  upon  faith  and  authority  alone.     Dr.  Newman 
would  go  so  far  as  to  insist  that  if  we  believe  in  the  mysteiy  of  mysteries 
—the  incarnation — we  must  accept  all  the  miracles  of  the   Komish 
Church.     It  is  the  old  struggle  of  reason  against  hierarchical  assump- 
tion.    Better  Protestantism,   with  all  its  diversities,  its  divisions,  its 
sectarianisms,  its  heart-burnings,  and  its  vanities,  than  the  prostration  of 
the  intellect  to  the  assumed  infallibility  of  a  few.     The  one,  at  least, 
holds  out  the  chances  of  a  better  state  of  things ;  the  latter  is  an  intel- 
lectual and  religious  immolation. 
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To  redeem  the  memory  of  ^^  the  brave  and  gentle  Presbyterians  of 
1665"  from  the  obloquy  too  frequently  cast  upon  the  early  English 
Nonconformists,  has  been  the  object  of  the  eloquent  and  pathetic  author 
of  the  volume  which  we  now  take  up.*  The  biographer  of  ''Mrs. 
«  Margaret  Maitland"  has  claims  upon  every  reader^s  attention,  and 
''Caleb  Field"  is  a  work  that  on  many  accounts  justifies  the  praise 
bestowed  upon  its  predecessors.  We  have  the  same  tender  sentiments, 
the  same  flow  of  language,  delineation  of  character,  as  just  and  local 
description,  as  accurate  as  before — everything,  in  short,  that  depends  for 
its  charm  on  purity  of  thought  and  refinement  of  style.  The  subject, 
too,  in  spite  of  its  being  one  already  well  used,  is  an  attractive  one,  and, 
with  the  purpose  which  she  had  in  view,  the  author  of  "  Caleb  Field" 
has  not  fsdlen  short  of  her  attempt  to  impart  a  strong  feeling  of  interest 
for  the  resolute,  suffering,  high-minded  men,  who  sought  and  endured 
even''  persecution  for  the  Word's  sake. 

Vet,  with  all  these  aids  towards  the  making  of  a  story  of  interest,  the 
book — as  a  work  of  fiction — is  a  failure ;  and  chiefly  for  the  reason  that 
it  can  hardly  be  said  to  have  any  story  at  all.  It  is,  moreover,  deficient 
altogether  in  incident,  and  apart  from  some  well-drawn  portraiture,  with 
here  and  there  a  dash  of  bright  colour  thrown  in — the  history  of  what 
befel  the  pious  Caleb  Field  and  his  self-devoted  daughter  Edith,  during 
the  stirring  times  of  the  great  plague  of  London,  is  but  a  narrative  of 
the  tamest  kind. 

To  grapple  with  a  theme  so  vast  and  fearful  as  the  moral  and  physical 
features  of  a  pestilence,  engendering  crime  and  waking  horror  at  every 
step  in  its  fell  progress,  requires  the  genius  of  a  Defoe,  or  the  wonderful 
descriptive  power  of  him  who  wrote  "Old  St.  Paul's;"  with  all  her 
ability,  the  author  of  "  Caleb  field"  is  unequal  to  a  task  of  this  magni- 
tude, and,  but  that  she  lacked  a  scene  wherein  to  display  the  enduring 
heroism  of  her  actors^  she  had  better  have  avoided  that  which  inevitably 
suggests  a  dangerous  comparison.  This  "Tale  of  the  Puritans"  is 
simply  a  passage  in  the  wrongs  they  underwent  at  the  hands  of  the  un- 
grateful monarch,  when  they  were  prohibited  from  the  exercise  of  their 
ministry  at  the  commencement  of  his  reign,  and  the  severe  restriction, 
known  as  "  The  Act  of  Uniformity,"  is  here  made  coincident  with  the 
Great  Plague,  to  afford  opportunity  for  the  display  of  the  most  heroic 
self-denial  and  contempt  of  danger  in  the  cause  of  humanity  and  spiritual 
salvation.  Caleb  Field  is  a  non-conforming  clergyman,  expelled  from 
the  care  of  his  flock,  and  menaced  by  the  heaviest  penalties  of  the  law 
if  he  preaches  that  £uth  to  which  he  has  devoted  every  energy  of  his 
existence.  He  has  confided  his  only  daughter,  Edith,  a  young  and 
beaudful  girl  in  the  first  dawn  of  womanhood,  to  the  care  of  a  Cumber- 
land shepherd's  family,  while  he  wanders  about  the  land  in  the  perilous 
endeavour  to  preach  the  Word  wherever  he  can  find  hearers,  however 
few  their  number.  Caleb  Field  suddenly  learns  that  the  plague  has 
made  its  appearance  in  London  and  its  environs,  and  that  all — the  court, 
the  nobles,  the  clergy,  and  the  wealthier  inhabitants — ^are  flying  in 
afiright  from  the  doomed  city.  Amongst  them,  he  hears,  is  the  con- 
forming clergyman,  who  succeeded  himself  at  Hampstead  when  his  own 

*  Caleb  Field.    A  Tale  of  tbe  Poritans .    B7  the  anthor  of  "  Passages  in  the 
Life  of  Mrs.  Margaret  Maitland,"  <"  Merkland,*'  &c    London:  Golbum  and  Co. 
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exptdaion  took  place.  He  has  i«0olved,  tlierefore,  at  everj  hazard  of 
liberty  and  life,  to  retam  to  bis  flock,  and  save  them  from  the  eptritiial 
&mtiie  which  otherwiee  awaits  them. 

His  great  struggle  is  how  to  leyeal  his  purpose  to  his  dai]^hter,  how 
part  with  her  when  the  tale  is  told ;  he  fears  the  excess  oi  her  love  and 
setf-devotion,  and  rightly  feara  it,  for  ELdith,  undeterred  by  his  aiguraents, 
or  rather  fortified  by  stronger  aigumeats  of  her  own,  detomines  to  ao* 
company  him  to  the  scene  of  his  dangerous  labour.  The  plague  is  the 
ordcwl  through  which  both  ace  destined  to  pais,  and  they  do  so  un- 
scathed and  triumphantly,  the  narrative  affording  scope  £or  the  develop- 
ment of  the  most  exalted  and  self-denying  virtue,  but  lad&ing,  as  we  have 
already  said,  the  vanety  of  incident  and  fercible  expression  necessary  t(» 
convey  a  true  picture  of  the  horrible  reality.  We  shall  not  enter  into  a 
polemic  with  tbe  author,  or  we  might  hint  that  the  ^'gentle  martyrs'* 
were  rather  more  absolute  in  their  doctrine  than  her  pages  would  seem  to 
imply,  and  that  they  aimed  at  a  supremacy  which  fell  little  short  of  that 
exercised  by  any  establishments  In  proof  of  this,  we  need  scarcely  go 
further  than  Baxter*s  Autobiography.  The  individual  specimens  of  the 
Presbyterian  ministry  who  are  introduced  in  ^*  Caleb  Field,"  are>  however, 
bright  examples  of  the  class  who  adhered  with  so  much  pasave,  yetxeso- 
lute,  courage  to  a  persecuted  feith. 

We  turn  now  from  the  Actual  to  the  Ideal^  from  scenes  of  soirow  and 
suffering,  such  as  living  men  have  witnessed,  to  the  terrible  and  gloomy 
dreams  of  a  writer  who  rests  his  chief  daim  to  notice  upon  the  strengA  of 
a  powerful  imagination. 

^'  Hamon  and  Catar"*  is  a  stoiy  of  die  antediluvian  period,  when  the 
world  was  scantly  peopled,  but  when  the  germs  of  all  the  passions  that 
agitate  the  human  heart  had  already  began  to  expand.  The  narrator  of 
the  tale  is  no  other  than  Cain,  the  accursed  of  the  Lord,  a  part  of  whose 
heavy  punishment  it  was  to  witness  in  his  undying,  outcast  conditkm,  the 
dreadful  penalty  which  his  crime  had  entailed  upon  all  the  sons  of  Adanu 
The  history  of  Cain's  doomed  condition,  which  forms  the  prologue  to  the 
eventful  narrative,  presents  a  grand  and  awful  picture  of  the  oune  by 
which  he  had  been  smitten,  and  is  sustained  by  a  vigour  <^  language  and 
power  oi  imagery  which  accord  but  too  well  with  the  terrible  theme. 

In  the  course  of  his  wanderings  the  first  murderer  has  founded  the  first 
mty,  called  after  his  son  ^^  Enoch,"  from  whoioe  he  is  driven  fordi  by  his 
own  children,  and,  after  years  of  indescribable  woe,  he  returns  to  the  spot 
to  witness  the  struggle  between  the  two  races,  whose  mutual  animosity 
spiang  from  his  own  guilt.  He  is  the  invisible  spectator  of  the  y^ 
early  debasement  and  degeneracy  of  man,  but — ^momentary  consolation 
in  the  midst  of  his  pain— -he  is  ako  a  witness  to  much  that  is  great  and 
noble  in  the  character  imd  conduct  of  his  descendants. 

The  key-note  of  the  story  of  ''  Hamon  and  Catar"  is  the  umversid 
abhorrence  of  murder  amongst  the  diildien  of  Enoch ;  and  the  fortunes 
of  Ctttar,  the  leader  of  that  race,  are  made  dependent  on  his  freedom 
firom  that  eome  in  the  midst  of  the  warfisae  with  the  sons  of  Beth. 
Catar,  at  the  height  of  human  glory,  loves  and  is  beloved  by  Anna,  the 
only  daughter  of  Formen,  the  chief  of  the  Elders,  with  whom  his  achieve- 

•»  Hamon  andCatar,  or  the  Two  Bases.  A  Tale.  London.  Simpkiii,  Marshall, 
and  Co.    1661. 
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meate  have  now  associated  him ;  bat  the  golden  vision  of  happiness  is 
douAsd  all  too  soon  by  the  jealousy  instilled  by  a  false  friend,  Grondary 
who,  workiDg  for  his  own  ends,  d^ounces  a  rival  in  Akan,  the  captive 
of  Catar^s  bow  and  spear.  In  vain  Hamon,  the  dearer  friend  of  Gatar, 
labours  to  dear  away  the  apparent  myst«y  of  Anna's  conduct ;  in  vain 
he  shows  him  that  Akan  is  her  Ibster-brotner,  and  not  her  secret  lover; 
the  suspicions  sown  by  Grondar,  and  the  evil  counsel  which  follows,  prevail 
over  Catar's  better  nature,  and  murder,  the  abhocnd  crime,  becomes  the 
fated  issue — ^the  victim  being  Akan ;  the  murderer,  Catar.  To  save 
himself  £pom  the  consequenoes  of  the  evil  deed,  he  is  compelled  to  coun- 
tenance the  belief  that  Hamon  is  the  guilty  one — Hamon,  who  in  the 
murdered  Akan,  had  found  his  own  brother,  and  who  in  the  tomult  of 
his  soul  had  fled  to  the  Sethites,  his  own  tribe,  on  discovering  the  mur- 
dever  in  his  firiend. 

Prom  this  point  commences  the  strife  between  ^  the  two  races."  We 
do  not  follow  the  story  further,  being  unwilling  to  mar  its  har  propor- 
tions by  a  meagre  outline ;  but  we  are  bound  to  say  that  in  its  develop- 
ment occur  passages  of  the  greatest  beauty,  in  which  evefy  fibre  of  the 
heart  is  stiired. 

From  the  nature  of  the  subject  it  is  probable  that  this  work  is  a  coup 
€ras8ai  ;  a  writer  of  longer  experience  wonld,  we  think,  have  diosen  a 
period  nearer  to  the  sympathies  of  the  present  time.  But  our  augury 
nom  this  is  highly  favourable,  for  the  author  who  can  awaken  so  much 
inteiest  in  the  events  of  an  antediluvian  age,  must  be  oertain  of  success 
when  he  deals  with' events  tiiat  claim  kindred  with  more  recent,  if  not 
more  romantic,  assoriations. 

From  our  earliest  days,  when  Bitson,  and  Percy,  Scott,  Lewis,  and 
Soathey,  were  our  fioniliar  friends,  we  have  welcomed  the  ballad-gatherer 
and  the  ballad-writer,  and  in  these  later  times,  let  us  not  scan  the  in- 
terval too  closely,  we  have  made  fellowship  with  Motherwell  and  Look« 
hart,  Longfellow  and  Macaulay.  We  have  now  to  add  another  friend  to 
the  Est  in  the  person  of  Mr.  George  Thombnry,  whose  volume  greets  us 
with  its  ballads  of  the  New  World  and  the  Old.* 

Mr.  Thombury  has  flung  himself  headlong  into  the  current  of  the  ro- 
mantic Past,  and  like  Schiller's  diver — of  whose  legend  he  has  given  an 
admirable  version — ^he  rises  from  its  depths  with  a  gulden  beaker  filled  to 
the  brim  mth  ballad  lore.  Mr.,  Ihombury  says  of  his  own  work  that  it 
isa «'  snndl  unchased  casket,  full  of  pebbles  that  might  have  been  gathered 
by  any ;"  but,  pebbles  though  they  be,  every  stone  is  precnous,  and  it 
needs  no  poetical  lapidary  to  'discover  in  each  a  diamond.  We  are  not 
so  sure  that  the  souroe  from  whence  he  has  galiieied  his  offering  has 
been  "heeded  by  few,"  or  that  he  is  *Hhe  first  digger  in  this  mentdl 
California ;"  for  we  have  oertain  reminisoenoes  of  song,  in  which  Co- 
hnnbns  and  Cortes  were  no  less  the  heroes  than  we  find  then  in  Mr. 
Thombary's  verse.  But  this  is  certun:  we  fasre  nowhen  met  ^liose 
gallant  epirits  in  prouder  am^,  or  moring  tomove  .melodious  music. 

JlHi.  Thornhnry  is  deeply  imbued  with  the  ohivalron  feeUng  of  liw 
-age  whidi  gave  -birth  to  thie  gentleman  whose  adventures  have  inspired 
his  muse.     He  has  oau^  the  tone  df  die  rime,  maA  lendefed  k  back 

•  Lays  and  Legends;  or,  SaUads  of  the  New  World.  Sy  <G.  W.  Thombmy. 
London:  Saunders  and  Otttey.    1651. 
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again  in  most  harmonious  measure ;  eyery  stanza  he  writes  is  a  picture, 
and  the  framework  is  of  gold.  Take  the  story  of  the  great  Columbus, 
his  vast  disoovery,  the  chains  which  were  his  reward ;  take  that  of  Cortes, 
the  victor  of  Tobasoo,  and  the  mourner  on  the  heights  of  Tacuba,  or 
watch  the  daring  soldier  on  his  sorrowful  retreat  from  the  plains  of 
Mexico  af^r  the  death  of  Montezuma ;  take  the  well-told  tale  of  the 
murder  of  Pizarro,  or  the  stirring  narrative  of  the  death  of  old  Carbajal ; 
yet  more,  take  tiie  sad  '<  Procession  of  the  Dead,"  or  the  chivalrous 
''  Descent  of  the  Volcano  ;'*  and  in  each  and  all  of  these  we  find  the  real 
poetic  fire,  the  truth,  the  tenderness,  even  the  homeliness  of  phrase,  which 
constitute  the  true  ballad. 

But  Mr.  Thombury  has  not  cast  his  net  over  the  new  world  only  to 
the  neglect  of  the  old.  The  Fight  of  Hastings,  the  Death  of  Rufus,  and 
many  an  incident  of  the  romance  of  Saxon  and  Welsh  history,  have 
furnished  him  with  the  materials  for  lays  and  legends  of  rare  beauty,  and 
in  his  translations  from  Schiller,  Goethe,  Freiligrath,  and  Riickeert,  he  has 
faithfully  kept  to  the  text,  and  never  departed  f^m  the  spirit  of  his 
originals. 

Everybody  remembers  Captain  Cuttle,  and  hb  inscrutable  friend  the 
commander  of  The  CautLnts  Clara^  whose  name  was  *'  Bunsby,"  but 
which  ''  might  have  been  anything  for  the  matter  of  that,"  so  inscrutable 
was  he.  *^  If  you  was  to  take  and  show  that  man  the  buoy  at  the  Nore," 
observed  Captain  Cuttle  to  Walter  on  one  occasion,  ''  and  ask  his  opinion 
of  it,  he'd  give  you  an  opinion  that  was  no  more  like  that  buoy  than  your 
uncle's  buttons  are."  The  anonymous  author  of  *'  Tales  of  the  Mountains"* 
has  placed  his  work  in  the  predicament  of  Captain  Bunsby  and  his 
opinions.  As  far  as  regards  its  title,  it  *'  might  have  been  anything  for 
the  matter  of  that," — and  touching  the  '<  mountains,"  which  he  has 
made  his  theme,  they  are  no  more  like  mountains  than  uncle  Sol's 
buttons  themselves,  bad  French,  bad  English,  slip-slop  and  conceit,  are 
the  materials  of  which  these  volumes  are  made,  and  he  who  has  read  the 
title-page  and  not  been  condemned  to  undergo  more,  has  had  a  happy 
deliverance. 

It  is  a  relief,  afler  the  platitude  and  nonsense  of  this  twaddling  ^'  moun- 
taineer," to  take  up  a  story  which,  whatever  may  be  the  tendencies  of  the 
writer,  is  at  least  &11  of  human  passion  and  human  interest.  The  hand 
that  gives  us  ''  The  Tutor's  Ward'*|  has  more  than  once  afforded  us  a 
high  degree  of  pleasure,  and  in  the  volumes  which  tell  that  ward's  history 
the  same  hand  has  not  lost  its  cunning. 

John  Forde  is  a  dreamy  student,  whose  heart  has  throbbed  for  one 
unattainable  object — ^the  love  of  a  bright,  beautiful  g^rl,  who  heeded  not 
his  passion,  and  freely  gave  her  hand  to  one  whom  she  herself  idolised. 
With  shattered  hopes  &e  dreamer  drags  on  his  purposeless  life  till  he  is 
roused  to  action  by  the  sudden  apparition  of  her  whose  fair  and  happy 
image  had  never  left  his  thoughts,  and  who  now  comes  to  him  a  hagg^ird, 
heartbroken,  and  dying  woman,  to  prefer  a  last  request  The  husband 
whom  she  had  worshipped  has  ill-requited  her  adoration — a  sceptic,  a 

*  Tales  of  the  Monntains;  or  Sojoams  in  Eastern  Belgium.  London:  Picker* 
mg.    1851. 

t  The  Tutor's  Ward.  A  NoveL  By  the  Author  of  <«WayflGffing  Sketches," 
*<  Use  and  Abuse,"  &c    London:  Colbnm  and  Ck>.    1851. 
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scoffer,  a  sensualist,  a  libertine,  a  callous,  soulless  man  of  the  world — ^he  has 
wronged  her  in  every  way  by  which  wedded  woman  can  suffer  outrage : 
his  cruelty  is  not  merely  lifelong,  it  threatens  to  extend  through  that  of 
her  only  child,  an  in&nt  girl,  to  save  whom  from  the  dreadfnl  fate  of 
being  brought  up  in  purposed  ignorance  of  all  that  is  good  and  holy,  the 
wretched  mother  takes  tne  resolute  step  of  conveying  firom  her  home  to 
place  her  in  the  hands  of  John  Forde,  the  '^  poor,  faithful  friend,"  whose 
enduring  love  is  the  only  stay  on  which  the  dying  woman  can  reckon. 
She  exacts  firom  the  tutor  a  promise  that  he  will  take  the  child  abroad, 
educate  it  as  his  own,  and  only  restore  the  pledge  to  a  maternal  aunt  when 
the  child's  father  shall  be  no  more. 

The  youth  of  JIdillicent  Gray — the  tutor's  ward — ^is  consequently  spent 
in  Provence,  remote  from  all  connexion  with  her  profligate  father,  who 
had  remarried  after  her  mother's  death,  and  forgotten  the  child,  whose 
abduction  had,  at  first,  greatly  annoyed  him.  The  dreamy  existence  of 
MiUicent's  presumed  uncle,  John  Forde,  is  to  her  a  subject  of  endless 
observation,  and  its  cause  a  theme  of  constant  wonder.  She  longs  to 
know  what  is  '*  the  great  good,  the  happiness  in  life,  which  must  be  the 
reason  of  our  living,"  and  to  him,  the  broken-hearted  man,  she  appeals  for 
the  knowledge. 

From  a  conversation' with  John  Forde,  Millicent  Gray  gathered  this 
conviction, — that  the  repose  for  which  her  spirit  so  ardently  craved  was 
to  be  found  in  human  love,  and  on  this  false  foundation  her  life  began. 
Three  years  after  this  incident,  when  JSidlicent  has  reached  the  age  of 
nineteen,  and  has  become  a  beautiful,  accomplished  girl,  but  ignorant  en- 
tirely of  the  world  we  live  in,  her  father  dies,  and  she  is  claimed  by  her 
aunt,  Mrs.  Egerton.    She  parts  finom  her  tutor,  and  returns  to  England. 

MiUicent's  introduction  to  her  newly-discovered  relations  affords  oppor- 
tunity for  the  authoress  to  paint  a  number  of  excellent  portraits.  The 
<'  punctual,  respectable"  Mr.  Egerton ;  her  aunt,  "  the  personification  of 
dignified  propriety  ;**  the  ''  tall  and  fngid"  and  "  unpleasantly  handsome" 
cousin  Anne;  Fanny,  *<with  indistinct  hair  and  indefinite  features,  a 
small  mind  and  a  small  voice ;"  Sophia,  "  decidedly  plain,  short,  thickset, 
and  able-bodied,"  whose  especial  vocation  was  the  improvement  of  the 
mind,  and  who  had  written  a  book  called  ''  Hints  to  Bishops ;"  Charles 
Egerton,  the  ^'  studiously  elegant"  elder  son ;  and  Arthur,  his  ungainly 
brother ;  all  are  admirably  drawn.  In  the  midst  of  this  &mily  her  lot  is 
cast,  and  in  their  society  to  seek  for  that  "  human  love"  to  which  she 
looked  for  the  colouring  of  her  existence.  How  she  sought  and  found  it^ 
after  treachery  and  rivalry  had  done  their  worst— no,  not  their  worst,  the 
catastrophe  is  yet  to  be  told, — ^the  author's  pages  must  reveal,  for  we  will 
not  analyse  further. 

The  repentance  of  Arthur,  the  "  unwilling  (?)  murderer,"  and  the 
placid  death  of  Millicent,  who  finally  anchors  that  love  for  which  she 
lived  on  the  Rock  of  Ages,  closes  this  interesting  novel,  of  which  we 
may  safely  say  that  we  have  recently  met  with  nothing  of  its  kind  that 
has  more  excited  our  attention,  or  better  repaid  the  time  which  we  have 
devoted  to  its  perusal* 
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CUBA  AND  THE  SLAVE  STATES. 

Afieb  the  signal  fiuiure  of  two  separate  attempts  made  by  piratical 
adrenturen  from  the  southera  states  of  the  Union  to  bring  about  the 
aimezation  of  Cuba  by  revolution  and  anafchy,  and  after  so  disastrous 
fr  termination  to  these  buocaneefing  assaults  upon  the  largest^  the  most 
wealthy,  and  most  prosperous  island  of  the  West  Indies,  a  few  woids 
will  not  be  out  of  place  in  reference  to  an  idand  littie  known  to  many 
except  as  the  maricetfor  Cubas  and  Havannahs)  more  especially  as  regards 
its  political  and  social  relations  to  the  southern,  or  bIbiv^  states  of  America 
— a  party  thrown  for  a  moment  by  the  tide  of  OTonte  into  a  peaceful  atti- 
tude, but  who  will  not  the  less  wait  and  watch  for  diat  opportunity  which 
Aey  deem  must  present  itsel£  '*  She  will  come  to  us  in  good  time,"  says 
one,  picking  up  a  crumb  of  comfint  from  amidst  multiple  disaster.  "If 
the  question  of  the  annexation  of  Cuba  should  be  thrown  into  our  presi- 
dential election  next  year,"  says  another,  "  as  it  vaaw  be,  and  if  die  party 
who  espouses  it  should  become  dominant,  the  questmn  will  assome  a  new 
and  more  importsnt  shape,  and  be  solved  in  a  very  short  time."  This, 
after  the  ignominious  execution  of  Liopez,  and  the  destruction  or  difr- 
persion  of  the  whole  of  his  piratical  band. 

The  island  of  Cuba  extends  fixim  73  deg.  50  min.  to  85  deg.  30  min. 
west  longitude,  and  from  east  to  west.  Ite  form  is  so  curved,  that  it  lies^ 
although  narrow,  between  20  deg.  20  min.  and  19  deg.  40  min.  north 
latitode.  It  is  about  700  miles  long,  but  not  more  than  70  in  medial 
breadth.  The  westermost  part  of  Cuba  nearly  ^uts  in,  with  tiie  northoti 
shore  of  Yucatan,  and  the  western  coast  of  Florida,  that  immense  basin 
known  by  the  name  of  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.  It  is,  indeed,  thought  that 
Cape  Catoche^  in  Yucatan,  and  tiie  northrwestem  headland  of  Cuba,  must 
have  been  formerly  united  by  an  istiunus,  which  has  been  g^rad'ually  worn 
away  by  the  pressure  and  action  of  the  waters  of  the  Carribbean  Seai 
The  pontion  of  Cuba  thus  gives  it  the  command  of  the  Gulf  of  Mexicoy 
by  the  straite  of  Yucatan  and  Florida,  as  well  as  die  navigation 
(tf  die  windward  passage  and  channel  of  Bahamas.  The  fine  hap- 
hour  of  Havannah,  and  some  odier  smaller  ports,  have  ever  ren- 
dered diis  island,  with  these  advantages,  the  most  important  of  the 
West  India  Islands;  particularly  to  Spain,  possessing,  as  she  once  di<i^ 
the  shores  of  the  Mexican  Gulf.  The  Spanish  government,  accoid- 
ingly,  spared  no  expense  in  fortifying  the  Havannah,  on  which  tiiey 
seemed  to  have  placed  their  chief  dependence  for  the  security  of  tiieir 
ultramarine  colonies.  The  entrance  to  the  harbour  is  very  narrow  and 
di£Eicult,  and  is  so  strongly  fortified  in  its  whole  length  as  to  make  it  most 
haaardous  for  an  enemy^s  fleet  to  enter.  On  the  east  is  Moro  Castle,  a 
triangular  work  on  a  high  rock,  mounted  with  forty  pieces  of  heavy 
cannon,  and  having  a  battery  nearly  level  with  the  water.  On  the  west 
is  the  JhtfUOj  a  square  fort,  strongly  built  and  well  supplied  with  artilleiy. 
The  dty  is  surrounded  witii  works,  mounted  with  numerous  heavy  guns ; 
a  square  citadel,  called  El  Fuerte,  is  also  erected  near  the  centre  of  the 
town.  The  importance  of  this  city  and  harbour  has  caused  it  to  be 
repeatedly  attacked ;  it  was  taken,  in  1536,  by  a  French  pirate,  from  whom 
it  was  ransomed ;  it  was  again  taken  by  the  British,  by  the  French,  and 
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Sr  lihe  Bnocsneera,  the  most  memorable  attack  beings  that  executed  by 
e  J^tishy  in  1762,  wben  nine  sail  of  die  line  were  a^tared,  thiee 
more  were  sonk  by  tbe  Spaniards,  and  two  were  burnt.  A  great  many 
merebant  yessek  loaded  witb  Tahiable  cargoes  completed  the  spoil,  wbicl!, 
widi  tbe  merchandise  and  specie  found  in  the  place,  was  supposed  to  amount 
to  3,000,0001.  sterting.  The  city  was  restored  to  Spain  at  the  peace  of 
1763,  since  which  period  the  goyemment  has  been  constantly  employed 
in  increasing  its  strength  and  resources.  The  trade  of  Havannah  is  com«- 
puted  to  amount,  by  importations,  to  2,300,000/.  The  exportations — 
duefly  cigars^  >ugar,  honey,  wax,  and  coffee — ^amount  to  3,000,0001 
The  other  principal  towns  of  Cuba  are  St.  Jago,  Puerto  del  Principe^ 
Bayamo,  Trinidad,  Baltalano,  Santa  Cruz,  Banicoa,  and  Cadiz.* 

Only  about  one-hundredth  part  of  the  island  of  Cuba  is  suroosed  to  be 
imder  a  state  of  cultivation.  A  chain  of  mountains  nms  the  whole  length 
of  the  island,  following,  or  rather  determining,  the  curvature  of  the 
country.  Though  tiiese  mountains  do  not  acquire  any  yery  considerate 
elevation,  they  give  rise  to  numerous  rivers,  which  flow  into  the  ocean  on 
each  side,  and  laey  also  temper  the  heats  of  summer,  the  climate  of  Cuba 
being  considered  as  better  than  that  of  any  other  island  in  the  western  seas, 
excepting  Puerto  Rico.  IVhat  land  is  cultivated  is  celebrated  for  its  fer- 
tility, producing  spices — among  which  are  pepper  and  ginger;  also  cassia, 
manioc,  cacao,  maize^  aloes,  mastic,  sugar,  coffee,  and,  above  all,  tobacco, 
ihe  flavour  of  which  is  superior  to  that  of  any  other  part  of  tiie  world. 
Honey,  wax,  and  copper,  are  also  great  articles  of  export  trade.  Cattie, 
originally  from  Europe,  have  multiplied  so  much  in  Cub%  that  tiiey  have 
become  wild,  and  frequent  in  immense  droves  the  forests  and  savannahs, 
or  marshy  plains ;  they  are  hunted  for  the  sake  of  tiieir  hides  and  tallow, 
which  are  exported  to  a  great  amount.  The  forests  else  abound  in  swine, 
which  have  multiplied  in  a  similar  manner ;  and  the  inhabitants  possess 
large  stocks  of  mules,  horses,  fine  black  cattle,  and  sheep,  all  of  which 
thrive  very  much.  The  woods  consist  diiefly  of  tnnber  of  valuable  quali- 
ties :  the  red  cedar,  oaks,  firs,  palms,  mahogany,  ebony,  lignum  vit®,  and 
woods  producing  aromatic  and  medicinal  gums.  The  rivers  and  coasts 
abound  with  fish,  and  fine  turtles  frequent  the  diaflows. 

Cuba  is  governed  by  a  cmpUaneria  generaU^  or  c»tain-general  of 
Havannah,  whose  jurisdiction,  comprising  also  Puerto  Rico  and  other 
smaller  islands,  is  so  extensive  and  arduous,  during  war  particularly,  that 
he  has  in  tiie  island  fourteen  subordinate  governors^  who  preside  over  as 
many  districts.  An  intoidant  superintends  the  finances  and  commerce 
of  tiie  island,  and  is  subordinate  only  to  the  captain-general.  The  mili- 
taiy  force  is  said  to  consist  chiefly  of  militia,  the  amount  of  which  is  stated 
to  be  about  38,000.  But  there  is  also  a  garrison  of  5000  wdi-trained 
Spanish  soldiers.  The  inhabitants  themselves  consist  of  Europeans  and 
tii^  descendants,  chiefly  Creoles,  and  negroes ;  the  amount  of  the  former 

*  An  old  traveller,  De  Menonville,  writing  of  Havannah,  says:  "  The  view  of 
the  citf  occaaioned  in  me  a  mngnUr  ^notion.  The  cities  of  our  colonies  (the 
Erench)  resemble  nothing  better  than  an  assemblage  of  fishermen's  hats,  con- 
stmcted  in  lines;  but  the  fbrtresses  of  the  Havannah,  its  nmnerous  domes,  its 
1^  steeples,  the  red  tops  of  its  houses,  its  high  and  white  buildings,  all  give  it 
the  appearance  of  an  European  town,  and  poweiftilly  awakened  in  me  the  recol- 
Ificlian  of  mj  beloved  country." 
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being  estimated  at  400,000,  of  the  latter  at  325,000,  or  in  the  proportion 
of  nearly  one-half  negroes,  and  more  than  one-half  coloured  population. 
The  zevenues  are  said  to  amount  to&om  13,000,000/.  to  20,000,000/L 

The  slave  states  of  the  Union,  placed  as  they  are  between  die  anta- 
gonism of  anti-slavery  states  on  the  one  side  and  the  emancipated  blands 
of  the  West  Indies  on  the  other,  have  long  coveted  the  Spanish  West 
Indies,  as  the  stronghold  of  slavery, — as  possessions,  the  holding  of  which 
would  throw  the  balance  of  power  in  the  States  in  the  hands  of  the  slavery 
upholdera — as  with  Hayd  (the  annexation  of  which  would  follow  as  a 
matter  of  course),  the  centre  of  power  in  the  Carribbean  Sea — and  as  the 
most  fertile,  prosperous,  and  productive  rogions  that  approximate  to  their 
own  country.  The  struggles  of  the  slave  and  anti-slave  parties  in  the 
Union  itself  progressing,  mainly  by  the  efforts  of  Mr.  Clay,  more  and 
more  in  favour  of  the  principles  of  humanity  and  civilisation,  have  tended 
to  hasten  events.  There  was  also  in  perspective  the  prospect  of  a  better 
state  of  things  in  the  litUe  state  of  Delaware,  in  Kentucky,  and  even  in 
Virginia  and  Tennessee;  in  all  of  which  the  emancipation  of  the  negro 
race  is  the  interest  of  the  proprietors  of  the  soil,  cultivation  holding  out 
promises  of  being  more  profitable  with  free  labour  than  with  slavery. 

The  annexation  of  another  slave  state — ^the  Texas — was  first  looked 
to  as  the  remedy  to  this  decline  of  power  and  influence  of  the  slave 
party ;  but  the  unjustifiable  acts  of  aggression  that  followed  upon  this 
xbreible  annexation  went  so  £»  as  to  defeat  the  original  purposes  for 
which  they  were  undertaken.  One  step  led  to  anotiier,  till  the  invaders  of 
Texas  carried  the  limits  of  their  conquests  to  so  great  an  extent,  that  the 
vast  territory  now  nominally  held  in  the  south-west  must  be  iiltimately 
divided  into  several  states,  and  out  of  this  dismemberment  more  would 
declare  themselves  free  states  than  there  would  be  to  uphold  the  inhuman 
practice  of  slavery.  The  necessity  to  act  was  still  further  hastened  by  the 
more  than  nominal  annexation  of  the  free  states  of  California,  Utah  (the 
land  of  the  Mormons),  and  Oregon.  For  a  moment  the  slave  party 
looked  to  Sonora,  to  oppose  to  California,  and  to  Vera  Cruz,  and  any 
other  available  territory  in  Mexico^  as  counterpoises  to  Utah  and  Oregon. 
But  there  were  difficulties  in  the  way.  As  in  Texas,  so  in  most  of  the 
proposed  annexations,  slavery  would  have  to  be  introduced  into  tiie 
country.  In  tiie  Spanish  West  Indian  Islands,  on  the  contrary,  slavery 
already  exists,  and  with  Porto  Rico,  and,  if  necessary,  Hayti,  these 
islands  are  also  so  wealthy,  so  populous,  and  so  productive,  that  they 
could  be  divided  into  several  states,  and  be  thus  made  to  secure  at  once 
preponderance  of  power  in  the  Union  to  the  slave  states.  True^  that 
neither  the  anti-slave  states,  nor  the  governing  power,  nor  authorities  of 
any  kind  whatsoever,  could  lend  their  countenance  to  so  flagrant  an  act 
of  territorial  robbery  and  buccaneering  as  the  invasion  of  a  colony  belong- 
ing to  a  nation  with  whom  they  were  not  only  at  peace,  but  in  friendly 
relations — true,  that  so  audacious  and  so  unexampled  a  case  of  an- 
nexation would  infallibly  entail  reprisals  on  the  part  of  the  anti- 
slave  states,  who  would  seek  in  Canada  for  two  or  three  states,  in 
Nova  Scotia  and  New  Brunswick  for  a  fourth,  in  Columbia  for  a  fi^h, 
and,  if  necessary,  in  the  Sandwich  Islands  for  a  sixth,  to  counterpoise 
the  votes  of  the  slave  states ;  still  ways  and  means  were  easily  to  be 
found  where  a  will  without  principle  or  conscience  existed,  and  if 
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the  possesfflon  of  the  Spaidsh  West  India  Islands  failed  to  establish 
the  supremacy  of  the  sUveholders,  and  the  annexation  of  the  whole 
of  the  British  possessions  in  North  America,  and  of  the  territories  of 
the  King  of  Hawii,  should  for  a  time  annihilate  the  wished-for  results^ . 
still  the  southern  states  could  anticipate  in  their  fiivour,  that,  after  such 
extraordinary  events  had  come  to  pass,  there  would  be  no  more  emanci- 
pated lands  for  their  opponents  to  acquire,  while  the  slave  states  of  Mexico 
and  of  the  Isthmus  are  so  numerous,  and  so  easily  to  be  acquired,  that  the 
balance  of  power  (supposing  the  confederation,  when  so  greatly  extended, 
to  still  hold  together)  would  always  ultimately  be  in  the  hands  of  the 
slave  party.  Ta\a  incessant  aoqubition  of  territory,  not  so  much  for  the 
purposes  of  national  aggrandisement  as  to  uphold  the  political  supremacy 
of  a  party,  is  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  political  phenomena  ever 
witnessed,  and  it  is  also  one  of  the  most  threatening  and  ominous  signs 
of  dismemberment  that  was  ever  held  out  by  Providence  to  a  countiy  or 
to  a  confederation  of  states. 

The  island  of  Cuba  is  thus  likely  to  be  for  some  time  the  battle-field  of 
slavery  or  liberty.  Should  the  buccaneers  lately  in  the  field  have  suc- 
ceeded, the  cause  of  slavery  would  for  a  time  have  repaired  its  losses. 
So  strong,  indeed,  is  the  sentiment  in  favour  of  emancipation  in  certun 
states,  that  the  slaveholders  of  the  sooth  cany  on  the  struggle  in  the 
present  day  with  all  the  energy  of  despair.  The  legblation  of  the 
southern  states  reveals  by  its  very  excesses  a  deep-seated  disturbance, 
which  is  anything  but  favourable  to  the  cause  of  humanity.  The  legis- 
lator appears  to  be  impelled  by  the  idea  that  the  social  institutions  of  the 
south  are  lost  if  slavery  is  questioned,  and  he  aims  at  giving  permanency 
to  so  sad  a  state  of  things,  by  putting  the  neg^  without  the  pale  of 
humanity. 

De  Tooqueville  has  insisted  upon  this  point  in  his  able  work  on 
"  Democracy  in  America''  (Eng.  trans.,  vol.  iL,  p.  360).  '*  The  legis- 
lation of  the  southern  states,  with  regard  to  slaves,  presents  at  the  pre- 
sent day  such  unparalleled  atrocities,  as  suffice  to  show  how  radically 
the  laws  of  humanity  have  been  perverted,  and  to  betray  the  desperate 
position  of  the  community  in  which  that  legislation  has  been  promul- 
gated. The  Americans  of  this  portion  of  the  Union  have  not,  indeed, 
augmented  the  hardships  of  slavery ;  they  have,  on  the  contrary,  bettered 
the  physical  condition  of  the  slaves.  The  only  means  by  which  the  an- 
cients maintained  slavery  were  fetters  and  death ;  the  Ainericans  of  the 
south  of  the  Union  have  discovered  more  intellectual  securities  for  the 
duration  of  their  power.  They  have  employed  their  despotism  and  their 
violence  against  the  human  mmd.  In  antiquity,  precautions  were  taken 
to  prevent  the  slave  from  breaking  his  chain  ;  at  the  present  day,  mea- 
sures are  adopted  to  deprive  him  even  of  the  desire  of  freedom.  The 
ancients  kept  the  bodies  of  their  slaves  in  bondage,  but  they  placed  no 
restraint  upon  the  mind  and  no  check  upon  education ;  and  they  acted 
consistentiy  with  their  established  principle,  since  a  natural  termination  of 
slavery  then  existed,  and  one  day  or  other  the  slave  might  be  set  free,  and 
become  the  equal  of  his  master.  But  the  Americans  of  the  south,  who  do 
not  admit  that  the  negroes  can  ever  be  commingled  with  themselves,  have 
forbidden  them  to  be  taught  to  read  or  write,  under  severe  penalties ; 
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and  as  tfaey  will  not  raise  them  to  their  own  level,  they  sink  them  as  nearly 
as  possible  to  that  of  the  brutes.'' 

Such  a  proceeding  may  be  foUowed  by  success  for  a  time,  but  it  en- 
dently  leads  to  an  abyss.  Man  has  the  power  to  mutilate  the  body  of  his 
equal,  he  may  even  exterminate  him  ;  but  beyond  a  certain  point  intel- 
lectual and  moral  mutilation  exceeds  his  power.  There  is  in  the  sool  of 
man  a  sacred  fire,  planted  there  by  Providence,  that  man  cannot  extin- 
guish. Do  what  we  had  a  mind,  no  matter  what  zeal  and  what  energy 
we  devote  to  tiie  task,  we  cannot  prevent  men  being  men — ^that  is  to  say, 
thoughtful  beings — beings  influenced  by  the  instinct  of  perfectibility,  and, 
consequentiy,  by  the  hope  of  a  better  lot  and  a  higher  destiny.  It  is  a 
mere  chimera  to  attempt  to  eradicate  or  to  tear  from  the  heart  of  man, 
even  tiiongh  he  be  a  slave,  the  first  sentiments  tiiat  constitute  the  excel- 
lence of  our  species,  and  at  the  head  of  which  is  the  love  of  liberty.  But 
in  the  United  States  it  is  imposdble  to  keep  the  negro  in  the  state  of 
degradation  necessary  to  render  him  resigned  to  his  condition.  The  very 
oght  of  the  emancipated  negro  (and  snch  are,  hence,  not  allowed  in  the 
slave  states)  agitates  the  minds  of  his  less  fortunate  brethren,  and  conveys 
to  them  a  dim  notion  of  their  rights.  Nay,  the  veiy  American  himself 
renders  himself,  by  his  entiiusiasm  in  the  cause  of  liberty,  an  aooomplioe 
of  the  negro  who  aspires  to  the  same,  and  he  helps  to  sow  the  seeds  of 
that  explosion  of  races  which  is  inevitable  with  the  progress  of  time. 

It  is  to  adjourn  this  distant  day  of  reckoning  that  the  plans  of  the  slave- 
holders are  projected  upon  the  principle  of  a  continuous  annexaticMi  of 
new  slave  states.  The  pretences  and  subterfuge  for  such  proceedings 
may  be  as  various  as  they  are  unreasonable  or  untrue ;  the  principle  re- 
mains tiie  same,  and  to  bring  about  tiie  desired  results  tiiey  are  as  resolved 
and  determined  as  man  can  be  when  void  of  all  compunction  as  to  how 
he  attains  a  desired  end.  The  main  cause  of  the  movement,  for  example, 
in  Cuba  (even  the  unscrupulous  slaveholders  do  not  venture  to  say  the 
sole  cause),  they  assert  to  be  '^  tiie  uncertainty  of  their  property  (slave 
property),  and  the  insecurity  of  tiieir  social  and  political  condition,  and 
even  of  their  lives,  arising  from  the  mischievous  intermeddling  of  British 
abolitionists  witii  the  slave  institutions  of  America !"  There  was  a  revolt, 
the  American  slave  proprietors  would  have  us  bdieve,  in  &vour  of 
slaveiy !  How  opportune  the  event !  ''  They  (the  Cubans)  know,  too, 
that  tiiey  are  dependent  on  a  power  of  declining  rank  and  feeble 
resources,  and  tiiey  strongly  apprehend  that  in  the  event  of  an  European 
war,  especially  if  involving  any  great  state  of  the  west  of  Europe,  they 
would  fall  under  the  protectorate  of  an  European  government  of  gigantic 
power  by  sea  and  land,  and  of  vast  resources."  Tnus,  then,  the  expecto- 
rating Samaritan  of  the  southern  states  sympathises  with  Cuba — ^tnat  is, 
labours  at  its  annexation — ^for  the  twofbld^purpose  of  upholding  a  principle 
abhorrent  in  the  eyes  of  God,  and  to  save  the  country  from  ue  protecto- 
rate of  Great  Britain,  which  has  foolishly  squandered  its  millions  and 
sacrificed  lives  innumerable  in  endeavouring  to  efface  the  darkest  stain  on 
humanity.  (See  the  letter  of  Mr,  Ashbel  Smith,  of  Texas,  in  tiie 
Times.) 

Anotiier  "  sympathiser"  writes  from  New  Orleans,  under  date  July  28th, 
185 1 ,  first  descrilnng  his  occupations  and  personal  appearance.  **  I  wish," 
he  says,  <<you  could  see  me  in  uniform,  with  a  sword,  sash,  knife,  and 
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pistols  on.  I  assure  you  I  look  terribly  savage,  with  the  aid  of  a  most 
ferocious-looking  moustache."  This  may  be  the  portrait  of  a  sympa-* 
thiser,  but  it  is  also  that  of  a  bnccaneer.  The  same  writer  goes  on  to  say : 
^  I  know  it  is  yerv  probable  that  you  will  disapprove  of  the  attempt,  Init 
I  am  good  enough  Republican  to  feel  convinced  that  when  a  people  are 
tyrannised  over  and  oppressed,  as  the  Cubans  have  been,  they  have  a 
perfect  right  to  revolutionise  the  government,  and  appoint  officers  who 
will  represent  the  popular  will."  Here,  then,  we  have  no  mention  of 
Creole  apprehensions  of  abolitionists,  or  a  dread  of  Bridsh  ambition ;  we 
have  a  simple  assertion  of  local  tyranny  and  oppression.  The  same 
writer  also  adds,  naively  enough,  '^  The  American  government  toill  make 
no  effectual  exertions  to  prevent  us  reaching  the  scene  of  action." 

A  first  party  of  '^  sympathisers**  having  been  captnred  by  the  autho- 
rities in  the  act  of  invading  the  territory  of  a  friendly  power,  these 
nnfortunate  men  met  with  the  same  fate  as  the  fifty  Irishmen  takem  in 
arms  at  the  storming  of  Chapultepec,  and  whom  General  Soott,  com- 
manding the  United  States'  forces  in  Mexico,  caused  to  be  hanged.  The 
harshness  and  summary  character  of  such  proceedings  cannot  be  too  much 
deprecated,  and  still  more  as  it  led  the  ''  sympathisers"  of  the  northern 
states  to  unite  with  those  of  the  south,  but  on  totally  different  grounds. 
Among  the  resolutions  passed  at  a  great  mass  meeting,  held  on  the  occa- 
sion at  New  York,  were  the  following : 

"That  while  the  sovereign  despots  of  the  earth  claim  and  exercise  the  right 
of  sending  their  artillery  and  their  bayonets  to  put  down  Liberty  wherever  she 
ventures  to  show  her  head,  the  sovereign  people  of  America  have  at  least  the 
equal  right  of  going  to  her  support,  succour,  and  comfort ;  and  when  thus 
going  by  individual  action,  without  public  organisation  or  national  responsi- 
bility, they  violate  no  law,  human  or  divine,  but,  on  the  contiary,  in  resisting 
tyrants  obey  God. 

"  That  we  agree  in  doctrine  with  Vattel,  the  chief  authority  on  the  law  of 
nations,  that  '  When  a  people,  for  good  reasons,  take  up  arms  against  an 
oppressor,  justice  and  generosity  require  that  brave  men  should  be  assisted  in 
defence  of  their  liberty.' 

"  That  we  agree  with  Daniel  Webster,  that '  authorities  of  the  highest  emi- 
nence, livine  and  dead,  have  maintained  that  the  general  law  of  nations  does 
not  forbid  the  citizens  or  subjects  of  one  nation  from  taking  part  in  the  civil 
commotions  of  another,'  with  his  emphatic  protest,  in  his  correspondence 
with  a  British  minister,  against  the  application  of  the  baselv  slanderous  term 
'  pirates  *  to  such  persons ;  and  further,  with  the  doctrine  laid  down  in  his 
letter  of  instructions  to  the  United  States*  minister  in  Mexico,  in  reference  to 
the  sending  of  arms  and  the  departure  of  armed  emigrants  to  Texas,  that 
'  neither  the  constitution  nor  the  laws  of  the  land,  nor  principles  known  to 
the  usage  of  modem  states,  authorise  the  President  of  the  United  States  to 
interdict  lawful  trade  between  the  United  States  and  Texas,  or  to  prevent,  or 
attempt  to  prevent,  individuals  from  leaving  the  United  States  for  Texas  or 
any  other  foreign  country.' " 

And  in  reference  to  the  extro-judicad  slangfater  of  the  fifty  invaden^ 
it  was  resolved 

"  That  such  conduct  was  possible  only  to  that  pirate  government  which, 
while  fattening  on  the  infamous  profits  ot  the  African  slave  trade,  in  violation 
of  its  most  sdemn  treaties,  at  the  same  time  threatens  to  arm  the  savage 
hordes,  imported  by  itself,  against  the  Cubans,  and  to  convert  Cuba  into  a 
$t.  Domingo,  rather  than  see  a  revolution  by  its  oppressed  people  coosecnite 
its  matchlns  soil  to  liberty,  independence,  and  process.** 

This  is  quite  different  to  the  Texan's  idea  of  the  matter.    Mr.  Ashbel 
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Smith  tells  us,  as  the  exponent  of  the  views  of  the  slaveholders,  that  the 
Creoles  are  in  revolution  for  fear  of  emancipation ;  the  New  York  sym- 
pathisers declare  that  the  Cuhans  must  he  aided  and  ahetted  in  tlieir 
revolution  agsunst  a  private  government  which  is  &ttening  on  the  in- 
famous profits  of  the  African  slave-trade,  in  violation  of  its  most  solemn 
treaties.  When  passions  are  aroused,  truly  reason  is  cast  to  the  winds  I 
The  blood  of  fifty  Americans  cried  for  vengeance.  Annexation  of  a  rich 
and  fertile  country,  larger  than  all  Britain,  was  in  the  hackground,  and 
aid  and  interference  were  clamoured  for  in  the  southern  states  to  uphold 
the  rights  of  the  Creoles  to  enjoy  their  *'  infamous  profits  in  the  slave- 
trade;''  in  the  northern  states,  to  put  down  slavery  and  emancipate 
Creoles  and  negroes  alike ! 

If  the  Americans  were  left  to  proceed  overtly  in  the  annexation  of 
Cuha,  it  seems  probable  that  there  would  be  as  much  jealousy  as  to  the 
social  institutions  to  be  granted  to  the  country,  as  there  would  be  injustice 
in  its  annexation.  A  Pennsylvanian  writer,  under  date  of  Liverpool, 
September  8th : 

The  tendency  of  things  in  Cuba  may  be  to  the  eventual  abolition  of  slavery, 
and  an  intelligent  planter  of  that  island  some  years  since  informed  me  it  was 
his  deliberate  opinion  slavery  could  not  long  exist  there,  so  great  is  the  pre- 
ponderance of  slaves  over  freemen  in  point  of  numbers.  It  is  doubtless  true 
tliat  the  southern  states  would  deprecate  such  an  event  on  account  of  the 
example  to  their  own  slaves,  and  because  it  would  be  a  convenient  refuge  for 
those  escaping  from  bondage.  They  may  imagine  that  British  abolitionists 
are  endeavouring  to  stir  up  that  feeling  in  Cuba  ;  but  where  do  we  look  for 
the  proof? 

And  then  again,  in  reference  to  the  criminal,  but  unfortunate  invaders, 
the  same  writer  says  : 

The  Cuban  adventurers  are  a  class  of  men,  some  from  the  southern  states 
and  some  from  the  northern  cities,  who  are  ever  ready  for  rapine  and  plunder, 
and  who,  if  they  did  not  find  a  foreign  country  to  prey  upon,  would,  with  the 
same  readiness,  turn  their  arms  against  New  York,  Philadelphia,  or  Charleston. 
They  eluded  the  vigilance  of  the  authorities,  for  no  overt  act  was  committed, 
and  no  proof  furnished,  until  they  were  out  of  the  territory  of  the  United 
States.  They  took  the  chances  of  war ;  and  however  much  we  may  deprecate 
the  harshness  and  summary  character  of  their  punishment,  upon  which  point 
you  have  spoken  what  the  civilised  world  must  approve,  yet  I  see  in  that  no 
sufficient  reason  for  mob  meetings  in  New  York  calling  out  for  vengeance. 
British  interference  is  the  old  story  with  regard  to  Texas,  which  was  laid  hold 
of  by  a  southern  administration  as  an  excuse  for  annexation,  the  fruitful 
cause  of  the  Mexican  war  and  all  its  atrocities — a  war  which  is  neither  for- 
gotten by  us,  nor  is  the  debt  incurred  in  its  prosecution  paid. 

Another  party,  terrified  at  the  growing  sentiment  among  the  American 
beople  in  favour  of  Cuban  annexation,  and  that  such  a  proceeding  might 
involve  the  United  States  in  a  war  with  some  of  the  great  powers  of 
Europe,  coolly  suggest  the  propriety  of  purchasing  the  island,  *'  provided 
it  can  be  obtained  for  a  reasonable  sum— say,  100,000,000  dollars  " — 
that  is,  not  two  years*  revenue!  The  Spanish  government  to  be,  no 
doubt^  frightened  or  bullied  into  such  a  sacrifice. 

Upon  die  important  question  of  the  interference  of  European  powers 
in  this  wholesale  robbery  of  territories,  so  much  in  vo^e  in  Amerioa, 
and  which  in  this  case  involves  the  best  possessions  of  a  friendly  European 
power,  the  opinions  entertained  by  Jonathan  are  very  perspicuous: 
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We  are  not  certain  (says  the  New  York  Herald)  that  any  of  the  great  powen 
of  Europe  would  go  to  war  with  us  on  account  of  Cuba.    England  would  not 
do  so,  for  the  reason  that  she  could  not.    If  she  were  less  dependent  on  ns 
tlmn  she  is^if  she  could  procure  a  sufficient  supply  of  cotton  and  corn  from 
other  sources — she  might  do  so,  or  might  enter  into  an  alliance  with  France, 
were  the  latter  country  a  monarchy,  to  curb  our  propensity  for  increasing  our 
territory.     As  she  is  at  present  situated,  however,  she  will  be  willing  to  let  us 
alone  as  long  as  we  do  not  trouble  her ;  and  to  leave  us  to  pursue  the  even  or 
uneven  tenor  of  our  way,  as  it  may  be,  without  any  attempt  at  hindrance  or 
restraint  on  her  part.    France  would  not  trouble  the  United  States  in  the 
matter  at  all,  for  a  war  with  this  country,  on  any  pretext,  would  be  disastrous 
to  any  administration  that  attempted  it.    There  exists  between  the  people  of 
the  two  republics  a  tacit  but  well-understood  entente  cord&ale^  stronger  than  any 
I)aper  concordat  or  treaty  that  was  ever  written.     But,  were  the  Creoles  of 
Cuba  to  obtain  their  independence  of  Spain,  with  or  without  aid  and  assistance 
from  the  United  States,  there  is  good  reason  to  apprehend  that  Spain  would 
treat  its  annexation  to  the  Unit^  States  as  the  Mexican  government  treated 
the  annexation  of  Texas ;  viz.,  as  a  canu  belH,  or  as  a  declaration  of  war.   Such 
a  result  would  be  of  vast  injury  to  us.     Her  military  resources  could  not  be 
employed  against  us ;  but,  by  means  of  letters  of  marque,  she  could  harass 
our  commerce  and  inflict  more  damage  than  Cuba  is  worth  fifty  times  over. 
Her  pride  would  induce  her  to  take  this  course,  in  all  probability  ;  for,  weak 
as  she  is,  and  ranking  so  low  as  she  does  in  the  scale  of  nations,  she  does  not 
forget  the  position  she  once  held,  nor  would  she  see  the  last  of  her  American 
colonies  form  part  of  this  confederation  by  annexation  without  resenting  it, 
even  were  she  sure  of  suffering  injury  from  so  doing.    Spain  has  always  held 
a  reputation  for  privateering  and  guerilla  warfare,  and  a  better  outlet  for  the 
employment  of  her  malcontents  could  not  be  offered  than  the  franking  of 
letters  of  marque  to  harass  our  commerce. 

The  slavers  of  the  south  are  by  no  means  so  modest  in  declaring  the 
extraordinary  principle  of  the  right  of  the  Americans  to  interfere  in  the 
affairs  of  Cuba,  and  denying  the  same  right,  or  even  the  right  of  upholding 
the  integrity  and  safety  of  a  friendly  power  against  robbery  and  piratical 
invasion,  to  any  European  power.  The  Texan,  for  example,  says :  '*  I  feel 
in  my  own  mind  that  I  speak  the  determination  of  my  countrymen  in 
declaring  that  we  will  not  permit  the  •  Powers'  to  interfere  by  force  of 
arms  in  the  affairs  of  Cuba,  or  in  any  other  home  matter  of  the  American 
continent  beyond  their  own  colonial  possessions  (but  Cuba  is  an  Euro- 
pean colonial  possession) ;  nor  will  we  suffer  the  institutions  of  Cuba  to  be 
destroyed  by  secret  fraud  or  open  violence." 

As  none  but  the  sympathisers  of  the  southern  states  (not  even  the  imagi- 
nary British  abolitionists)  have  ever  dreamt  of  destroying  the  institutions 
of  Cuba  by  fraud  or  violence,  it  is  obvious,  that  if  the  same  argument  was 
applied  to  them  as  is  applied  to  the  abolitionists  by  the  imperious  Texan, 
it  would  be  all  that  would  be  wanted  to  vindicate  the  interference  of  the 
**  Powers."  But  the  fact  is,  that  such  interference  was  demanded,  and  that 
in  a  most  peremptory  and  unanswerable  manner  by  all  the  precedents  of 
history,  by  all  that  is  just  in  international  communication,  by  all  that  is 
moral  in  political  societies,  and  by  all  that  is  humane  in  the  relations  of 
man  to  man.  In  this  particular  case,  as  has  been  justly  remarked,  '^  the 
hereditary  rights  of  the  Spanish  crown  are  guaranteed  by  powers  which 
would  be  bound  to  their  duties  by  private  interests  no  less  tnan  by  treaty 
obligations."  But,  in  this  instance,  there  was  also  something  more  than  per- 
sonid  interests  to  guide  nations  in  their  duty.  France  and  England  have 
possessions  near  to  that  continent,  with  which  no  one  is  to  interfere,  as  well 
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as  SpaiiL  If  the  uncontrolled  spirit  of  «miexation  is  to  absoib  first  the 
possessions  of  the  weaker  power,  it  must  he  expected  that  the  same  parties 
will  one  day  he  potent  enough  to  ahsorh  those  of  the  stronger.  It  is  the 
interest^  therefore,  of  France,  England,  and  Spain,  to  interfere  in  prevent- 
ing the  Americans  hecoming  a  gigantic  hrood  of  privateers,  and  to  teach 
them,  if  possible,  the  common  principles  of  international  justice  and  of 
national  honour  and  morality. 

We  do  not  mean  to  say  that  such  proceedings  are  authorised  by  the 
government  of  the  United  States,  or  that,  in  a  country  so  eminent  for 
piety,  there  are  not  many  persons  who  are  fully  sensible  of  the  enormity 
of  such  a  procee^ng  as  the  armed  invasion  of  the  territories  of  a  firiendly 
power ;  but  in  many  instances,  and  especially  in  one  like  this,  where  every 
movement  either  involves  life  or  honour,  and  serves  to  complicate  matters 
more  and  more,  to  remain  idle  or  indifferent  contemplators  of  such  pro- 
ceedings is,  in  reality,  to  become  more  or  less  accomplices  in  the  same, 
and  it  enables  the  ^*  savage,"  as  he  designates  himsdf,  of  New  Orleans,  to 
declare,  as  a  matter  of  course — a  thing  notorious  among  the  hoccaneen — 
that  the  *^  American  government  will  make  no  effectusd  exertions  to  pre- 
vent us  reaching  the  scene  of  action." 

It  is  now  understood,  that  notwithstanding  the  bravado  of  the  slave 
states  of  America,  that  the  governments  of  Great  Britain  and  France 
have  notified  to  the  government  of  the  United  States  of  America  their 
determination  to  protect  Spain  from  foreign  aggression  and  dismember- 
ment.   It  is  scarcely  probable,  af^er  the  melancholy  but  well-merited  hte 
of  most  of  the  American  invaders,  and  the  firm  resolution  arrived  at  by 
the  central  government  of  the  union  to  prevent,  as  fieu*  as  is  in  iheir  power, 
the  departure  of  any  further  piratical  hordes  from  the  shores  of  the  United 
States,  that  the  necessity  for  isolated  or  combined  action  on  the  part  of 
the  two  powers  will  now  arise ;  but  it  is,  nevertheless,  of  high  importance, 
that  the  fact  of  their  perfect  understanding  on  a  question  of  such  high 
import  as  national  territorial  robbery  shouM  be  made  thoroughly  known 
in  America.    It  has  been  justly  remarked,  that  the  ardour  of  insolent  and 
inexperienced  indiriduals,  as  well  as  of  states  or  governments  that  are  in 
the  same  predicament,  is  always  perilous,  and  may  produce  mischief  in 
quarters  where  it  is  least  expected ;  and  anything  mat  tends  to  cool  such 
reckless  hot-headedness,  is  in  the  nature  of  a  public  benefit.     It  was  not 
to  be  expected  that  the  annexation,  or  war  party,  in  the  Union  would  be 
80  reckless  as  to  brave  the  consequences  of  the  active  intervention  of  two 
such  formidable  powers  as  Great  Britain  and  France,  backed  as  they 
would  assuredly  be  by  the  public  opinion  of  a  large  party  in  the  Union. 
But  even  this,  with  the  knowledge  we  have  of  the  American  character,  is 
doubtfuL     The  author  of  a  very  amusing  work  just  published,  called 
'^  Giolden  Dreams  and  Waking  Realities,''  speaking  of  Yankee  boasting, 
says :  '*  I  noticed  that  the  Yankees,  even  when,  for  the  sake  of  peace  and 
quietness,  their  pre-eminence  had  been  admitted,  would  continually  assert 
'die  iomieasurable  inferiority  of  the  Britishers  to  their  own  free  and  en- 
lightened countrymen."     And  Mr.  Ashbel  Smith  says  he  utters  the  well- 
known  sentiments  of  the  war  and  annexation  party,  when  he  asserts  that 
they  will  not  suffer  the  powers  to  interfere  in  the  affairs  ofCubay  "  or  in 
any  other  home  matter  of  the  American  continent."     Boasting  such  as 
this  may,  however,  fsdrly  be  disregarded.     It  is  the  forward  impudence  of 
an  urchin  who  has  never  been  taught  to  know  either  control  or  decency. 
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It  is  farther  said  that  the  assistance  of  the  two  great  powers  has  heen 
proffered  in  this  emergency  to  Spain  only  i:^n  the  very  reasonable  con* 
dition  that  she  will  redress  what  real  grievances  the  Cubans  have  to 
complain  of,  and  that  she  will  reform  the  administration  of  the  island, 
ever  celebrated  for  its  old  Spanish  pride  and  exclusion,  and  its  antiquated 
practices  and  abuses.  It  is  certun,  liiat  so  long  as  these  exist,  the 
Americans,  on  the  plea  of  sympathy,  or  with  the  less  honourable  view  to 
annexation  and  upholding  slavery,  will  keep  on  interfering  in  the  affairs 
of  Cuba.  It  is  now  well  ascertained  that  an  insurrection  did  break  out 
in  Cuba  itself  on  ^e  5th  of  July,  at  Puerto  del  Principe,  a  town  lying 
near  the  centre  of  the  island.  The  numbers  collected  under  the  com- 
mand of  Don  Aguero  y  Aguero  were  said  to  be  exceedingly  small,  not 
above  250  men  in  one  place  and  500  in  another.  Bat  this  movement 
was  not  supported  by  the  people,  and  it  was  speedily  quelled  by  the 
queen's  troops.  The  planters  were  generally  unfavourable  to  a  revo- 
lutionary movement,  £rom  their  dread  of  a  negro  insurrection,  and  the 
necessity  they  were  in  of  retaining  the  military  protection  of  the  govern- 
ment against  the  slaves.  On  tibe  other  hand,  the  Spanish  troops  are 
clearly  both  faith&l  and  active,  as  was  manifest  on  the  landing  of  the 
unfortunate  General  Narciso  Lopez,  and  his  still  more  pitiable  450 
followers  on  the  Cuban  coast.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  by  this  time  the 
Americans  themselves  are  satisfied  that  their  dreams  of  political  preroga- 
tives and  vinons  of  territorial  aggrandisement,  so  totally  inconastent  with 
international  honesty  and  the  peace  of  the  world,  are,  as  far  as  Cuba  is 
concerned,  totally  annihilated ;  and  it  is  still  further  to  be  hoped  that  this 
result,  while  it  will  be  beneficial  to  Cuba  itself,  in  procuring  some 
amelioration  of  its  social  and  political  institutions,  will  also  be  a  good 
lesson  to  the  more  lawless  and  reckless  elements  in  the  constitution  of 
that  great  power— the  United  States.  Already  a  better  feeling  has  begun 
to  manifest  itself. 

"  Cuba,"  the  Courier  and  Enquirer  writes,  **  has  unmistakably  shovm 
that,  degraded  as  Spanish  oppression  has  made  her,  she  still  has  the  spirit 
to  spurn  foreign  invasion,  though  not  the  spirit  to  strike  for  her  heeaom. 
Americans  of  every  party  and  class,  we  doubt  not,  will  now  be  satisfied 
to  leave  her  as  she  is."  "  There  is  a  moral,"  says  the  New  York  Herald, 
*'  to  be  drawn  from  this  sad  business,  which  we  hope  will  not  be  without 
effect."  "  The  growth  of  our  country,"  says  the  Tribune,  "  is  abun- 
dantly rapid,  and  needs  no  bloody  rain  to  stimulate  it.  Let  the  terrible 
lesson  just  taught  our  people  be  duly  weighed  and  heeded."  **  All  who 
go  to  Cuba  in  little  squads,"  says  the  Journal  of  Commerce,  "  with  arms 
in  their  hands,  will  inevitably  perish;  and,  what  is  worse,  the  sacrifice  will 
do  no  good  either  to  themselves  or  others.  On  the  other  hand,  it  will 
carry  sorrow  into  many  femilies  and  hearts.  Stay  at  home,  then,  boys, 
as  you  love  your  own  lives  and  the  lives  of  others."  This  is  a  very  dif- 
ferent tone  to  that  adopted  by  the  FUtibustero  organs  for  a  year  past ; 
and  although  flEulure  has  done  much  towards  producing  this  change  of 
sentiment  and  moderation  of  feeling,  still  we  are  inclined  to  think  that 
the  severe  and  unexpected  lesson  just  received,  where  so  many  parties 
have  been  to  blame,  not  even  excepting  the  authorities,  whose  con- 
nivance was  scarcely  concealed,  will  have  a  serious  and  permanent  effect 
upon  the  people  of  the  States  at  large. 
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A  SUMMER  TOUR  OF  185L 

Chapter  I. 

WmCH  SHOWS  HOW  MB.  SWTMFEN  GRIFFIN  AND  FAMILY  SET  OUT  ON 

THEIR  TRAVELS. 

At  a  veiy  early  hour,  one  fioe  morniDg  about  the  middle  of  last  June, 
a  casual  wayfiirer — ^if  any  such  had  happened  to  be  awake  and  walking 
about  at  the  time — ^might  have  observed  a  bareheaded  footman,  in  a 
spruce  buff-jacket  and  snow-white  apron,  issue  hastily  firom  a  substantial- 
looking  house  on  one  of  the  terraces  on  the  south  side  of  Regent's  Park, 
and  rush  round  the  comer  towards  the  nearest  cab-stand,  with  the  frantic 
velocity  of  one  who  is  performing  the  errand  of  an  irritable  master. 

The  same  casual  wayfarer — if  his  ears  had  been  as  wide  open  as  his 
eyes — might  also  have  heard  that  bareheaded  and  buff-jacketed  footman 
shout  at  the  top  of  his  voice  to  the  waterman  on  the  rank,  to  send  '^  two 
cabs  di — rectly  to  Number  Twenty-hate," — the  jerk  of  the  speaker^s 
thumb  over  his  shoulder  indicating  the  place  where  they  were  wanted. 

The  casual  wayfarer  again — ^if  he  had  been  sufficiently  curious  about 
the  matter — might  have  followed  the  two  cabs  to  the  door  from  whence 
the  bareheaded  footman  rushed,  and — though,  perchance,  an  anxious  wife 
was  eagerly  listening  somewhere  else  for  the  click  of  the  lingering  latch- 
key— ^might  have  loitered  away  an  extra  half  hour — nothing  at  that  time 
of  the  morning  to  an  expectant  helpmate — in  observing  the  preparations 
that  were  being  made  for  the  departure  of  a  respectable  &mily  for  the 
Continent. 

But,  as  we  should  be  sorry  to  encourage  any  individual,  even  though 
perfectly  unknown  to  us,  in  planting  thorns  in  the  bosom  of  his  spouse, 
we  will  send  the  casual  wayfarer  home  to  bed,  and,  instead  of  describing 
what  he  might  have  seen,  inform  the  reader  of  what  actually  took  place 
at  the  house  designated  as  **  Number  Twenty-hate." 

First  appeared  some  solid  leather  portmanteaus,  with  contents  ap- 
parently no  less  solid,  dragged  over  the  doorstep  by  the  aforesaid  foot- 
man in  the  buff-jacket  and  white  apron,  and  seemingly  very  reluctant  to 
travel.  Next  came  certain  square  boxes,  cased  in  oil-clotli  and  corded 
with  Gordian  knots, — as  if  there  were  no  such  thing  in  existence  as  the 
Douane  over  the  water;  these  packages,  containing  articles  of  female 
attire,  were  appropriately  carried  by  a  couple  of  housemaids.  Then  fol- 
lowed the  page,  a  stout  boy  of  fifteen,  with  yellow  hair  and  red  face  and 
hands,  whose  buttons  were,  for  the  nonce,  invisible  beneath  the  load  of 
carpet-bags  and  hat-boxes  with  which  he  grappled.  And,  ever  and  anon, 
a  smartly-dressed,  five-flomiced,  plaid-shawled  lady's-maid,  came  whisk- 
ing backwards  and  forwards,  and  at  each  visit  deposited  in  the  cabs  a 
russia-leather  case,  an  armful  of  cloaks,  a  travelling-basket  or  two,  and 
finally  a  bonnet-box — ^her  own — tied  round  with  a  faded  pink-ribbon 
which  had  once  been  a  pair  of  cap-strings. 

While  these  operations  were  going  on  out  of  doors,  there  was  evidently 
a  stir  within ;  for,  every  minute,  a  crimson  countenance  appeared  at  one 
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of  the  dining-room  windows,  flattening  against  the  pane  a  nose  quite 
broad  enough  already  to  be  able  to  dispense  with  any  additional  com- 
pression. By  the  hue  of  his  cheeks  and  the  working  of  the  muscles 
about  his  mouth,  it  was  plain  enough  that  the  owner  of  the  nose  was  the 
irritable  master  of  the  nouse,  who  had  got  his  breakfast  over  and  was 
now  hurrying  everybody  else  through  theirs.  The  gruff  and  shrill 
sounds,  moreover,  that  occasionally  reached  the  outer  air,  denoted  that 
the  party  were  not  likely  to  get  under  weigh  without  the  usual  quantum 
of  snarp-shooting  which — even  in  the  best-regulated  households — usually 
precedes  a  start, — no  matter  where, — whether  to  Epsom  races  or  the 
£ast  Indies. 

At  last  there  was  a  lull — ^the  crimson  face  disappeared  altogether  from 
the  window-pane — ^the  lady's-maid  had  paid  her  last  visit — ^but  one — to  the 
cabs ;  the  luggage  was  stowed  above,  behind,  and  before^  and  so  placed 
in  front,  that  how  the  cabmen  were  to  find  room  to  sit  and  drive  ap- 
peared little  short  of  a  miracle ;  the  servants  drew  up  in  a  row  in  the 
passage— all  save  the  bareheaded  footman,  who  grasped  the  handle  of 
one  of  the  cab-doors,  and  forth  from  the  dining-room  came  the  travellers. 

A  stout  gentleman,  brandishing  a  stout  stick,  led  the  way.  We  have 
seen  his  features  through  the  glass,  and  so  there  is  nothing  to  describe  of 
him  but  his  dress,  which  was  of  grey  tweed  from  top  to  toe ;  short  coat, 
ample  waistcoat,  full  trousers,  forage-cap,  gaiters — -all  grey  tweed  ;  the 
only  thing  not  made  of  that  material  was  a  large  leather  pouch  with  a 
spnng-lock,  which  hung  at  his  waist  from  a  broad  strap  that  went  over 
his  right  shoulder.  There  was  no  mistaking  his  object  when  you  saw 
him  turn  out. 

Two  ladies,  with  a  quick  step,  came  close  behind.  There  is  no  need 
to  particularise  their  garments,  as  the  Bloomer  costume  had  not  found 
favour  in  England  three  months  ago — though,  for  the  sake  of  our  lady- 
travellers,  we  wish  it  had — and  fdl  that  was  particularly  noticeable  was 
the  straw  bonnet  and  blue  veil,  which  are  the  headmarks  of  an  English- 
woman on  the  Continent,  as  infallible  a  sign  of  country  as  the  jean  boitines 
of  a  voyageur  FrangcM,  Besides,  their  faces — ^that  is  to  say  the  face  of 
the  younger  of  the  two — offered  something  better  worth  looking  at,  ac- 
cording to  our  mode  of  thinking,  than  the  richest  velvets  or  brightest 
silks  that  ever  yet  were  "  made  up."  She  was  tall,  slender,  and  well- 
proportioned ;  her  eyes  blue,  mouth  small,  hair  dark  brown,  a  little 
colour  on  her  soft,  smooth  cheek,  and  altogether  just  the  sort  of  person 
whose  appearance  would  justify  an  Ambassador's  secretary  in  being  very 
particular  in  noting  down  every  separate  feature  in  a  passport.  If  a  phy- 
siognomist had  accused  her  of  a  tendency  towards  the  sentimental  with  a 
slight  shade  of  blue,  we  should  not  have  pronounced  him  in  the  wrong ;  and 
had  a  phrenologist  asserted  that  the  organ  of  ideality  was  conspicuous  on 
her  fair  brow,  no  dissenting  opinion  would  have  been  uttwed  by  us. 
Neither  was  the  elder  lady  ill-looking :  on  the  contrary,  that  rosy,  un- 
wrinkled  face,  that  embonpoint^  and  that  good-humoured  smile,  might 
have  fixed  the  wandering  gaze  of  many  a  wavering  old  bachelor,  had  the 
lady  herself  been  unappropriated ;  but  there  could  be  as  little  doubt  that 
he  whom  she  followed  was  her  lord  and  master,  as  that  the  fair  girl  who 
hung  on  her  arm  was  her  daughter. 

A  fourth  person  made  up  the  family  group.     This  was  a  young  man 
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of  Bome  six  or  seven-and-twenty,  safficiently  good-looking  to  claim  a 
brother^s  relationship  with  the  blue-eyed  beauty^ — ^good-natured  enough 
of  aspect  to  do  no  discredit  to  his  mouier, — and  fast  enough — sometimes 
a  trine  too  £ast — ^for  his  irascible  father.  He,  too,  was  equipped  in  com- 
plete travelling  order,  but  his  dress  was  rather  less  pnmomd  than  that  of 
tus  sire, — and  became  him  better. 

So  much  for  the  appearance  of  the  party ;  two  lines  will  suffice  to  tell 
their  names.  The  elderly  gentleman  and  his  wife  were  Mr.  and  MrsL 
Swymfen  Griffin, — their  son  and  daughter  were  called  respectivdy, 
Adolphus  and  Grace. 

We  should  be  very  glad  now  to  get  them  all  under  weigh,  for  the  cabs 
have  been  waiting  kmg  enough — and  so,  perhaps,  has  the  reader — but  just 
as  the  footman  in  the  buff-jacket  and  white  apron  had  shut  Miss  Smith, 
the  lady's-maid,  in  her  vehicle  with  all  the  floung  luggage, — the  doaks, 
the  baskets,  and  the  bandboxes, — and  was  about  to  impart  the  last 
^^squeege"  of  the  hand — if  he  went  no  further — Miss  Smith  remembered 
that  she  had  forgotten  her  '^  Bore," — and  as  no  lady's-maid  can  possibly 
travel  without  a  *^  bore,"  the  page  was  despatched  in  hot  haste  to  fetch  it 
off  the  bed  in  Miss  Smith's  room  on  the  fourth  pair  back.  This  unex- 
pected delay, — though  it  ought  not  to  have  been  unexpected,  if  he  had 
known  anything  of  the  sex,  particularly  that  portion  of  it  which  is  repre- 
sented by  ladies'-maids-— considerably  excited  the  ire  of  Mr.  Griffin,  senior, 
and  his  nery  ftuse  was  in  and  out  of  his  cab-window  at  least  fifty  times 
while  the  page  was  hunting  for  Miss  Smith's  boa,  and  every  time  it  re- 
appeared a  malediction-— or  something  very  like  one — accompanied  it»  the 
old  gentleman  fearlessly  staking  his  existence  on  the  fact  that  they  should 
lose  the  train. 

They  didn*t,  however ;  people  never  do ;  and  not  to  say  who  w^t  or 
sighed,  who  grinned  or  chuckled  at  the  family  Exodus,  be£c»«  the  sun  set 
that  fine  summer's  day,  the  party  from  the  Regent's  Park  were  safely 
housed  at  the  Hotel  Windsor,  in  Paris,  and  fiurly  tn  rouie  {as  Swit- 
wffiand.  « 

Chatter  II. 

WHICH  ANSWERS  THE  PURPOSE  OP  A  GUIDE-BOOK. 

Until  railway  communication  is  complete  in  France,  the  traveller  who 
wants  to  get  on  by  most  of  the  g^reat  lines  of  route,  must  either  put  his 
trust  in  Providence,  or  concert  ms  plans  at  least  a  fortnight  beforehand ; 
that  is  to  say,  if  he  has  any  idea  of  pressing  the  diligence  into  his  service. 
The  most  business-like  way  of  proceeding  is  to  adopt  the  latter  alterna- 
tive, providential  interference  being  rather  a  doubtful  ally  in  a  Frendi 
booking-office. 

So,  at  least,  Mr.  Adolphus  Griffin  found  it,  when,  primed  with  the  best 
colloquial  French  that  is  to  be  found  in  Murray's  Handbook  of  Travel- 
talk,  and  perfect  in  aU  save  pronunciation — a  slight  drawback  when  you 
wish  to  be  understood — ^he  set  off  for  the  Messageries  Nationales  to  secure 
places  for  his  party  to  continue  their  journey  to  Switaerland. 

**  I  want,"  said  he,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  felt  sure  of  his  &ct^ 
"  I  want  to  go  to  Geneva." 
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^^  Tr^  bien,  MoDneur,"  replied  the  eommii  behind  the  wind  treUis, 
lifting  his  cap  as  he  spoke.     *<  Quand  desirei-TOiis  partir?" 

<<  To-morrow  momiiig.'' 

"  Combien  etes-TOUS  ?" 

«  Fit©." 

^  Dans  ce  cas,  Monneur,"  returned  the  clerk,  after  eizamining  his  book, 
'^  il  nV  a  pas  de  moyens.     Je  n'ai  qu'une  place  h,  vous  donner." 

^*  Well,  then,  what  have  you  got  for  the  day  after  ?" 

'^  Rien,  Monsieur — absolumeot  rien.  D'ict  k  quatre  jours  toates  les 
places  sfAt  prises." 

*< The  deuce!  What  am  I  to  do ?  Don't  you  see  Fm  in  a  huny  ?  I 
can't  wait  here  four  days.** 

The  impasflive  clerk,  who  was  in  no  hurry  himself,  and  had  no  sym** 
pathy  for  those  who  were,  his  only  concern  being  how  to  fill  tiie  diligence 
a  week  in  advance,  replied,  as  a  Frenchman  always  does  when  there  is  a 
difficulty,  1^  shrugging  his  ^louMers ;  at  which  the  impatience  of  Mr. 
Adolphus  Griffin  con^erably  increased,  and  he  privately  d  d.  the 
diligence  and  every  one  belonging  to  it 

In  the  mean  time  the  derk  slowly  turned  over  the  leaves  ef  his  f(^o, 
and,  after  a  mute  inspection  of  sevenl  minutes,  suddenly  raised  his  head, 
as  if  inspired  by  a  bright  idea. 

^^Attendez,  Monsieur!"  said  he.  ^'Je  pense  que  je  pourrais  vous 
ammger  oeia.     Vous  m'avea  dit  que  vous  ^dea  cinq,  n'est-oe  pas  ?" 

*<  Yes,  five ;  that's  it.*' 

^^  Eh  bien,  atijourd'hui,  c'est  le  seiae.  Le  vingt-trois  j'ai  deux  places 
d'int6riear ;  une  place  de  rotonde  le  vingt-cinq ;  et  le  ringt^uit — ^non, 
c'est  le  vingt*neuf— j'ai  deux  places  de  banquette.  Voili^  Monsieur,  9a 
fait  cinq  places  en  tont!" 

^'  What  an  infernal  ass !"  muttered  Adolphos.  <'  I  really  £Emcy  this 
fiaOow  would  try  to  put  a  man's  head  into  one  part  of  the  diligence  and 
his  body  into  another."  Then,  speaking  aloud,  he  said,  *'  But  I  want  all 
these  places  at  the  same  time ;  can't  you  undentand  ?" 

^  Ah,  Monsieur,  vous  n'aves  pas  &t  cela.  Alors  la  chose  est  impos- 
sible, k  moins  que  vous  n'attendiez  quinze  jours.  II  y  a  beaucoiq) 
d'amusemens  k  Paris,  Monsieur]  Voulea-vons  que  je  vous  inscrive  pour 
le  trente  ?" 

^'  Ask  a  man  in  a  hurry  to  wut  a  futnifffat!     D ^n  it,  no ;  to  be 

sure  not !     Is  there  no  other  dihgenoe  hut  wis  thing  (^  yours  ?*' 

^'  II  y  a  les  diligences  Lafitte,  Monsieur,  mais  elles  sont  4galement 
toutes  pleines." 

"  How  do  you  know  that  T*  asked  Adolphus,  turning  sharply  round 
upon  his  informant. 

**  Je  suppose.  Monsieur " 

But  betbre  he  had  got  to  the  end  of  his  supposition  the  fast  young 
Englishman  had  bounced  out  of  the  office,  bounced  into  a  cUadme  that 
was  passing,  and  in  lees  than  £we  minutes  was  repeating  his  inquiry  at 
the  bureau  in  the  llue  St.  Honore.  He  was  more  fortunate  here  than  he 
expected.  Owing  to  an  accident  which  occasioned  the  forfeiture  of  cer- 
tain ^*  arrhes,"  there  were  five  places  vacant,  divided  from  each  other,  as 
a  matter  of  coarse,  but  still  available.  Three  of  them  were  in  the  coupe, 
which  he  secured  for  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Griffin  and  his  sister  Grace.   A  seat 
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in  the  interior  was  booked  for  the  accommodation  of  Miss  Smiih ;  and, 
for  his  own  part,  he  was  content  to  find  a  place  in  the  banquette,  ''  A 
much  spicier  thing,"  said  Adolphus,  ^'  than  being  cooped  up  inside.  See 
the  country — slang  the  conductor — smoke  all  the  way/' 

Having  accompushed  this  difficult  feat,  Mr.  Adolphus  Griffin  returned 
to  the  Hotel  Wmdsor  in  a  livelier  frame  of  mind  than  he  had  anti- 
cipated. 

There  were  three  principles — so  to  call  them — always  at  work  in  the 
mind  of  the  elder  Mr.  Gnffin,  '^  dividing  his  being,"  as  Manfred  says, 
pretty  equally.  He  made  it  a  principle  to  go  and  see  everything,  but 
never  stopped  to  look  at  it  when  he  reached  it ;  it  was  another  principle 
with  him  never  to  neglect  his  meals,  and  always  eat  the  best  dinner  that 
was  to  be  had  for  money ;  his  third  principle  was  invariably  to  fly  into  a 
rage  at  everything  that  happened,  though  he  reconciled  himself  to  the 
consequences  almost  as  quickly  as  he  exploded.  The  first  and  last  features 
of  this  temperament  had  a  tendency  to  keep  everybody  in  hot  water;  but 
custom  on  one  part,  and  gastronomy  on  the  other,  neutralised  the  efiect 
of  the  old  gentleman's  impatience  and  irascibility,  and  he  did  not  prove  on 
the  whole  a  much  more  disagreeable  fellow-traveller  than  nine-tenths  of 
the  people  who  trust  themselves  on  wheels.  At  all  events,  his  femily 
were  used  to  his  mood :  his  wife  was  philosophical,  his  daughter  occupid 
with  other  thoughts,  and  his  son  so  given  to  '*  fast"  habits,  that  anything 
short  of  modem  go-a-head-ism  only  conveyed  to  him  the  idea  of  some- 
thing immeasurably  slow. 

Mr.  Swymfen  Griffin  would  gladly,  therefore,  have  set  out  that  night, 
there  being,  in  his  opinion,  nothing  more  to  see  in  Paris  than  lay  between 
the  gare  at  Montmartre  and  the  hotel  in  the  Rue  de  Rivoli ;  and,  of 
course,  he  abused  his  son  because  he  had  succeeded  in  getting  places  for 
the  next  morning;  but  he  was  soon  smoothed  down  by  an  allusion  to  the 
capabilities  of  the  '<  Fr^res  Proven9aux;''  and  when  he  had  tasted  a  few 
of  the  hors  tTceuvres  of  that  celebrated  establishment,  and  swallowed  two 
or  three  glasses  of  the  Veuve  Chioquot's  best  gfrowth,  a  pleasanter  old 

fendeman  than  Mr.  Swymfen  Griffin  could  hardly  have  been  found  in  all 
aris. 

'<  Hallo!  what's  this?"  exclaimed  Mr.  Swymfen  Griffin,  about  half- 
past  eight  o'clock  on  the  following  morning,  when  he  debouched  from  the 
nrst  of  the  file  of  <<  Lutetiennes,"  that  brought  himself,  his  family,  and 
their  combined  baggage,  in  the  large  yard  of  the  Messageries,  and  found 
himself  standing  in  the  midst  of  some  thirty  huge  diligences,  which 
seemed  as  if  they  were  waiting  to  **  take  up"  at  a  soiree  of  giants — ^* hallo ! 
Dolly,  what's  this  ?     I  thought  we  were  to  go  by  rail." 

•'  So  we  are,"  replied  Dolly—that  being  the  familiar  abbreviate  of 
Mr.  Adolphus — '*  but  we  shall  have  to  be  transferred  to  it,  carriage  and 
all ;  that's  the  dodge  here ;  they  take  you  off  your  wheels,  crane  you  up 
God  knows  where,  and  lower  you  down  into  a  truck  on  the  rail  just  like 
a  duck  on  her  nest;  you'll  see  all  about  it  by-and-by.  1  wish  these 
fellows  would  look  sharp — ^there  don't  seem  any  symptoms  of  starting.'* 

*'  Bless  my  soul,"  said  Mr.  Swymfen  Griffin,  before  Miss  Smith  was 
well  extricated  from  the  pile  of  bags  and  baskets  into  which  she  had 
plunged  on  leaving  the  Hotel  Windsor — "  bless  my  soul,  I  suppose  they 
mean  to  keep  us  here  all  day — a  pack  of  infernal  rascals !" 
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Had  this  observation  been  made  an  hour  Uter,  it  would  have  worn  a 
greater  air  of  truth,  for  it  was  only  at  the  expiration  of  that  period  that 
the  gentlemen  whose  concern  it  was  to  load  the  diligence  began  to  give 
themselves  any  trouble  about  the  matter,  or  appear  to  take  any  interest 
in  the  departure  of  the  vehicle,  notwithstanding  the  frequent  objurgations 
and  inquiries  of  the  Messieurs  Griffin,  pere  et  JfUs.  To  every  observation 
that  was  made,  they  replied,  soothingly,  "  N'ayez  pas  peur !" — a  phrase 
that  nearly  drove  the  eider  Mr.  Griffin  mad. 

'<  Afiraid!"  he  shouted,  brandishing  his  stick,  and  getting  redder  in  the 
£EUse  than  ever;  ''  I  should  like  to  know  what  there  is  to  be  afraid  of? 
You  don't  suppose  any  of  you  Frenchmen  could  make  me  afraid !" 

To  this  interrogatory,  which  was  addressed  to  the  office  porters  in 
English — Mr.  Swymfen  Griffin  understanding  French  better  than  he  spoke 
it,  a  frequent  case  with  our  countrymen — no  answer  was  returned,  and  his 
anger  was  suffered  to  take  its  own  course  unchecked.  Mr.  Swymfen 
Griffin  accordingly  betook  himself  to  a  quarter-deck  walk  in  the  middle  of 
the  yard,  where  he  paced  up  and  down  with  the  energy  of  a  man  in  train- 
ing for  some  remarkable  pedestrian  feat,  letting  the  porters  ^<know  his 
mind"  every  time  he  wheeled  round  near  the  spot  where  they  stood.  His 
son  Dolly,  after  three  or  four  '*  rows"  with  the  clerks  in  the  booking- 
office,  climbed  up  into  the  banquette  of  the  diligence  and  lit  a  cigar;  and 
the  ladies  of  the  party  seated  themselves  where  they  could  in  the  shade, 
Miss  Smith,  with  the  usual  helplessness  of  a  lady*s-maid  abroad,  being 
unable  to  do  anything  but  stand  in  the  sun  till  she  was  half  roasted. 

The  fact  is,  the  travellers  had  presented  themselves  at  least  an  hour 
and  a  half  too  soon,  not  being  aware  that  a  French  official  prefers  telling 
you  the  first  convenient  lie  that  comes  uppermost,  though  there  is  nothing 
to  gain  by  substituting  it  for  the  truth. 

At  last  there  was  a  stir,  as  if  some  business  were  really  doing, — ladders 
were  placed  against  the  sides  of  the  cumbrous  vehicle, — a  smart  indi« 
vidual,  wearing  the  frogged  jacket  and  pewter  badge  of  the  Messageries, 
mounted  the  roof,  and  with  many  "noms"  and  **sacres"  arrang^  the 
baggage, — the  horses  were  brought  out  and  put  to, — ^the  registerins*- 
clerk — a  personage  now  of  intense  importance — came  forward  with  the 
way-bill,  and  read  off  the  names  of  the  passengers,  as  if  they  were  so 
msLny  formats  going  to  the  bagne^  and  had  been  keeping  him  waiting, — 
the  various  doors  of  the  diligence  were  banged  to,  the  conducteur  scaled 
the  heights  of  the  banquette  and  seized  the  handle  of  his  *<  mecanique," 
the  postilion  floiuisbed  his  long  whip,  cried  ^'  Hi !  hi !"  and  vented  half  a 
dozen  oaths;  and  with  a  clattering  of  hoofs,  as  if  all  the  pavS  of  Paris  was 
being  torn  out  of  the  socket,  the  diligence  rattled  out  of  the  yard,  and 
dived  into  the  narrow  streets  that  wind  round  the  back  of  the  church  of 
St.  Germiun  T  Auxerrois,  from  whence  it  emerged  on  the  quays,  and  took 
a  tolerably  straight  line  towards  the  embarcadere  of  the  Parb  and  Lyons 
Railway. 

Here  the  craning  process  took  place ;  the  diligence — ^like  Mahomet's 
coffin — was  suspended  between  earth  and  air  to  ascertain  its  weight, — an 
arrangement  which  made  Miss  Smith  scream  like  tLpassedee,  and  struggle 
violently  to  get  out; — it  was  then  sently  lowered  to  its  place, — the 
various  parts  of  the  long  queue  were  joined  together,  the  steam-whistle 
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sounded,  and,  punotual  to  the  moment,  the  tnun  moved  off,  and  in  a  few 
moments  was  bounding  along  the  fertile  valley  of  the  Upper  Seine. 

It  19  not  on  a  railway  that  incidents  of  travel  abound — unless  you  sre 
in  England,  and  substitute  the  word  accident — and  after  the  first  burst  of 
conversation  had  mbsided,  our  traveUers  were  left  to  enjoy  themselves 
how  they  could.  Mrs.  Griffin,  in  whose  nature  indolence  preponderated, 
went  quietly  to  sleep  in  her  comer ;  Miss  Isabella  occupied  herself  alter- 
nately with  her  note-book  and  a  volume  of  her  favourite  Lamartine ;  and 
Mr.  Griffin,  senior,  compared  the  time  by  his  watch  with  the  table  in  the 
**  Livre  Chaix,"  anxiously  counting  every  kilometre  between  one  ^*  buffet" 
station  and  another,  and  paying  every  buffet  a  visit  wherever  the  train 
stopped.  In  the  banquette^  Mr.  Dolly  entertained  the  conducteur,  and  dis- 
turoed  a  sleepy  German,  by  singing  a  variety  of  English  songs — a  very 
&st  one,  callM  the  ^'  Postilion,"  having  decidedly  the  <»11  in  the  estimation 
of  the  guardian  of  the  diligence ;  he  also  visited  the  various  buffets,  and 
purveyed  certain  bottles  of  generous  wine,  in  drinking  which,  and 
smoking  an  unlimited  amount  of  cigars,  freely  distributed  right  and  left — 
the  German  waking  up  at  this  part  of  the  entertainment — the  day  wore 
away  as  merrily  as  possible. 

In  this  manner  the  travellers  scoured  across  the  lovely  forest  of  Fon- 
tainebleau,  skirted  the  pleasant  banks  of  the  Seine  and  the  Yonne,  traversed 
the  fair  fields,  and  whirled  past  the  vine-dad  c&tes  of  Burgundy;^ 
Melun  and  Sens,  Tonnerre  and  Montbard,  in  turn  were  left  behind,  and 
through  that  series  of  wonderfully-walled  cuttings  the  train  shot  rapidW* 
downward  to  the  ancient  city  of  Dijon,  whose  variegated  roofs  were  stiU 
shining  when  they  reached  it  in  the  mellow  light  of  the  declining  sun. 
On,  'midst  those  world-famed  vineyards,  now  gleaming  only  with  golden 
leaves,  the  train  pursued  its  course,  and  finally  pulled  up  after  a  race  of 
two  hundred  and  f<Miy  miles, — ^there  is  no  necessity  for  doing  that  back 
again  into  kilometres,  though  there  are  more  of  them^ — at  the  wished- 
for  haven  of  Chalon8-sur-Sa6ne,  which  Mr.  Swymfen  Griffin  afterwards 
wished  had  been  a  great  deal  nearer  to  Creneva. 

We  have  not  mentioned  the  name  of  Miss  Smith  since  the  train  was 
set  in  motion ;  but  that  is  of  little  consequence,  since,  before  we  have  done 
with  her,  she  will  probably  favour  the  reader  with  her  own  version  of  her 
feelings  and  experiences,  in  the  shape  of  some  very  edifying  corre- 
spondence which  she  addressed  to  a  '*  female"  of  her  acquaintance. 

Chapter  III. 

HOW  M1S8  GRA.CS  OBIFFIN  STUDISD  BOTANY  ON  THE  JURA. 

PiiiOTED  by  the  candueieurf  whose  heart  Mr.  Dolly  Griffin  had  fairiy 
won,  the  whole  party  set  out  cm  foot  for  the  hotel  where  they  were 
to  dine,  relying  on  the  assurance  that  it  was  only  ^*  k  deux  pas  dlci." 

The  distance  might  not  have  been  more  than  a  mile,  but  the  illoon- 
ditioned  pavement  of  Chak)ns  made  it  seem  interminable  to  Mr.  Griffin, 
whose  tenderness  of  nature  began  at  his  toes ;  and  as  he  dragged  his 
meek  helpmate  afW  him,  he  kept  up  a  running  fire  of  heavy  g^wling  at 
everything  French,  especially  animadverting  against  nubUy  stones. 

"Mr,  Dolly  followed,  with  Grace  on  hb  aim,  glad  each  of  them 
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to  escape  from  the  oonfinement  of  the  diligence ;  and  not  having  heen 
alone  together  since  they  left  home,  the  conversation  that  took  place 
between  the  brother  and  sister  wae  by  no  means  of  an  uninteresting  cha* 
racter — at  least,  to  the  latter.  What  it  referred  to,  it  would,  perhaps,  be 
premature  here  to  speak  of;  but  it  certainly  went  hr  to  annihilate  the 
sense  of  distance  of  which  Mr.  Grriffin,  pere,  so  loudly  comphiined. 

The  dinner  at  the  Hotel  du  Fare  had,  however,  the  usual  effect  of 
restoring  the  old  gentleman's  equanimity,  though  he  began  by  grumbling 
at  the  g^Jic  in  the  fish  sauce ;  but  as  he  begged  for  a  Uttle  more,  ^' just 
to  see  how  it  tasted  by  itself,"  and  not  only  miished  it,  but  repeated  the 
dose  with  the  next  dish,  it  may  fairly  be  presumed  that  he  reconciled  him- 
self to  the  doubtful  vegetable.  Indeed,  we  find  by  a  memorandum  which 
dropped  from  Mr.  Griffin's  pocket-book,  that  he  entertuned  what  his  son 
Dolly  called  "strong**  opinions  on  the  subject  of  garlic,  for  he  had 
written  as  follows : 

"  Mem.,  June  17. — Tried  garlic,  and  liked  it — ^may  say,  exiremefy. 
All  humbug  people  making  such  an  outoiy.  Everybody  would  eat  it  if 
they  weren't  afraid  of  being  found  out.  Same  with  onions ;  cookery  im- 
possible without  'em.  Why  did  the  Egyptians  worship  garlic?  Don't 
recommend  it  for  ladies." 

This  entry  would  probably  have  been  much  longer  but  for  a  summons 
to  the  *^  snul-road,"  as  Mr.  Dolly  fiacetiously  termed  the  remainder  of 
the  route,  which  was  to  be  accomplished  in  tiie  diligence  at  the  old  rate 
q£  five  miles  an  hour. 

A  few  moments  before  the  heavy  vehicle  started,  the  condueieur  made 
a  request  to  Mr.  Dolly  to  allow  a  veyagewr  to  pass  him,  and  ensconce 
himself  under  cover  between  the  hanquetie  and  the  baggage ;  adding,  in 
a  whisper,  that  it  was  "un  petit  benefice  pour  lui"  which  he  stood 
much  in  need  of,  now  that  the  rail  had  cut  up  all  his  accustomed  per- 
quisites. 

'^Le  sang  roe  monte  aux  yeux,'*  sud  the  fiery  little  Marseillais, 
^  quand  je  regarde  ces  machines  It  vapeur,  qui  vont  abimer  tout  le  com- 
merce du  pays.  Mais  ^a  crevera  un  de  ces  beaux  jours,  oomme  un 
cheval  fourbu.     Allez !" 

Accordingly,  a  man  in  a  blouse  and  slouched  hat — the  lamps  revealed 
no  more — mounted  briskly  to  the  place  of  retreat  just  mentioned,  where 
he  remained  perdu  for  some  time.  Just,  however,  as  Mr.  Dolly,  who, 
assisted  by  a  cigar,  had  been  meditating  some  very  striking  course  of 
proceeding  to  astonish  the  Alps  when  he  got  there,  was  on  the  point  of 
*'  turning  in" — as  he  called  gomg  to  sleep  vrith  his  head  in  his  shirt-front 
— ^he  was  roused  by  a  tap  on  the  shoulder,  and  to  his  infinite  surprise  heard 
himself  called  by  his  name,  in  tones  which  he  immediately  recognised  as 
those  of  an  old  friend.  It  was  the  stranger  in  the  blouse  who  had  thus 
accosted  him. 

^'  What,  old  fellow !  how  the  deuce "  began  the  younger  Griffin. 

But  he  was  cut  short  by  the  stranger,  who  hastily  told  him  to  be  quiet, 
and  he  would  tell  him  '<  all  about  it." 

The  communication  must  have  been  something  veiy  pleasant,  for  Mr. 
Dolly  and  his  newly-found  friend  laughed,  as  Scrub  says,  "  consumedly ;" 
but  it  was  made  in  so  low  a  voice  that  not  a  syllable  of  it  could  be  over- 
heard. 
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Meantime  the  diligence  dragged  its  slow  length  along  thronghout  the 
night,  and,  slower  still,  when  morning  hroke,  began  to  ascend  the  wind- 
ing road  which  led  across  the  Jura.  But  before  it  reached  St.  Laurent, 
where  the  halt  for  breakfast  was  to  take  place,  the  man  in  the  blouse  got 
down,  nor  did  he  resume  his  place  throughout  the  rest  of  the  journey. 

The  German,  who  shared  the  banqueUe^  a  *' praktischer  Metaphy- 
siker,"  able  to  see  into  the  thickest  milestone,  was  of  opinion  that  tne 
stranger  was  some  ''beriihmter  merkwiirdiger  Botaniker,"  for  he  saw 
him,  he  said,  busily  gathering  a  variety  of  flowering  plants  as  soon  as  he 
got  down  with  an  eagerness  which  nothmg  but  a  pure  love  of  science 
could  have  prompted.  Perhaps  so ;  but  if  the  practical  metaphysician, 
who,  par  parenthese,  was  a  learned  Professor  from  Krahwinkel,  had  not 
been  so  deeply  engaged  in  discussing  a  ponderous  Lyons  sausage  at  his 
**  Fruhstuck,"  he  might  have  seen  through  the  inn- window  that  the 
renowned  and  remarkable  botanist  disposed  of  the  flowers  in  question 
with  as  much  celerity  as  he  had  gathered  them,  by  placing  them,  in  the 
shape  of  a  houquety  in  the  mouth  of  a  small  travelling-basket  belonging 
to  Miss  Grace  Griffin,  which  that  lady  had  left  in  tibe  coupe  when  she 
went  in  to  breakfast. 

Moreover,  had  the  Professor  been  able  to  see  round  a  comer  when  the 
travellers  got  out  at  Morez  to  climb  the  long  ascent  to  Les  Rousses,  he 
might  have  noticed  that  the  ardent  botanist  had  nungled  with  the  party, 
and  was,  no  doubt,  explaining  to  Miss  Grace  the  names  and  properties  of 
the  flowers  in  the  bouquet  which  she  now  carried  in  her  hand,  for  he  was 
walking  by  her  side  and  speaking  veiy  earnestly,  while  Miss  Smith  dis- 
creetly proceeded  some  twenty  yards  in  advance  of  her  young  mistress. 

But,  as  it  happened,  the  Professor  had  fastened  himself  on  Mr.  Griffin, 
senior,  whom  he  entertained — or  fancied  he  entertained — all  the  way  up 
the  mountain  by  a  gratuitous  lecture  on  the  geological  structure  ot  the 
Jura  chain,  which,  as  the  learned  gentleman  spoke  tolerable  English,  was 
not  more  than  usually  unintelligible  to  the  uninitiated ;  he  could  not, 
therefore,  neither  could  Mr.  Swymfen  Griffin  himself,  pay  particular 
attention  to  what  was  going  on  hsJf  a  mile  lower  down  the  road, — ^and  as 
to  Mrs.  Swymfen  Griffin,  it  better  suited  her  inclination  to  sit  quietly  in 
the  diligence  than  ''  wear  herself  out,"  as  she  said,  "  before  her  time." 

It  is  to  be  hoped,  then,  that  Miss  Grace  profited  by  this  occasion  of 
adding  to  her  botanical  knowledge :  at  all  events,  the  opportunity,  such 
as  it  was,  seemed  not  to  be  entirely  thrown  away.  The  walk,  too,  did 
her  good,  for  when  she  came  up  with  the  diligence,  after  passing 
through  that  rocky  defile  where  a  sharp  turn  of  the  road  shuts  out 
the  view  on  all  sides,  the  rosy  hue  on  her  cheek  showed  tokens  the 
most  unmistakable  that  there  is  nothing  so  healthful  or  agreeable  as  a 
mountain  walk. 

Beyond  this  slight  incident,  which  persons  of  a  romantic  temperament 
might  colour  after  their  own  fancies,  nothing  occurred  to  alter  the 
imiform  character  of  the  journey.;  only  it  is  to  be  observed  that  botany 
and  geology,  every  science  and  every  feeling,  were  for  the  moment  ab- 
sorbed in  the  breathless  rapture  which  took  possession  of  the  whole  of  the 
Griffin  family  when,  on  turning  the  angle  of  the  road  at  La  Faucille, 
they  beheld,  suspended  as  it  were  in  mid-air,  the  magnificent  range  of 
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Mont  Blanc,  and  saw  the  everlasting  snows  leAected  in  the  blue  depths 
of  Lake  Leman  as  it  laj  smiling  beneath  their  feet. 

Afiter  this,  there  was  nothing  more  of  a  noticeable  character,  except,  per- 
haps, the  glow  of  satisfaction  which  suddenly  overspread  the  countenance 
of  Mr.  Swymfen  Griffin,  when  his  son  shouted  to  him  from  the  banquette- 
having  just  received  the  information  from  the  German  Professor — ^that 
the  best  table  d'hote  in  Switzerland  was  to  be  found  at  the  '^  Ecu  de 
Geneve,'*  exactly  opposite  the  office  where  the  diligence  pulled  up.  Bfr. 
Swymfen  Griffin  was  not  the  man  to  neglect  this  hint,  and  as  soon  as  he 
arrived  in  Geneva  and  succeeded  in  shaking  off  the  crowd  of  vaituriers 
who  wanted  to  carry  him  off  to  Charaouny  instanter^  whether  he  meant 
to  go  there  or  not,  he  established  his  head-quarters  in  that  excellent 
hotel. 

Chapter  IV. 

HOW  MB.  IX>LLT  GRIFFIN  RESOLVED  TO  DISTINOinSH  HIMSELF. 

The  moment  a  traveller  coming  from  France  crosses  the  bridges  of 
the  Rhone  at  Geneva  he  enters  upon  a  new  phase  of  existence.  The 
language  he  hears  is  the  same  as  that  to  which  he  has  been  accustomed, 
but  it  has  entirely  changed  its  object.  It  no  longer  discourses  of  poetry 
or  art,  science  or  literature,  the  politics  of  the  old  world  or  of  the  new, 
but  is  wholly  and  solely  devoted  to  '*  what  we  did  yesterday,"  and  "  what 
we  shall  do  to-morrow."  To  be  perpetually  going  *<  up"  something,  or 
making  preparations  for  doing  so,  occupies  the  minds  of  every  one,  old  or 
young,  male  or  female,  hale  or  crippled,  no  matter  what  the  age  or  phy- 
sical condition  of  the  speaker. 

It  is  not  an  easy  thinff  to  form  a  very  accurate  notion  of  what  everybody 
is  saying  at  a  table  dhote^  where  a  hundred  men  and  women  are  all  talk- 
ing at  once,  and  a  dozen  waiters  are  dattering  and  driving  in  every  direc- 
tion, but  a  general  idea  of  the  nature  of  the  conversation  may  be  readily 
obtained  by  listening  for  five  minutes  to  any  particular  group. 

The  following,  served  up  with  as  much  diversity  of  tone,  manner,  and 
accent,  and  as  much  philanthropical  purpose  as  generally  prevails  when 
people  are  relating  their  adventures  at  each  other,  may  serve  as  a  speci- 
men of  what  greeted  the  ears  of  our  travellers  when  they  took  their  seats 
in  the  midst  of  the  guests  assembled  at  the  five  o'clock  tahU  d!h&te  at 
the  <'  Ecu  de  Geneve." 

'<  I'll  tell  you  what  I  did,  sir.  Went  all  roimd  in  four  dajrs  and  got 
down  here  in  time  for  dinner  on  the  fifth !  First  of  all  I  crossed  the  Col 
du  Geant — I'd  only  one  fellow  with  me — Tairraz — JeanTairraz — 
a  capital  guide  ;  and  g^t  down  to  Cormayeur  the  same  evening.  That 
was  the  first  day ;  then  I  started  at  daybreak——" 

^^  Oh,  no  !  we  don't  mean  to  come  back  to  Geneva,  we  want  to  get 
on  to  Italy  as  soon  as  we  can.  We're  anxious  about  mamma's  health,  so 
we  shall  only  stay  at  Chamouny  a  week  and  see  everything  there ;  then 
we  shall  take  the  Col  de  Balme  and  over  the  Great  St.  Bernard  to         " 

'^  The  Brevent,  my  dear  madam— nothing  at  all,  I  assure  you---you 
may  do  it  in  five  hours  easily  ;  I  did  it  in  three — the  great  object  is  the 
view,  so  I  went  up  backwards  and  didn't  lose  an  inch  of  the  view  all  the 
way — ^no  Englishman,  I'm  proud  to  say,  ever  did  that  before-— mean  to 
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go  up  Mont  Blanc  backwards  next  week,  perhaps  come  down  on  my  bead, 
or  tie  up  one  leg.     When  I  was  at  the  Aiguilles  Ronges 

^  Mais,  oat, — ^Mademoiselle,  api^s  avoir  tu  les  grandes  eanz  de  Ver- 
sailles je  ne  connais  rien  de  plus  bean  que  la  chute  du  Reicbenbach,  3 
tombait  immensement  d'eau  ce  jonr-lil  et  pour  airiyer  4  la  cascade,  il 
fiullait  que  nous  grimpassions  mie  montagne  d'une  hauteur  inconoev* 
able^ — alors,  Mademcnselle— ^^ 

'<  The  Rigg/s  a  humbug!  I  slept  three  nij^ts  at  the  Gdl—KV  wlmi- 
erer  you  call  it — on  purpose  to  see  the  sun  rise,  and  what  do  you  think 
he  did  ?  Why,  he  never  showed  his  face  at  all !  There  was  a  fog,  sir,  all 
those  three  days,  and  I  caught  such  a  oxM  Fve  hardly  been  able  to  hear 
my  own  y<nce  erer  since.  What  do  you  call  this — '  Lake  trout' — well,  I 
don't  care  if  I ** 

^^  Lee-man's  a  pretty  strip  of  blue,  Ma'am,  but  t'aint  a  lake,  no  how. 
Why,  Ma'am,  I  swum  it,  slantendicularly,  from  one  end  to  the  other,  in 
rather  less  than  fiye  hours,— our  Almighty  waters  ain't  to  be  done  at  that 
figure,  not  by  our  own  clipper  steamers.  The  next  time  I  go  to  Chill-on 
I  mean  to  take  a  header  mm  the  walls,  and  anybody  may  draw  me  out 
cold  if  I  don't  bump  my  head  agin  the  bottom  in  less  than  ten  minmfes ; 
Icalkilate "" 

**  Papa  didn*t^  but  we  did, — ^my  oousb,  Mary,  and  I  and  my  brother 
George.  Papa  had  a  twinge  of  the  gout  gtnng  up  the  Montanvert,  so 
we  left  him  and  the  mules  at  the  chalet  while  we  went  down  to  the  Mer 
de  Glace,  and  pushed  on  to  the  Jardin.  We  had  only  two  guides  all  the 
iwiy- 


"  Our  party  crossed  the  Unter-Aletsch  Gletscher, — a  thing  very  seldom 
done, — seven  ladies  and  three  gentlemen — and  our  gui^  said  they 
never  saw  ladies  go  through  such  immense  fatigue  with  such  extraordi- 
nary  '* 

*<  Nonsense,  sir,  not  accessible ;  why,  sir,  I  did  it  myself!  It  took  me 
exactly  nine  hours  and  thirty-three  minutes  to  go  fitHn  the  Hospice  on 
the  Grimsel  to  the  peak  of  the  Finster-Aar-hom.  I  smoked  a  cngar,  sir, 
on  the  horn  itself,  and  got  back  to  the  Hospice  in  four  hours  and  twenty- 
eight  minutes.     I  think  that  was  doing  it ^^ 

<<  Wunderbar!  wunderbar!  m^  Gott!  das  Mattediom  ist  gana  mid 
gar  der  ungeheuerste  Berg  dass  Ich  babe——" 

"  Take  my  word  for  it,  it's  a  do.  Never  trust  those  fellows,— they're 
sure  to  cheat  you  if  they  can.  I  always  make  my  bargain  before  wit* 
nesses.  My  plan  is  this:  I  say  to  a  fellow, '  What  will  you  take  me  and 
my  fiunily  for  from  here  to  Berne,— drive  us  and  feed  us,  and  g^  us  in  at 
sunset  eveiy  evening  ?'  He  says,  so  and  so.  Then  I  say,  '  I'll  ^ve  you 
so  much,'  and  he  says        ■'^ 

^'  Haricots  vertes.  Monsieur,  avec  sauce  blanche—" 

*^  Zermatt's  the  only  place  to  go  to  now.  Everything  else  is  used  up. 
Fifteen  hours  and  a  half  takes  you  up  from  the  village  to  the  Matteijoch ; 
that's  the  pass  of  Mont  Cervin.  Then  you  make  for  Le  Breuil,  at  the 
head  of  the  Val  Toumanche,  cross  the  Plantendre  down  to  Aventkia,  aad 
so  round  to " 

'<  Ah!  I  didn't  go  that  way.  I  took  a  much  finer  route — struck  into 
the  Val  Pellina ;  went  over  the  Bouquetins  by  the  side  of  the  Glacier  •f 
Arolla ;  then  down  to  Ferpecle,  then  up  the  Val  de  Tonent ;  then  made 
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Smt  the  loot  of  the  Weinboniy  Aopxtg  away  aeroas  the  hase  of  the  Tnrt- 
man  Gkder.     Then " 

Tfab  sanmle  h,  porhaps,  enoogh.  It  bewiMen  most  people  at  fin^  and 
that,  no  doubt,  is  the  chief  object  of  the  narrators.  To  outdo  everjbodj 
else  is  the  motto  inscribed  on  every  Swiss  traTeUer's  waUet.  No  wonder, 
then,  that  such  lohy  emulaitiaii  prevails!  No  wonder  that  Mr.  DoHy 
Giiffio  sfaoald  hare  made  up  his  mind  that,  before  a  week  went  by,  his 
name  should  resound  from  one  end  of  Europe  to  the  other  as  the  most 
cslefarated  gander  of  the  season. 

**  Hie  ascent  of  Moot  Blanc,"  said  the  asfnring  youth,  **  has  not  been 
made  for  some  years ;  and  in  spite  of  what  that  fellow  said  about  going 
up  next  week — and  backwards,  too— he  doesn't  look  a  likely  customer. 
Ill  have  a  go  at  the  old  buffer  myself,  as  sure  as  my  name's  Dolly  Grriffin ! 
rU  do  it,  and  send  the  account  to  the  Times.  I  wonder  if  the  Governor 
would  venture !  He's  game  enough  to  tiy ;  but  fifteen  stun's  too  heavy 
for  work  like  that  I  must  train  down  a  fittle  myself.  That  breather 
over  the  Jura»  yesterday,  was  a  pretty  good  beginning.  Perhaps  we  can 
make  up  a  party!  Morton  can't  afford  it,,  poor  fellow;  and  then  he 
wouldn't  like  to  have  his  name  mentioned  just  now;  but  I'd  stand 
*  Sam,'  and  he  could  call  himself  anybody.  Not  that  a  man  who  goes  up 
Mont  Blanc  likes  to  hide  his  candle  under  a  bushel,  either.  ^  What  do 
you  do  it  for  ?'  says  some  one.  Why,  to  get  talked  ahout^  of  course. 
What  does  anybody  do  anything  for?  If  the  Duke  had  fought  the 
battle  of  Waterloo  m  the  dark,  and  nobody  had  ever  heard  of  it,  what 
would  he  have  been  now,  I  should  like  to  know  ?  A  squatter,  like  Mrs. 
Hicks— no  better !" 

This  phiksophical  course  of  reasoning  greatly  strengthened  the  resolve 
of  Mr.  Adolphns  Griffin,  and  the  very  same  evening  he  began  to  beat  up 
for  recraiCa ;  for  though  ambitious  of  the  fame  he  meditated,  he  was  not 
so  covetous  as  to  wish  to  keep  it  all  to  himself.  Besides,  there  are  some 
things  a  man  can  do  better  in  the  midst  of  a  jorial  clique  than  when,  he 
has  only  himself  to  depend  upon  and  talk  to,  and  riskmg  one's  neck  on 
Mont  Blanc  is  one  of  tnem.  It  is  a  serious  ^wback  to  an  enterprise  of 
this  spirited  nature  to  think  that,  if  you  are  alone^  and  happen  to  be  swept 
away  by  an  avalanche,  your  glides  will  probably  forget  your  name  before 
tiiey  leinm  with  the  tidings  of  your  fate,  and  that  ail  the  glory  of  the 
■dventuie  will  be  carried  off  by  <^  un  Monsieur  Anghn,"  instead  oi  you, 
John  Brown,  Esquire,  having  the  foct  ineeribed  at  liill  length  on  your 
tombstone  in  your  native  village  churchyard  of  Fealheihead-cum^-Donkey. 

Mr.  Dolly  Griffin  had  contrived  to  smuggle  with  him  from  London  a 
box  of  first-rate  Havannahs  from  Hudson's,  not  earing — with  very  good 
reaaon  — ^to  tmst  to  those  "  grosses  pieces  of  walking-stick,"  as  he  (billed 
the  French  impontions  which  pass  ror  cigars  at  six  sous  apiece.  With 
ibis  passport,  which  is  far  more  useful  than  any  Lord  Pahnerston  ever 
ngned,  he  soon  acquired  a  great  number  of  frienm  in  Ae  smoking  saloon 
of  the  ^*  Ecu  de  Geneve,'' — ^and  gathered  from  them — ^by  no  means  loth 
to  impart— a  great  deal  of  yery  use-lew  information  wnich,  as  some  of 
the  narrators  had  made  the  ascent  themselves,  was  not  much  to  be  won- 
dered at.  He  did  more,  however,  than  tins:  he  succeeded  in  inspiring 
two  other  gentlemen— one  a  Frenchman,  the  other  an  American — they 
each  gave  us  a  taste  of  tiieir  quality  jost  now — ^witii  tiie  same  laudable 
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desire  that  he  felt  to  signalise  himself  to  all  posterity — and  it  was  settled 
amongst  them  that  they  should  all  meet  at  tne  Hotel  de  TUnion  at  Cha- 
mouny,  on  the  fourth  day  from  that  date,  to  take  counsel  together  and 
prepare  for  the  ascent. 

In  the  mean  time,  as  Mr.  Swymfen  Griffin  had  already  arrived  at  the 
conclusion  that  there  was  nothing  to  be  seen  in  Creneva,  a  carriage  was 
ordered  to  be  ready  at  six  the  next  morning,  to  convey  the  whole  family, 
Miss  Smith  included,  to  the  celebrated  Savoyard  valley. 

But  as  the  ladies  of  the  party  have  been  somewhat  stinted  of  their  share 
in  the  proceedings  of  the  journey,  we  shall  do  them  the  justice  to  let  the 
description  of  what  they  saw  and  what  befel  them  come  from  them- 
selves. 

Chapter  V. 

MISS  GBACE  GBIFFIN*S  ''  mPRBSSIOKS  DE  VOTAGE." 

It  was  in  a  richly-bound  volume  of  purple  morocco,  protected  by  a 
small  Bramah  lock  of  exquisite  workmanship,  which  we  defy  Mr.  Hobbs 
•^with  all  bis  ingenuity — to  pick,  that  Miss  Grace  Griffin  made  a  daily 
entry  of  her  inmost  thoughts,  as  well  as  of  all  the  occurrences  which  she 
thought  worthy  of  being  remembered.  Having  possession,  however,  of 
a  duplicate  of  the  golden  key  which  the  fair  lady  wore,  attached  to  her 
chatelaine^  we  are  able  to  imlock  the  diary,  and  offier  such  extracts  horn 
Miss  Grace's  journal  as  it  suits  our  present  purpose  to  copy. 

On  the  first  page  of  rose-tinted  paper  was  the  following  inscription: 

^^To  Isobel  Gray — the  Companion  of  my  Infancy,  and  Friend  of  my 
Youth — the  Sharer  in  all  my  Joys,  the  Soother  of  all  my  Sorrows  ^to 
Her  who  can  best  understand  my  Feelmgs — I  dedicate  these  pages. 

"  G.  G.'* 

On  the  next  page  was  written,  in  long,  tapering,  incisive  letters,  some- 
what larger  than  Qie  rest, 

^'Mes  Ikfsessioks  de  Voyage." 

"With  a  motto  from  Goethe,  which  at  once  revealed  that,  like  most 
young  ladies,  she  carried  about  with  her,  in  addition  to  her  personal  bag- 
gage, an  overwhelming  weight  of  secret  erie£     The  motto  ran  thus: 

'*  We  must  leam  to  accommodate  oursdves  to  life  as  well  as  we  can,  to 
be  able  to  support,  not  be  prostrated  by  it.*' 

The  first  entry  was  dated, 

<<Paris,  June  16,  1851. 

<^  At  last  the  moment  has  arrived  when  I  find  myself  alone,  remote 
from  all  human  sympathy,  for  not  even  your  eye,  my  Isobel,  can  behold 
the  trembling  liana  that  traces  these  lines.  I  have  parted  from  my 
dearest  friend — I  have  severed  a  fatal  tie— yoti  are  no  longer  near  to 
console  me  in  all  my  trials — and  he — ^is  banished — no  less  by  prudence 
than  the  force  of  circumstances. 

<<  <  Mon  esperance  k  moi,  mon  Dieu  I  c'est  ma  memoirel' 

<'  And  yet  1  am  in  the  gayest  city  in  the  universe,  so  say  the  world' 
lings.      But  to  worldlings  only  let  scenes  of  gaiety  be  consigned;  the 
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heart  that  has  suffered,  and  stiU  bleeds,  can  take  no  part  in  a  mockeiy  so 
unreal! 

'^  But  were  I  disposed  to  join  the  flaunting  crowd,  the  opportunity  is 
denied  me,  for  I  have  just  learnt  that  our  sojourn  in  a  spot  which  is  con- 
secrated by  the  tears  of  Lamartine — ^whose  '  Jocelyn'  is  my  daily  food — 
where  the  accomplished  Chateaubriand  poured  forth  his  last  mournful  re- 
collections, is  likely  to  be  of  the  briefest.  The  impetuous,  though  kindly 
natures  of  papa  and  my  brother  Adolphus,  impel  them  ever  onvrard,  like 
that  weed  which  perpetually  drifts  vrith  the  current  of  the  Atlantic,  and 
vainly  seeks  a  resting-place  on  the  shore  hallowed  by  the  memory  of  the 
daring  Genoese.  We  have  a  long  journey  before  us,  but  what  aspect  it 
may  wear,  whether  it  '  minister  to  a  mind  diseas'd,'  or  deepen  the  gloom 
that  already  surrounds  me,  is — ^like  all  that  pertains  to  the  future — inscru- 
tably concealed  from  my  ken.  But  be  it  what  it  may,  no  spectral  hope 
beckons  me  onward.  The  past  is  past.  '  Hin  ist  hin.'  I  know  what  I 
have  known ! 

'*  '  ]yautres  r^vent  leur  ciel,  mais  moi  j'ai  vu  le  mien !' 
''  I  hear  my  brother's  voice !   He  calls  to  me  from  without     Dry 
quickly  scalding  tears !  Let  me  deck  my  £bu»  with  smiles.** 

"  Ten  o^clock,  f.ic , 
'^  We  have  just  returned  from  the  Palais  Royal,  where — ^Adolphus  in- 
sisted on  it — ^we  dined  at  the  '  Trois  Fr^res  F^ven^aux ;'  they  gave  us 
an  excellent  dinner,  but  I  fear  lest  papa  should  suffer  from  a  '  canard  aux 
olives*  of  which,  in  spite  of  mamma's  warning,  he  ate  rather  freely.  Pro- 
vence is  still  &mous  for  its  oil.  Once  it  was  the  land  of  the  Troubadour, 
but  the  Golden  Violet  has  given  way  to  the  Perfumed  Truffle,  and  cookery 
has  supplanted  the  <  gale  sdence.'  I  know  not  why,  but  my  spirit  seems 
lighter  to-night.  Can  it  be  that  the  subtle  charm  of  Parisian  life  is 
stealing  over  my  senses?  If  this  be  so,  then,  indeed,  it  is  well  to  fly  while 
yet  there  is  time ! 

''  On  our  way  from  the  Palais  Royal,  at  papa's  desire,  we  strolled 
homewards  by  the  Boulevards.  What  a  magic  scene !  As  we  slowly 
paced  along,  I  paused  to  gaze — listlessly — into  a  modiste's  window,  where 
mamma's  eye  was  caught  by  one  of  the  loveliest  bonnets  that  ever  was 
seen — of  simple  white  silk  trimmed  with  amaranth,  and  very  few  fiowers. 
Mamma  directed  my  attention  towards  it,  and  urged  me  to  go  into  the 
shop  to  ask  the  price  of  it,  offering  to  give  it  me  if  I  liked.  I  obeyed 
her  commands,  tor  I  felt  theU  /wanted  a  bonnet.  The  smiling  modiste 
took  it  down,  and  I  tried  it  on.  She  said  it  suited  my  complexion  exactly, 
and  I  believe  it  does — for  I  consented  to  take  it,  and  it  was  sent  home 
immediately.  Smith  has  been  in  raptures  with  it  ever  since.  But  what 
have  I  to  do  with  bonnets  ?  StiU,  as  I  must  not  slight  my  mother's  gift, 
I  have  desired  her  to  take  the  greatest  care  of  it.  Perhaps  I  may  yet 
have  occasion  to  wear  it." 


*'  Geneva,  June  18th. 

'*  Papa  has  just  reminded  me  that  this  is  the  Anniversary  of  Waterloo. 

But  what  is  the  warring  of  weaponed  men  to  the  battling  of  a  human  heart? 

And  mine — since  last  1  wrote — ^has  throbbed — ^how  fearfully !  I  have  seen 

him  once  more !    But  let  me  be  calm.    This  morning  we  crossed  the  Jura. 
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Dayligbt  found  us  amongst  the  moimtaint.  The  mkmi  of  the  nicht  had 
been  troubled,  and  papa  snored  dreadfully  in  the  carriage ;  he  had  not 
qoite  recovered  £tom  the  ^  canard  aux  olives^  and  would  eat  garlic  at  din- 
ner yesterday,  besides  drinking  more  thaa  was  good  for  him  of  Buigmdy 
— ^through  which  feriale  province  we  paesed.  The  wine  was  called 
<  Nuits;*  and  Adolphus,  who  never  will  be  eurod  of  punning,  said  that  a 
bottle  of  it  made  an  exoelleot  ni^fA^-cap.  I  blush  to  record  sudi  pueri- 
lities, but  they  beguile  me  of  my  tears — so  let  them  pass ! 

«( It  was  a  wild,  dreary  spot,  the  village  of  St  Lauieot,  where  we 
halted  to  breakfast;  and  while  thus  engaged  a  angular  circnmstance 
occurred — at  least  it  struck  me  as  singular  then,  before  I  knew  AetmdL 
Duribg  the  last  part  of  the  journey  I  had  observed  a  tall  man,  attired 
like  a  peasant,  hovering  near  the  carrii^;e,  but  keeping  his  fiwe  wholly 
concealed.  Happening  to  turn  my  head  as  we  sat  at  breakfast,  I  saw 
this  person  approach  the  diligence  and  look  carefully  into  the  compe 
where  we  had  been  sitting.  He  stretched  out  his  arm,  and  my  first  im- 
pression was  that  he  was  a  robber,  but  fortunately  I  had  presence  of 
mind  enough  not  to  call  ou^  and  I  saw  him  withdraw  unladen  with  mnL 
Judge  of  my  suiprise  when,  returning  to  the  carri^je,  I  found  there 
the  prettiest  bouquet  possible  of  wild  riiododendrons  and  Alpine  roses, 
evidently  designed  for  me.  Adolphus  said  he  supposed  it  was  the  custom 
of  the  country,  but  there  was  a  significance  in  his  smile  which  I  could  not 
understand.     A  few  hours  later  and  the  mystery  was  revealed. 

«  You  know,  my  Isobel,  all  the  circumstances  under  which  Ferdinand 
Morton  aiid  myself  were  parted,  and  how  earnestly  I  impkwed  him  not 
to  incur  papa's  anger  by  any  clandestine  prooeedSng,  after  that  stem 
rejection  of  his  hopes  which  consigned  us  both  to  misery.  Yet 
think  of  the  infatuated  being !  At  a  certain  part  of  the  road,  where  the 
mountain  was  very  precipitous,  I  got  out  with  the  rest,  intending  to  walk 
with  Adolphus.  We  wen  the  last  of  the  group,  and  had  searody  gone 
a  hundred  yards,  when  my  brother,  dropping  my  arm,  set  off  in  pursuit 
of  some  wud  animal  whum,  he  said,  had  crowed  into  tiie  thicket.  I  had 
scarcdy  time  to  recover  from  my  surprise  when,  from  beneath  the  shadow 
of  a  tall  rock,  the  peasant-stninger  stepped  forth.  He  raised  his  som- 
brero, and  I  behehl  the  features  of  Ferdinand  Morton !  I  uttered  a 
stifled  scream,  and  should  havie  faDen  to  the  eartii  if  Ferdinand  had  not 
rushed  forward  to  si^port  me. 

'*  ^  Imprudent — rash !'  I  exdaimed,  as  soon  as  my  beatii^  pulses  were 
iac  an  instant  lulled  into  stillness.    <  Is  this  yoor  promise  V 

^  Poor  fellow !  he  pleaded  hard,  and  urged  a  tnousand  reasons  fiir  die 
course  he  had  taken.  To  be  near  me,  to  let  his  footstep  foil  where  my 
shadow  had  passed,  was,  he  said,  all  he  wished  for ;  he  would  not  offend 
me  by  his  presoice ;  he  would  bury  himself  for  ever  in  these  savage  soE- 
tudes,  and  never  again  consort  with  his  species ;  the  bradcen  should  be 
his  bed,  the  flinty  rock  his  pillow ;  his  diet  acorns,  and  the  bubbling 
brook  his  drink ;  the  mountain  goat  should  lend  him  garments,  the  wild 
ones  of  the  forest  should  be  his  sole  companions.  But  ere  he  departed-— 
and  that  was  his  sole  motive  for  seeking  me — he  had  a  word  to  say,  of 
import,  possibly,  to  our  fotare  fortunes.  It  was  true  my  fother  had 
refused  Ins  consent  to  oar  union — ^it  was  true  he  was  still  penniless — the 
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ban  ptttanoe  which  just  enabled  him  to  go  forth  a  wandering  outcast  in 
the  face  of  Europe  being  all  he  yet  could  call  his  own ;  but  Hope  had 
not  yet  forsaken  lum.  There  was  a  source  of  wealth  in  perspective ; 
there  were  glittering  dreams  which  might  one  day  prore  golden  realities; 
his  bread  was  upon  the  waters  and  would  return  to  him — buttered,  I 
think  he  said — ^but  here  his  speech  became  confused  and  indistinct;  in  ft 
word,  he  justified  his  conduct,  persuaded  me  to  think  better  of  the  future, 
and  when  our  long  and,  I  must  say,  delightful  inteiriew  terminated,  he 
told  me  that  a  letter  addressed,  *  Poste  restante,  Interlaken,'  to  the  name 
of  ^  Jones,'  the  nom  de  guerre  under  which  he  travels,  would  be  sure  to 
find  him  in  a  fortnight,  as  he  wae  on  his  way  to  join  his  aunt  and  cousins 
who  were  staying  there.  I  felt  a  sudden  spasm  shoot  through  my  frame 
as  he  mentioned  this  &ct — ^was  it  a  jealous  pang,  or  only  the  damp  and  thin 
shoes? — and  I  would  fain  have  questioned  him  further,  but  I  heard  papa'a 
voice  wondering  where  I  was,  and  calling  loudly  to  me  to  come  on.  I 
tore  myself  fit>m  his  mad  embrace,  and  as  we  met,  we  parted.  He 
bent  himself  beneath  the  shadow  of  the  rock  and  I  saw  him  no  more ! 

AJas, 

'  Tous  mes  jours  sent  des  adieux !' 

*^  Adolphus  now  returned  to  conduct  me  to  the  diligence  which  was 
waiting  on  the  mountain's  brow.  Papa  had  been  very  busily  engaged 
with  a  German  Professor,  and  suspected  nothing,  and  began  to  talk  about 
the  Jura  limestone,  with  firagments  of  whidi  the  Professor  was  filling  his 
pockets  ;  but  Adolphus  slyly  whispered  to  me  that  he  thought  the  distin- 
guishing characteristic  of  the  Jura  was  the  trap  formation.  I  guessed 
what  he  alluded  to,  and,  in  spite  of  my  sorrow,  could  not  forbear  a  smile. 
It  was  he  who  had  planned  the  whole  affair  of  my  meeting  with  Ferdi- 
nand." 


«  Chamouni,  June  20th. 

<<  My  pen  is  langyid  to-day,  for  my  mind  is  exhausted.  I  have  con- 
versed with  Nature  in  her  sublimest  attitudes,  and  the  effort  has  well- 
nigh  paralysed  my  fiiculties.  My  eyes  ache,  my  heart  throbs,  my  bnun 
is  in  commotion*  I  am  a  dweller  amid  icy  peaks  ;  the  £sll  of  rushing 
waters  is  in  my  ears ;  my  foot  is  on  the  crag,  my  hand  is  uplifted  against 
the  ftvalandie  f  I  listen  to  the  dashing  of  the  foaming  torrent,  I  htSbe  in 
a  shroud  of  glittering  spray.  I  see  the  eagle  deaving  the  asure  sky— hhi 
the  summit  of  the  loftiest  pinnacle  I  descry  the  slender  chamois.  The 
Alps  are  above  me  and  around ! 

''The  evening  I  passed  at  Geneva  was  one  of  the  most  deliciously 
soothing  of  my  whole  exiBtence.  When  every  one  else  had  retured  to  re- 
pon,  I  took  my  lonely  stance  at  my  chamber  window  to  listen  to  ^the 
bine  rushing  of  the  arrowy  Rhone,'  as  it  hurried  finom  its  parent  lake  to 
seek  the  bosom  of  the  distent  Mediterranean.  I  should  have  been  other 
or  less  than  I  am  had  that  rapid  river  fSiuled  to  suggest  the  image  of  a 
life  too  fleetly  gliding — with  the  hiddm  rocks  and  dangerous  shoals  that 
neither  can  avoid,  material  or  mortaL  Yet,  ever  as  I  mused  upon  the 
theme,  the  iouige  of  Ferdinand  floated  over  those  wild  waters^  and  blended 
his  memory  in  mdeUble  association  with  that  of  the  azure  stream.  Re- 
luctantly I  sought  my  couch;  but  even  while  I  slept  the  murmur  was  ever 


244  The  Griffins  in  Switzerland. 

in  xny  imagination,  and  when  I  awoke  ynih  the  dawn,  my  dream  was  a 
bright  reality. 

"  Mont  Blanc  had  been  rouchsafed  to  our  vision  the  day  before,  but 
from  one  of  the  many  bridges  that  cross  the  Rhone  I  again  beheld  '  the 
monarch  of  mountains,'  before  we  set  out  to  rest  that  night  at  the  foot  of 
his  throne.  I  made  a  hasty  sketch  of  his  gigantic  form,  which,  when 
coloured  after  nature,  will,  I  think,  strike  you  as  pretty;  but  I  fear  my 
pencil  is  too  feeble  to  convey  an  accurate  idea  of  the  sublime  dimensions. 
However,  the  magnitude  of  the  task  shall  not  appal  me,  and  I  feel  sus- 
tained by  the  consciousness  that  my  neutral  tint — I  bought  it  at  New- 
man's before  I  left  town — ^is  purely  Alpine  in  its  tone. 

'*  Our  route  from  Geneva,  after  passing  the  charming  village  of  Chesne, 
lay  between  the  base  of  die  Sal^ve  and  the  southern  shore  of  Lake 
Leman        " 

But  perhaps  the  reader  has  got  Murray's  "  Hand-book  for  Switzer- 
land" at  his  elbow,  and  would  rather  have  a  description  of  the  country  a 
little  less  after  the  prescribed  pattern. 

In  this  belief,  we  suppress  the  remainder  of  Miss  Grace  Griffin*s  ac- 
count of  her  journey,  and  give  it — ^with  other  matter — ^in  the  words  of  her 
femme  de  chambre. 

Chapter  VL 

what  miss  smith  thought  of  foreign  parts. 

Amongst  the  personnel  of  Miss  Smith,  we  regret  to  say  there  was*no 
handsomely-bound  volume,  with  its  patent  lock  and  key ;  neither  did  she 
keep  what  she  called  *'  a  regular  Dairy."  The  cacoethes  scnbendi  found 
vent,  therefore,  through  the  ordinary  channel  of  the  post-office,  in  the 
shape  of  a  letter  addressed  to  the  ^'  female*'  before  alluded  to,  who  bore 
the  respectable  name  of  Larkins,  and  was,  indeed,  the  housekeeper  in  Mr. 
Griffin's  establishment  in  the  Regent's  Park.  To  that  matron  she  con- 
fided her  experiences  in  the  foUowing  strain : 

"  Sharomooney  June  22d  1851. 

'^  Dear  Mrs.  Larkins, — Little  did  i  ever  Think  when  last  we  took  our 
Tees  together  in  your  private  room  that  before  a  week  had  relapsed  i 
should  be  drinking  mine  which  is  not  to  Compare  among  the  Switch 
mountings  of  Shammooney.  But  so  it  is  and  here  i  am  with  a  Pen  in 
my  hand  a  dictating  of  my  adventers  from  Savoy  where  the  Biskets  is 
made  and  the  steps  in  the  Strand  is  called  after. 

"  You'll  be  pleased  to  hear  that  i've  bom  the  jemey  pretty  well  wich 
considering  i've  nerves  and  don't  like  Sleeping  in  Strange  Beds  is  a  thing 
to  say.  The  beds  thereselves  isn't  bad  when  once  you  get  into  'em  but 
the  queer  places  they  Poke  you  in  is  where  it  tries  you.  Ladies-maids 
which  advertises  that  they've  no  objezions  to  travel  little  knows  what  there 
saying  of  or  they  wouldn't  be  so  Foolardy.  And  let  me  tell  you  Mrs. 
Larkins  it  isn't  everybody  which  there  Stummix  can  bear  the  living  not 
being  parshal  to  Bully  and  sour  Bergamy.  Master  takes  very  kindly  to 
the  cookery  and  so  does  Mr.  Dolftis  and  i*ve  not  heerd  anything  said  agen 
it  by  Missis  or  Miss  Grace  but  Kickshaws  is  Kickshaws  all  the  world 
Ovfir  and  them  as  has  been  used  to  'em  at  home  wont  quanel  when  they 
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meet  with  'em  abroad,  i  don't  say  myself  that  there  isn't  a  many  nice 
dishes  such  as  mutting  cotlits  and  Fnde  Pomdetares  which  they  means 
potaters  and  Reedyvoes  and  Pulleys  and  the  like  hut  there's  nothing  to 
Look  at  and  not  much  of  it  to  eat  when  all's  Said  and  Done.  The  plea- 
santest  part  about  the  meals  is  the  numbers  as  sets  down  to  'em  for  then 
one  meets  with  the  yalleys  and  curreyers  which  always  makes  thereselves 
Aereeble  not  that  somebody  as  you  knows  of  Mrs.  Larkins  need  for  to  be 
Jellus  if  there  was  Twice  as  many. 

*'  I  shan't  tell  you  anythink  about  Parry  this  time  for  we  didn't  See 
much  but  we  are  to  going  Back  if  Master's  mind  holds  and  that  Mrs.  Lar- 
kins you  know  is  Seldom  long  together  besides  the  Things  as  i've  seen 
since  has  put  Parry  quite  out  of  my  hedd.  The  first  thing  they  did  at 
the  ralerode  stashiun  was  to  Way  us  coatch  and  all  which  they  hysted  us 
eyer  So  hy  and  me  a  screeming  ail  the  time  for  the  coatch  had  three  bod- 
dies  and  No  One  but  me  and  the  French  in  the  Middle  to  change 
a  Siyrle  word  with  if  i*d  known  how  to.  Howsever  i  got  over  that  frite 
and  as  far  as  the  rale  went  which  didn't  Stop  till  it  was  Dark  there  was  no 
Need  to  cumplane  for  though  i  didnt  Understand  the  langwidge  a  gent 
with  a  peekid  herd  and  Green  trowsies  like  petty  Coats  which  spoke  a 
little  english  called  me  Mamsell  and  behayed  yery  polite  and  Wanted  me 
to  haye  all  manner  of  things  from  the  booffies  as  their  refreshment  Booms 
is  called  but  i  knew  how  to  say  no  to  that  and  Mr.  dolfus  took  care  i 
should  want  for  nothing. 

''  The  Nite  was  the  Wurst  part  i  couldn't  get  a  Wink  of  Sleep  if  it 
was  eyer  so  for  it  was  One  persons  work  to  keep  the  French  Gents  hedd 
off  my  shoulder  which  It  tumbled  there  eyery  Bye  minnits  and  pardong 
Mamsell  says  he  eyery  time  he  did  it  till  i  could  Haye  wished  him 
Further. 

'*  It  seems  to  me  Mrs.  Larkins  that  the  only  time  the  French  do  sleep 
Is  when  they're  riding  about  in  coatches  for  at  eyry  yillege  as  We  come 
to  late  or  Eriy  there  they  was  bizzy  afore  the  yery  cox  had  opend  their 
ies.  Theres  no  call  for  Them  to  arsk  a  pleeceman  to  throw  a  nandful  of 
grayyle  Up  at  the  winder  to  wake  them  For  erly  washing  as  some  people 
that  we'ye  heerd  of  do  tell  Betsy  and  Jane  That.  It  may  be  conshms 
which  the  French  people  haye  plenty  to  think  Of  after  cutting  off  so  many 
kings  hedds  but  Wether  its  conshtns  or  flees  sleep  they  dont  and  camt 
Thats  my  appinion. 

'^  Crossing  of  the  Jury  mountings  ewents  aocurd  of  a  Dellicat  nater 
wareby  Unbenown  to  parints  a  Serting  lady  had  a  randyyoo  with  a 
serting  gent  which  his  Name  shall  neyer  be  menshund  sept  between 
frends  like  Me  and  You  Mrs  Laridns  and  Begins  with  Heff.  Nobody 
shall  heyer  say  that  i  took  a  goolden  suyrin  To  hold  my  tung  which  no 
force  can  obleege  me  to  speek  when  trusted.  If  eyryboddies  luyyers  was 
what  they  Ort  to  be  buff  jackits  and  wite  apems  mite  haye  Been  seen  on 
the  Jury  mountings  As  well  As  gents  in  Smoc  froz  to  which  Pars  is  not 
oyer  parshal.  But  i  shall  say  no  moor  on  this  Hedd  being  trewly  confi- 
densme. 

''  Jinneeyer  was  the  next  Place  we  come  to  and  Tired  and  Dusty  i  was 
wen  the  jemey  was  Ended.  The  town  stands  at  the  Bottom  of  lake 
lemon  ware  the  riyer  roan  Runs  out  the  Culler  tell  Jane  of  a  Blew  Bagg 
dipt  in  spring  water  or  the  Fashnable  ribbings  Last  winter.    Miss  Grace 
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took  me  a  Walk  upon  Roossos  iknd  -waie  that  filloffioer  Sets  in  hia  ohaie 
Made  of  browns.  She  told  Me  that  Roosbo  was  On^  a  footming  onee 
whidi  others  may  have  the  same  Lock  aod  set  on  &owns  chares  after 
there  Ded  if  they  did  pick  pockets  wen  in  a  Nnmfale  diiation  which 
josaph  R — g — rs  never  did  nor  would  i'm  sure  nor  send  his  wnnatteral 
children  to  the  fondling  Horsepittle  as  mr  Boosso  did  hisn. 

'^  Eriy  up  as  i  said  is  the  Motter  in  these  Parts  and  daylite  saw  me 
lacing  my  stays  next  Morning  for  We  had  along  days  jemey  before  us. 
Master  had  hired  a  callish  with  Bo<mi  for  the  Famley  inside  and  me  On 

the  Box  beside  ihe  driver  a  holdidi  mann  so  j  B- neednt  to  start 

wen  he  heers  this.  Our  baggidge  was  Only  baggs  for  wen  we  Got  into 
the  mountmgs  we  was  to  Bide  mewls  and  the  heavy  Things  and  missifliiea 
and  miss  Graces  was  sent  to  bom.  Theres  one  Grood  the  eng^sh  does  in 
Switcherland  and  that  is  they  Teaches  the  pee{^  our  langwidge  thats  to 
say  drivers  And  weighters  and  gides  and  Sach  Like  so  that  i  was  at  no 
hes  for  sumbody  to  Talk  to  a  Blessing  in  its  way  wen  ones  months  been 
Shut  up  for  three  dajrs  Or  moor  like  a  good  Cup  of  tee  which  its  the 
creem  to,  as  were  felt  mrs  Laridns  wan  worn  out  and  Tired  with  weightkig 
vspaa  Others  weve  set  down  And  enjoyed. 

*<The  coatchman  which  His  Name  was  Peer  Simon  tho  Not  a  Bit  like  a 
Jew  his  nose  being  Botded  and  no  ibroose  told  Me  the  names  of  all  the 
mountings  and  Everythink  and  i  Rotem  down  as  well  as  i  cood  with  a 
peusle  in  my  ivry  soovaneer  for  the  box  of  The  calHsh  Joggled  a  good 
deal  and  Praps  Haltered  the  spelling.  The  first  |^aoe  we  got  To  in 
savoy  was  Ann  mass  where  Oat  oomes  a  Switch  ossifor  with  a  sord  by  his 
side  and  arsks  for  our  passpots  which  he  went  in  and  rote  His  name  Upon 
master  and  mr  Dolfus  swaring  at  Him  all  the  wile  and  Thretningto  Imve 
him  Up  if  he  didnt  Bite  fiuter  but  pen  and  Ink  is  not  among  the  Switch 
aocompleshmints  and  so  He  took  his  Time.  Wen  he  done  Back  he  oomes 
with  a  Grin  and  says  bong  voyage  and  master  Tdd  him  i  dont  mind 
saying  it  To  you  mrs  laridbos  to  C^  to  the  Dewle. 

^  Peer  Simon  now  pinted  out  to  me  the  Most  remarkerble  objix  on  the 
rode  such  as  the  mounting  called  mole  the  biggest  mole  hill  ever  i  see 
whidi  how  them  pore  blind  inneroent  annimales  cood  have  made  it  is 
past  m^  oomprehenshn.  It  was  mountings  all  Round  and  Another  of  thena 
wite  with  snow  he  said  Was  the  dons^  do  Middy  or  midshipman's  tooth 
and  a  raging  river  run  at  our  Feet  wi£  hy  bridges  quite  dredfle  to  behold 
whidi  i  shet  my  ies  in  crossing  to  keep  me  from  screeming.  Af^  about 
three  hours  Of  this  Horrid  Werk  we  came  to  a  town  called  bone  veal  where 
westoptandBrekfisted  atthe  Sign  of  the  BaUance  the  Switch  peeple  being 
moedy  jewlers  by  tread  and  screwplus  about  Waits  and  meshurs  wldm 
diey  knows  how  to  Turn  to  their  account.  Wife  the  horses  was  put- 
tug  Two  after  brekfist  miss  Grace  and  me  walked  to  tibe  bridge  to  see  a 
ooUum  like  the  dook  of  Yorx  with  a  statdioo  of  Carlo  on  the  Top  not  a 
dog  but  one  of  there  kings  which  that  was  his  Name  and  ninety  Five 
foot  by. 

"  We  then  persood  our  jemey  among  orcherds  and  medders  And  foelds 
of  engine  corn  quite  Green  and  plessant.  The  Switch  cottidges  is  all 
roofs  with  chimley  pots  like  Rabbit  Hutches  and  starecases  outside,  and 
anybody  as  wants  to  go  into  the  Pailer  msj  praps  Find  thereselves  in 
the  pigsty  for  its  all  under  One.     The  peeple  hereabouts  is  mostly 
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Cntsiis  and  ambaseda  with  hage  gaiten  round  tiieir  neac  as  lug  as 
Ponldnf .  These  pore  Cretans  has  no  undentandtng  but  is  food  enim  of 
Bats  as  the  Switdi  call  their  haypence  and  teaches  thair  ugly  little  chil- 
dren to  Ron  after  the  calliahes  wen  going  slol j  up  Hill  and  wont  be  passi- 
fied  till  they  gets  what  they  araks  for  which  Dout  look  much  Like  Amba- 
seels  a  french  Word  for  idmnt.  Wen  first  i  saw  them  Cretans  Mrs.  Lar- 
kins  i  declare  to  yon  it  gare  me  quite  a  turn  and  the  gaiters  they  say  eomes 
from  dikildng  water  ao  the  Teetotlara  had  Better  mind  what  they  are 
About. 

^  The  next  town  to  Bone  Teal  is  Clews  quite  Berried  in  the  mountings 
and  has  been  burnt  Downso  ofiting  tfiat  the  innafaitants  being  watchmakess 
is  tired  of  bilding  it  up  Again  in  the  Same  Place  and  has  moved  further 
Off  down  the  TaUey.  Its  of  no  use  my  trpng  to  Describe  the  Scenery 
Mrs.  Larkins  for  the  Pen  of  an  Angel  couldnt  Do  it  what  with  tlie 
BoK  upon  RoK  which  reedies  to  'die  Hewens  and  seems  all  the  wile 
going  to  Tumble  upon  your  Hedd  and  makes  you  giddy  and  sick  to 
IocAl.  At  and  the  Boring  river  reddy  to  bust  its  faonuds  ana  drownd  you 
and  the  cattyraz  that  comes  Down  from  the  bites  just  like  spun  glass  or 
steem  coming  out  of  a  Kittle.  Glad  enuff  i  Was  wen  the  rode  got  wider 
for  alive  out  of  that  valley  i  never  expected  to  get.  Miss  Grace  was  in 
Bapchers  all  the  time,  and  kep  calling  out  to  Me  to  look  first  this  way 
Then  That  tdl  my  pore  Hedd  was  quite  bewiUerd  which  it  made  me 
drat  the  mountings  and  wish  Myself  back  agen  with  all  my  Hart.  At 
last  at  a  turn  of  the  rode  Peer  Simon  gave  me  an  Udge  ana  pinting  for- 
rerd  with  his  Wipp  saysvoylar  mong  Blong  and  then  they  all  got  out  of 
the  Cailish  and  miss  Grace  took  her  pensle  and  set  down  on  a  Stone  and 
Droo  the  mounting  wile  mr  Dolfus  smoakt  a  segar  and  quite  lost  hisself 
in  contemplashn  the  site  of  mong  Blong  being  the  only  thing  that  kep 
ium  quiet  since  we  Set  Out. 

^  After  that  we  Bode  on  agen  till  we  come  to  St  Martins  which  is  in 
thefeelds  sure  enuff  but  there  Ae  eomepanyson  Stops  and  so  did  we  Peer 
Simon  going  no  Further  and  we  had  to  preseed  in  diarrybongs  which  is 
little  earridges  like  sofies  on  Weals  for  three  persings  to  set  in  Side  by 
Side.  Master  and  Missis  had  One  to  theresdves  and  me  and  miss  Grace 
had  Another  for  Mr.  Dolfoa  who  wanted  to  put  hisself  in  traneing 
wonldnt  git  into  Ours  but  walkt  as  we  was  Forced  to  Do  vren  the  Bode 
gottoo  Steep.  Thedrivers  was  sivrle  young  men  and  pidct  us  wild  straw- 
breys  and  Boady  dendruma  and  sho^red  us  where  a  mounting  fell  into  a 
lake  and  was  Drownded  kavii^  nothing  but  Stones  to  Mark  the  Spot 
The  place  is  called  Shade  and  shady  enuff  it  is  the  trees  growing  over  the 
Bode  like  a  Harbour  and  just  before  you  Get  to  theTopyouseeaimmage 
in  a  Glass  case  on  a  Post  with  some  ritbg  under  it  whidi  it  Says  if  any- 
body will  Go  Down  on  there  Nees  in  die  Dust  and  repeat  a  Navy  and  a 
Creedo  they  shall  Have  Fortrv  Days  Indulgence  by  which  means  they 
may  take  there  Plesnre  and  be  as  Widdd  as  liiey  like  till  the  time  is 
Out  Mr.  Dolfos  krfed  when  he  read  this  and  said  it  was  hying  plesnre 
Durt  cheep  but  i  thought  it  quite  impeyus  and  walked  On  as  Fast  as  i 
could  till  the  immage  was  out  of  Sight 

^'Theres  no  ups  without  downs  to  em  and  that  one  Soon  finds  Out  in 
S  witchexiand  tho  whidi  is  the  Fritefnllest  its  Hard  to  say  leastwa^rs  which 
tries  the  nerves  Most  but  i  think  die  downs  Has  It     All  i  hope  is  that  i 
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may  never  go  d6wii  a  Steeper  Rode  than  the  one  as  led  to  Servo  by  the 
hedges  of  the  pressipices  where  we  pawsed  to  have  a  nice  lunching  of  heggs 
and  Unny  and  breddenbutter  and  >Vite  wine.  Then  come  another  long 
and  tallsome  walk  up  the  Montejs  till  we  got  into  a  forrist  of  furs  pretty 
nigh  as  black  as  my  best  silk  apem  with  peepoles  every  now  and  then 
upon  Russian  streems  thousings  of  feet  below  and  Shallies  perched  on 
Pastors  where  the  cows  live  fdl  the  summer  miles  by  up  in  the  Very 
Clowds.  How  they  ever  get  there  is  perfickly  Miracklus.  Wen  we 
immerged  from  This  forrist  there  we  saw  Before  Us  the  hole  of  the  Valley 
of  Shammooney  with  all  the  glashers  coming  down  from  the  top  of  Mong 
Blong  which  his  Hedd  is  covered  with  Hioe  and  internal  Snows  all  the 
year  round  and  g^ve  me  quite  a  Shudder  to  think  of  let  alone  the  Could 
which  is  peersing.  Mong  Blong  hisself  was  no  lougrer  vizzerble  tho  the 
Eggheels  by  which  he  is  sirrounded  was  planely  to  be  seen  but  my  Nek 
was  So  Stiff  with  twisting  it  Out  of  the  charry bong  that  it  was  a  neleef 
to  me  when  i  turned  my  Back  upon  em  and  wasnt  arsked  to  look  at  Any 
Moor.  It  was  six  odock  wen  we  got  into  the  villidge  of  Shammooney 
and  nothing  would  content  our  people  but  going  before  Supper  to  see  the 
glasher  de  Bwaw  but  i  was  Spared  that  Trubble  having  all  the  Baggs  to 
open  and  the  nite  things  to  Hare  so  I  staid  Behind  with  missis. 

'^  i've  moor  to  tell  you  about  the  Mare  de  Glass  and  i  dont  know  how 
many  things  besides,  but  my  paper  has  come  to  an  End  and  so  with  Best 
love  to  Jane  and  Mary  and  the  cook  and  complemints  to  josuph  Rogers 
and  the  coatchman  beleeve  me  dear  mrs.  Larkms  your  humbel  servant  to 
coDunand  "  Anna  Maria  Shith." 


Chapter  VII. 

MR.  DOLLY  griffin's  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  ASCENT  OF  MONT  BLANC. 

On  the  31st  of  June  last  the  following  letter  occupied  a  conspicuous 
place  in  the  fifth  page  of  the  Times : 

^  Hotel  de  rUnion,  Chamouny,  June  26th,  1851. 

'^  Sir, — I  don't  know  whether  there's  much  stirring  just  now,  for  I 
haven't  seen  a  paper  for  the  last  ten  days,  but  I  take  it  for  g^nted  people 
have  had  enough  of  the  Exhibition,  and  will  be  glad  to  hear  about  some- 
thing else.  Well,  Sir,  I've  got  it  for  'em,  firesh  as  a  new  laid  egg.  What 
do  you  think  of  Mont  Blanc  for  a  subject,  and  me  on  the  top  of  him  ? 
Yes,  Sir,  I've  been  and  done  it,  that  is,  me  and  two  more,  and  if  you've 
no  objection  I'll  tell  you  all  about  it. 

*'  When  a  fellow  has  only  been  see-sawing  along  the  pave  of  Piccadilly 
for  the  last  six  months,  he's  not  much  in  trim  for  making  ascents  any- 
where, let  alone  Mont  Blanc;  but  if  his  wind  isn't  touched,  and  he 
hasn't  ^e  gout,  let  him  feel  the  collar  for  a  week  or  two  and  he'll  do, 
provided  he's  got  the  right  stuff  in  him.  This  was  my  case.  A  fortnight 
ago  if  you'd  asked  me  to  walk  up  Holbom-hill  I  snould  have  called  a 
policeman  to  help  me,  or  held  on  by  the  step  of  a  'bus :  I  couldn't  have 
done  it.  Now  look  at  me — that  is,  fancy  you're  looking  at  me — and 
you'll  be  gratified  by  seeing  a  gentleman  of  the  highest  attainments — 
you  understand  me? — ^in  Europe,  and  that  after  less  than  a  week*8 
training. 
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**  I  did  it  in  this  waj. 

*'  Fint  day :  Walked  np-stain  to  bed  at  the  H6tel  de  I'Ecu,  at  Geneva, 
without  the  waiter's  assistance;  that  was  something  to  be^n  with,  as 
you'd  say  if  you  saw  where  the  staircase  went  to.  Second  day :  Pretty 
nearly  all  the  way  here  from  St.  Martin  on  foot ;  road  just  rough  enougn 
to  be  pleasant  Third  day:  Up  to  the  Croix  de  la  Fleg^re — a  breather^ 
rather,  but  managed  to  keep  up  with  the  women's  mules.  Fourth  day : 
Chapeau — guide  only,  wind  better,  muscles  firmer.  Fifth  day:  Mon- 
tanvert  and  Mer  de  6lace — ^left  women  behind,  pushed  on  to  the  Jardin 
and  back  agiun  to  Chamouny  same  evening ;  good  day's  work.  Sixth 
day :  Up  and  down  the  Brevent— made  nothing  of  the  chimney — ^ready 
for  anything. 

**  There — less  than  a  week  you  see,  nothing  crummy  left — muscles  like 
whipcord,  joints  supple,  footing  sure,  wind  like  a  Highland  bagpiper. 

«I  needn't  tell  you,  who  know  everything,  that  a  man  can't  say  hell 
do  this  or  that  in  a  mountainous  country  until  he  knows  whether  the 
mountains  will  let  him ;  in  fact,  it  all  depends  upon  the  weather— excuse 
the  pun,  I  didn't  intend  it.  For  a  week  or  two  before  I  got  to  Cha- 
mouny— ^indeed  ever  since  the  beginning  of  the  season — there  had  been 
little  else  but  wet ;  and  when  it's  sloppy  down  here,  it's  no  go  up  there — 
that's  a  rule.  However,  since  we  came  the  weather  had  gone  on  improving, 
and  on  Sunday  last,  that  was  the  23rd,  we  held  a  council  of  war  with  the 
guides,  and  came  to  the  conclusion  that  we  might  try  the  ascent  next  day 
if  no  diange  took  place.  My  two  companions  were  the  Comte  de  Caram- 
bole,  a  French  gentleman,  and  Washington  P.  Talk,  of  Tulkville,  Ohio : 
what  hifl  middle  name  was  I  never  hea^,  but  believe  it  was  put  in,  like 
most  American  names,  just  to  let  the  first  down  easy.  However,  he  was 
a  trump  and  no  mistake,  and  so  was  the  Frenchman. 

'^  We  had  a  pleasant  little  dinner  party  that  same  Sunday  afternoon,  and 
drank  success  to  the  enterprise  in  what  the  Carte  du  Vin  at  this  hotel 
calls  '  Paale  Cherrij'  at  five  francs  the  bottle,  not  bad  of  its  kind,  and 
cheap  for  the  money. 

*^  On  Monday  morning,  as  soon  as  it  was  light,  my  two  fellows,  Gredeon 
Balmat  and  Jean  Tairraz,  both  of  'em  '  anciens  guides  effectifs,'  as  they 
say  on  their  visiting  cards,  came  and  told  me  the  sky  was  dear  over 
Mfont  Blanc,  and  the  sim  rising  as  bright  as  a  new  Napoleon  over  the 
Aiguille  du  Dm,  with  every  promise  of  a  fine  day.  This  was  good  news, 
and  I  hailed  the  Governor  and  told  him  so, — my  Governor's  travelling 
with  me, — all  the  family,  in  fact.  He'd  no  sooner  heard  it  than  out  of 
bed  he  jumped,  and  said  he'd  have  a  try  too.  Being  a  dutiful  son,  I 
humoured  lum,  though  I  guessed  pretty  well  where  he'd  bring  up,  and 
then  we  began  to  make  ready  for  the  start.  Carambole  soon  joined  us, 
as  brisk  as  a  lark,  and  Tulk,  as  he  said  himself,  *  spry  as  a  'coon.' 

'^  Perhaps  you'd  like  to  know  how  I  was  dressed,  in  case  you  should 
happen  to  oe  released  from  your  editorial  labours  before  the  season's  over, 
and  have  a  mind  to  go  up  yourself?  There  was  nothing  of  Moses  or 
any  of  the  slop-shops  about  me ;  nothing  but  what  would  stand  wear  and 
tear.  Thick  worsted  stockings  to  begin  with,  and  under  garments  to 
correspond,  light  lambswool  *  somethings,'  cotton-shirt,  and  a  *  bosom- 
friend'  of  Welsh  flannel — answers  the  purpose  better  than  a  dickey. 
Then  for  shoes,  I'd  two  pair, — ^not  on  at  tne  same  time  you  know,  but 
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for  a  change, — one  pair  stout  and  nobbly — ^I  doa't  know  ivlieiher  nebbly 
thouldD't  be  sfieit  with  a  'k,'  yonll  see  to  that — ^what  I  mean  is  plenty  of 
nails  in  'em  for  holdbig  on  to  the  ice ;  t'other  pair  lighter  and  smoodber, 
lor  climbing.  Mj  upper  toggery  was  good  strong  Tweed  nnxtore: 
faiown  ooat  and  waistcoat,  Oxford  cut,  smoked  mother-of-pearl  buttone^ 
and  only  six  pockets, — ^no  man  ought  to  hare  more  than  six  podcets  when 
he  trarda ;  be  hasn't  got  hands  for  more.  When  I  tell  yoa  that  I  wove 
a  green  felt  tile,  with  a  brim  six  inches  deep,  grey  Bloomers  on  mj 
seiner  man,  drab  doeskin  gloves,  a  bird's-eye  Uue  round  my  neck,  a  tra- 
velling pooch  for  cigars  over  my  right  shoulder,  a  pocket  telescope  frc»n 
Harris's  ^baaag  over  my  left,  you've  all  the  jparticulars  of  my  costume. 

"  If  you  want  to  complete  the  picture,  mncy  an  active  sort  of  fdlow, 
isdier  under  the  middle  height  am  indhied  to  stoutishnesB,  but  keeping' 
it  down,  an  open  countenance^  which  some  (of  the  women)  say  isn't  ba^ 
looking,  euriy  hair,  and  plenty  of  whisker — (can  always  grow  a  beard  in 
a  fortnight) — shove  an  Alpenstock  into  hb  6st,  and  if  it  isn't  like  ma^ 
why  Di^pMReotypes  ain't  true^  that's  all !  The  &ct  is,  Washington  P. 
Tulk  dagged  the  whole  party  the  day  before  we  started,  that  we  mightn't 
be  lost  to  posterity  in  ease  of  a  mishap.  There  are  three  things  you're 
safe  to  find  about  an  American:  a  Bowie-knife,  a  Revolver,  and  a 
Daguerreotype  apparatus. 

''  There  wasn't  much  difference  between  Tulle's  dress  and  mine^  only  his 
things  didn't  fit  him  quite  so  well, — hie  fiBmorak  were  baggy,  and  Ins 
coat  hong  like  a  Guernsey  £rock  on  a  dotbee-horse ;  but  tibe  Comte  de 
CaramboTe's  turn  out  was  worth  seeing.  It^s  a  pity  you're  not  an 
iUostrated  paper,  or  you'd  sell  ^^^  thousaod  copies  extra  if  you  headed  a 
ookunn  with  his  portrait  You've  seen  a  French  sportsman,  perhape^ 
with  his  casquette  all  over  fiourishes,  and  game-bag  all  fringe  and  fur! 
WeU,  Carambole  was  Hke  that^  overdone^  I'll  just  work  him  down,  from 
head  to  foot  Imprimis,  the  casquette  was  of  grey  doth,  embroidered 
with  dark-blue  braid,  representing  a  ehaste  au  Utvret  with  a  horizontal 
visih'e^  or  poke,  as  long  as  a  woodcock's  bill,  and  a  couple  <^  blue  cords 
with  heavy  tassek,  like  bell-pulls,  fastened  to  his  breast.  His  coat  was 
of  camlet  of  a  tawny  colour,  edged  with  black  and  ornamented  with 
black  frogs  and  flournhes :  one  sometimes  sees  the  sort  of  thing  on  the 
stage  or  in  one's  dreams.  His  waistcoat  was  sealskin  with  gold  buttons ; 
his  shirt  tri-coloored,  in  stripes  an  inch  broad ;  his  Ixousers,  olive  green^ 
immensely  wide ;  and  on  his  feet  a  pair  of  dovensolomred  bottines  with 
polidied  leather  tips.  I  needn't  tell  you  that  he  w<we  kid  gloves,  e&uieur 
depaitte — a  Frenchman  couldn't  go  to  the  Gnillolane  without  them^ — 
and  that,  in  addition  to  his  opera-glass  and  gihedh^^  he  carried  a  purple 
silk  umlMrella  with  a  carved  ivory  handle,  and  had  a  good-siaed  French 
horn  simig  at  his  bade.  He'd  a  doak,  too, — ^but  one  of  the  guides  car- 
ried that  among^  the  extras,  and  befi>re  he'd  done  with  him  had  to  carry 
the  doak's  master  into  the  bargain. 

^  We  made  rather  a  jolly  party  when  we  mustered  on  the  bridge  over 
the  Arve  before  starting.  There  were  us  three  and  the  (jovemor,  nine 
guides  and  eleven  porters,  all  of  'em  with  heavy  packs  filled  with  blankets, 
great  coats,  and  the  eatebles  and  drinkables.  We  then  gave  three  cheers^ 
kissed  our  hands  to  the  ladies  at  the  bedroom  windows,  Carambole  waving 
a  white  cambric  handkerchief,  and,  as  the  ck)ck  struck  seven,  off  we 
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stertodt  took  a  ahaip  inm  to  the  rigbt^  and  made  fbr  theV Ulage  des  P^l 
as  liyely  a  lot  of  pilgrims  as  ever  padded  tke  hoo£  Our  path  now  ]«r 
straight  up  the  mountain^  to  the  left  o£  the  Glaoier  dee  Bossons^  and  if 
I'd  wanted  anything  to  do  me  good  that  morning  'twould  hame  been 
seeing  the  Governor  step  oat  in  the  way  he  did.  There  he  was,  rieht  in 
£toat  of  the  party,  tteamingaway  full  puff.  Tainaz  told  him  to  tidke  his 
time  and  do  it  easj^,  but  tbeGoyemor's  a  little  headstrong  now  and  theaiy 
and  would  have  his  own  way.  What  was  the  consequence?  In  half  an 
hour  he  was  blown*  I'm  not  Eneasy  and  my  GoTemor's  not  Anduses^ 
so  I  didn't  offer  to  carry  him  on  my  back,  hot  leeommended  him  to  tail 
off  as  soon  as  he  could.  He  stood  out  at  first,  but  after  fteing  the  poAh 
&r  about  ^ye  minutes  more,  was  forced  to  give  in ;  he  then  took  my  i^ 
and  toddled  baek  to  the  village,  promising^  howere^  to  mule  it  up  to  the 
Fkgere  to  see  us  cross  the  gkcaer. 

'^Meantime  we  pushed  on,  over  ithe  pasture^  up  the  xocks^  past  the 
chalets — ^no  shilly-shally  about  our  movements — and  in  about  five  hours 
we  got  to  the  edge  of  the  glaeier.  Here  we  had  a  rest,  drank  some 
hnmdy-and-water,  and  smoked  a  cigar.  Carambole's  botimes  were  att 
to  pieces  long  before  this,  and  lucl^  for  him  I'd  brought  a  second  pair  of 
Aoes.  When  I  diaaged  mine  for  the  ice  I  gave  hm  those  I  took  o£ 
They  were  a  trifle  too  lug,  and  he  shot  about  in  'em  rather,  but — like  the 
sootmag  svnqp— he  found  'em  a  real  Uesring.  In  return  for  this  shgfat 
attentioB  he  save  us  a  tune  on  his  horn;  but  all  I  hope  is,  the  next  time 
he's  gialelul  ne'll  eoqness  his  gratitude  some  other  way ;  for  the  noise  he 
made  brought  down  an  avalanche^  and  if  we'd  been  fifty  yards  ahead,  why 
we  should  all  of  us  have  gone  off,  like  swans,  to  slow  music^  and  instead 
of  seeing  my  name  on  this  page,  my  friends  would  have  read  it  in  the  sup- 
plement. We  shut  up  Carambole's  instrument  after  that — ^plugged  it 
with  the  cork  of  a  brandy  bottle :  he  was  rather  in  a  funk  when  he  saw 
tiie  dust  fly,  but  Washington  F.  Tulk  took  it  coolly  enough.  AU  he  said 
was,  as  he  lit  another  cigar,  that  '  homifying  didn't  eventuate  so  in 
0-hi-o.'  I  told  him  we  were'  higher  here  than  there,  and  he  guessed 
I  was  like  an  avalanche^  'down  npoia  a  crittnr  before  he'd  time  to  scale 
hisc^es.' 

"  We  now  set  to  woric  at  the  glacier,  every  man  steadying  himself  on  his 
AJ^penstook,  and  stealing  along  like  a  cat  in  walnvt-sfaells.  Caramhole 
slipped  about  like  a  feUow  learning  to  skate,  his  heels  flying*  up  every 
third  step  he  took,  and  if  the  guides  hadn't  gripped  him  pretty  tight,  he'd 
soon  have  found  out  what  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  crevssses  brides  the 
blue  silk  umbrella  which  found  its  way  there  before  him.  But  every 
time  they  helped  him  on  his  legs  he  shodk  himself  with  an  air  of  triumph, 
and  cried  out,  'Yoil^  ce  quej'ai  fait!  dix  pieds  de  gagnesT  And  so  he  had, 
but  it  was  at  the  eipeiise  of  his  trousers^  with  the  texture  of  which  that 
sort  of  sliding  didn't  seem  quite  to  sgree.  He  split  his  coat,  too,  up  the 
back ;  and  if  a  painter  had  wanted  a  study  for  a  scarecrow,  by  the  time  we 
leached  the  Grands  Mulcts,  Carambole  was  the  man  to  have  sat  to  him. 
It  was  just  four  o'clock  when  we  got  there^  and  while  the  guides  were  busy 
with  the  traps,  lighting  the  fire,  getting  the  dinner  ready,  and  making 
up  the  shskedowns,  we  hraqued  our  glasses  at  the  Fleg^y  which  was 
idl  aHve  with  people  looking  out  for  us.  I  thought  I  made  out  the 
Governor;  and  Carambole,  who  seems  to  be  smitten  with  my  sister  Graoe^ 
vowed  he  saw  her  too:  on  the  streogtli  of  it  he  put  his  hand  on  the  pit 
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of  his  stomach  and  made  her  a  low  bow ;  but  Fm  inclined  to  think 
little  bit  of  pantomime  missed  fire. 

*'  When  we  had  done  telegraphing,  Talk  wanted  to  geologise,  and  began 
talking  a  parcel  of  stuff  about  *  carbonate  of  lime  crjstaiised  with  quartz  ;* 
but  I  soon  cut  that  short  by  saying  dinner  was  ready,  and,  pointing  to 
some  bottled  porter,  told  him  they  were  the  only  quarts  worth  thinkiii^ 
about  Carambole  was  of  the  same  opinion,  and  m  that  sensible  beTerage 
toasted  not  only  '  ces  dames,'  but  espedally  proposed  the  health  of  mj 
Grovemor,  under  the  denomination  of  'oet  excellent  p^re  de  &mille, 
M.  Griffin.'  De  Saussure  says,  that  the  first  time  he  reached  the  Grands 
Mulcts  he  regretted  that  he  didn't  make  an  experiment  with  boilings 
water.  We  had  no  such  regret,  for  we  made  one,  and  succeeded,  as  a 
stiff  jorum  apiece  of  hot  brandy-and-water  very  satisfiBCtorily  testified^ 
under  the  influence  of  which  I  sang  my  fiBiyourite  song  of  the  ''  Postilion^'' 
which  sent  the  glides  into  fits;  and  then  we  turned  in,  and  slept 
like  tops. 

^  At  midnight  the  g^des  woke  us  up,  and  as  there  was  no  moon— there 
never  is  any  real  moonlight  here ;  all  sham  at  Sham-moon-ey — excuse 
the  pun — we  set  out  with  lanterns,  like  a  party  of  antediluvian  watchmen, 
coasting  along  under  the  Dome  de  Goute,  dose  to  the  Glacier  de  Ta- 
connaz,  till,  about  four  in  the  morning,  we  scrambled  up  to  the  Grand 
Plateau,  a  trifle  bigger,  but  as  smoodi  and  shiny  as  the  grand  plateaa 
which  the  Portuguese  government  gave  to  the  Duke  of  Wellmgton. 
Here  we  had  to  *  axe  our^way,'  as  poor  Tom  Hood  said,  there  being  no 
Bign*po8ts  in  these  parts ;  and  as  it  was  now  daylight  we  put  on  blue 
spectacles — and  blue  spectacles  we  were  altogether,  for  every  man  looked 
as  if  he  had  supped  the  night  before  on  nitrate  of  silver,  or  had  tried  to 
strangle  himself,  and  stopped  half  way. 

'<  Well,  by  dint  of  shoving  and  holding  on,  catching  at  this  man's  leg, 
and  making  a  ladder  of  that  man's  back,  we  managed  to  get  to  the 
Rochers  Rouges.  Here  Carambole  neariy  made  a  finish  of  it,  for  his  foot 
slipped,  and  down  he  went,  making  regular  caramboies  with  his  head  all 
the  way,  though  it  would  have  bera  anything  but  a  toinning  game  if  he 
hadn't  been  tied  to  his  guide.  In  fiict»  we  were  all  strung  together  like 
a  rope  of  onions,  or  I  don't  suppose  we  ever  should  have  reached  the 
summit.  Summot  else  would  have  happened  to  us.  At  last  we  did  get 
to  the  top.  I  leave  you  to  judge  what  Carambole  said  about '  cet  instant 
sublime ;  Washington  P.  Tulk  took  out  his  penknife,  whittled  away  at 
his  Alpenstock,  and  whistled  '  Yankee  Doodle ;' — ^and  I — ovensome  by 
my  feelings — I  don't  mind  saying  so,  sat  down  on  the  snow  and  had  a 
good  roar.  This  I  will  say :  the  old  fellow's  the  finest  bit  of  still  life  I 
ever  saw ! 

"  As  the  main  object  in  going  up  Mont  Blanc  is  to  get  down  again  as 
soon  as  possible,  we  only  stayed  long  enough  on  the  Dome  to  dnnk  the 
healths  of  *  Queen  Victoria,'  *  The  President  of  the  United  States,'  and 
'The  President  of  the  French  Republic;'  and  I  don't  suppose  liiat 
higher  excitement  than  ours  was  ever  witnessed  I 

'<  There,  Mr.  Editor,  I  think  that  will  do.  I  won't  let  you  in  for  the 
Descent  The  postmark  will  tell  you  that  we  made  that  all  right,  and  so 
bon  soir. — Yours,  &c. 

«  Adoiphus  GaiFFnr. 

''  P.S. — If  you  like  to  make  a  Leader  of  this,  you're  welcome." 
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THE    GOLDEN    INGOTS. 

A  STOUT  OF  THE  PABI8  LOTTEHT. 
Bt  DU2>IJ£r  CoBT£LLO. 

Chapter  I. 

TH'B     DREAM. 

In  the  year  1830,  there  Ibed  in  Paris,  in  the  Rue  ISfeure  des  Petite 
Champs,  a  working-jeweller,  named  Dominique  Pascal.  He  was  origi- 
nally from  Dijon,  hut,  oheying  that  impulse  which  sends  the  waifs  and 
atrays  of  the  proYinces  to  seek  their  fortune  in  the  capital,  he  left  hia 
native  city  ahout  ten  years  hefore  the  period  of  which  we  speak,  and  when 
harely  twenty  years  of  age,  to  follow  his  calling  in  Paris. 

It  Drought  him  in,  for  a  long  while^  but  small  gains,  yet  he  laboured 
on  assiduously,  trusting  to  the  future  for  the  fulfilment  of  the  wish  that 
was  nearest  lus  heart,  that  of  being  one  day  a  rich  man. 

In  the  mean  time,  believing  that  his  prospects  would  not  be  seriously 
injured  by  marrying — a  consolation  which  the  poor  so  of^  indulge  in-— 
he  took  to  wife  a  pretty,  industrious  girl,  a  modiste  in  his  own  gvartier; 
and  their  united  poverty,  if  it  did  not  make  them  rich,  supplied  them  at 
least  with  an  additional  motive  for  desiring  to  become  so.  Indeed,  in  the 
course  of  a  few  years,  there  was  more  than  one  additional  motive,  but  the 
most  m^nt  was  that  which  presented  itself  in  the  shape  of  a  young 
family. 

Dominique  Pascal  was  a  skilful  workman,  with  a  taste  for  art  and  some 
jiowers  of  invention,  and  by  degrees  he  beoame  known  to  the  trade,  and 
obtained  as  much  employment  as  furnished  occupation  for  his  own  pair  of 
hands.  But  this  increase  of  work,  though  it  kept  the  wolf  from  the  door, 
was  not  enough  to  render  lim  independent,  or  even  enable  him  to  form 
ever  so  small  a  capital  wherewith  to  begin  business  on  his  own  account. 
He  had  not  yet  arrived  at  that  turning-point  in  a  tradesman's  fortunes 
when  credit  is  as  serviceable  as  money ;  and  he  feared,  moreover,  that  the 
day  was  still  far  distant  when  he  might  safely  calculate  on  possessing 
eitner.  How  to  acquire  them  became,  therefore,  has  constant  thought — 
the  companion  of  his  solitary  meditations  ;  indeed,  so  completely  was  he 
preoccupied  with  the  one  idea,  that  the  subject  was  rarely  absent  from 
his  dreams. 

Few  persons  of  any  raii^  in  Paris,  and  very  few  amongst  the  poorer 
classes,  who  lived  when  the  lotteries  were  still  a  source  of  revenue  to  the 
State,  beheld  the  prospect  of  wealth  which  they  held  out  with  indifference. 
There  were  none  so  rich  who  did  not  desire  to  become  richer ;  none  so 
poor  who  did  not  sometimes  fancy  that  one  happy  venture  might  place 
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them  amongst  the  rich.  The  wealthy  gambled  in  the  lottery  on  the  same 
principle  as  that  which  took  them  to  the  salon  de  jeu, — as  much  for  the 
sake  of  excitement  as  of  gain,  and  their  speculations  were  seldom  based 
upon  any  serious  calculation;  but  with  the  poor  it  was  widely  different: 
they  found  excitement  enough  in  the  question  whether  the  next  day 
would  bring  them  bread  to  eat,  and  when  they  ventured  their  hoarded 
sous — the  price  of  many  a  stinted  meal — they  did  so  in  the  sole  hope  of 
getting  a  prize,  and  never  without  a  system — such  as  it  was.  This  system 
was  not  founded  on  any  rule  of  numerical  progression,  or  mathematical 
combination — that  was,  of  course,  out  of  the  question — but  depended 
upon  what  has  so  long  been  the  dependence  of  the  world,  an  organised 
superstition.  Had  the  augers  stiU  driven  their  thriving  trade,  the  ffight 
of  birds,  and  the  smoking  entrails  of  bleeding  victims,  might  have  proved 
as  lucrative  in  modem  Paris  as  it  was  in  ancient  Rome,  but  the  commeres 
of  the  former  city  were  quite  as  skilful  in  their  way  as  their  sacerdotal 
predecessors  were  in  theirs.  Whatever  constituted  a  numerical  accident 
was  the  key  to  the  lottery  system  of  the  people.  A  single  number,  or 
series  of  numbers,  presented  suddenly  to  the  eye,  or  forced  upon  the  notice 
by  casual  repetition,  was  supposed  to  hold  out  an  excellent  chance  of  suc- 
cess, but  if  seen  in  dreams  the  omen  was  believed  to  be  certain.  Indeed, 
so  far  was  the  theory  carried  of  lucky  dreams,  that  every  possible  subject 
had  its  numerical  interpretation,  and  was  thought  to  be  more  or  less  valu- 
able. Thus,  when  the  old  women  of  the  quartier  used  to  gather  in  knots 
early  on  the  morning  when  the  lottery  was  to  be  drawn,  and  while  yet 
there  was  a  chance  for  some  undecided  speculator,  to  sell  (heir  dreams 
was  a  frequent  source  to  many  of  petty  profit^  and  cries,  such  as  "  Avez- 
vous  r^v6  rat — avez-vous  r^v6  chat,"  were  heard  on  all  sides,  those 
animals  being  more  or  less  at  a  premium  in  the  oneirocritic  market. 
Nor  were  people  of  rank — who  believed  in  superstitions  of  their  own — 
exempt  from  this  mania,  as  the  coarse  but  laughable  story  of  the  Duchesse 
d'Auville,  recorded  by  Dulaure,  sufficiently  shows. 

It  was  not  unnatural  that  one  who,  like  Dominique  Pascal,  was  per- 
petually studying  how  to  compass  the  means  of  becoming  rich,  should 
sometimes  occupy  himself  with  fancies  about  that  short  cut  to  Fortune — 
the  Lottery.  To  tell  the  truth,  when  he  found  that  three  children  and  a 
bonne,  besides  his  wife  and  himself,  were  daily  seated  at  his  frugal  board, 
it  became  necessary  that  he  should  think  of  something  more  than  chiffons 
and  gold  filings  if  he  ever  hoped  to  realise  the  expectations  which  he  had 
so  long  nourished.  For  a  prudent  man,  it  was  scarcely  wise  to  abandon 
the  actual  for  the  ideal,  but  then,  he  argued  with  himself,  the  actual  did 
not  do  enough  for  him,  whereas  the  ideal — with  a  little  luck,  and  why 
should  not  he  have  it  as  well  as  any  one  else  ? — ^might  lead  him  to  the 
wished-for  goal!  Often  and  often  as  he  passed  by  the  lottery-office 
close  to  his  dwelling,  and  glanced  at  the  five  successml  numbers,  did  he 
pause  to  consider  whether  he  would  not  take  a  ticket  next  time ;  but 
the  price  of  his  daily  labour,  which  he  fingered  in  his  pocket,  had,  he  was 
well  aware,  too  many  positive  uses  to  be  hazarded  on  a  mere  chance. 

But  still  the  question,  "  Why  not  me  as  well  as  another  ?"  perpetually 
recurred.  To  g^ain  a  prize  in  the  lottery,  with  all  the  odds  agsdnst  him, 
would  perhaps  be  a  miracle ;  but  then  he  used  to  add,  "  II  fiiut  que  le 
miracle  tombe  sur  quelqu'un," — and  by  degrees  he  brought  himself  to  the 
belief  that  upon  his  head  the  miracle  would  descend. 
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He  would  speculate  on  the  matter  much  after  this  fiuhion : 

*' There  are  ninety  numbers  in  the  wheel,  and  five  of  these  must 
come  up.  Nobody  knows  which  they  will  be,  as  they  are  taken  out  at 
random  by  pure  accident,  and  in  the  order  in  which  they  are  shown 
their  value  is  declared.  If  I  were  to  calculate  all  my  life  I  could  never 
be  sure  of  obtaining  a  series — which  is  the  only  real  success, — and 
besides,  as  chance  directs  the  whole  affair,  chance  is  the  proper  instru- 
ment for  picking  this  difficult  lock.  I  cannot  fix  upon  any  set  of 
numbers,  for  then  my  will  would  decide,  and  not  my  luck.  I  will  watt, 
then,  till  chance  chooses  for  me.'' 

But  the  fatalism  of  Dominique  Pascal  only  went  half  way ;  he  would 
not  assume  the  initiative,  but  he  watched  every  opportunity  to  find  an 
excuse  for  acting  as  he  intended ;  and  when  a  person  is  in  this  firame  of 
mind  the  opportunity  soon  occurs. 

One  afternoon — ^it  was  in  February,  when  the  days  soon  get  dark — ^he 
was  busy  in  his  small  shop  which  fronted  the  street.  He  had  just  lit  a 
lamp  that  shed  a  strong  light  on  the  work  before  him,  and  was  adjusting 
the  hupe  which  jewellers  use  for  a  close  examination  of  minute  objects, 
when  iJie  door  was  suddenly  opened,  and  a  stranger  came  in.  He  was  a 
man  who  had  evidently  seen  upwards  of  fifty  years,  and  might,  indeed, 
have  passed  the  barrier  which  opens  on  the  next  decade ;  but  he  was 
stout  and  strong,  and  there  was  nothing  in  his  appearance  to  indicate 
that  age  had  '<  clawed  him  in  his  clutch."  His  dress  was  simple,  and  he 
had  very  much  the  air  of  a  ban  bourgeois  who  was  well  to  do  in  the 
world,  though  a  practised  physiognomist  might  have  detected  finer  lines 
and  a  more  intellectual  expression  in  his  features  than  usually  characterise 
that  class ;  the  tones  of  his  voice,  and  his  manner  also,  had  a  marked  air 
of  refinement  and  ease  which  showed  that,  whatever  his  rank  in  life,  he 
was  clearly  one  of  nature's  gentlemen.  There  was,  moreover,  a  certain 
prevenance  about  him  which  insensibly  interested  the  person  to  whom 
he  spoke. 

Dominique  Pascal  put  down  his  loupe  as  the  stranger  entered,  and 
turned  his  head,  but  still  remained  seated  before  his  work.  The  new 
comer  accosted  him,  courteously  putting  the  question  to  him  whether  he 
were  not  a  working  jeweller  ?     Pascal  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

'*  In  that  case,"  said  the  strangrer,  **you  can,  I  dare  say,  easily  remedy 
a  slight  misfortune  that  has  befallen  me." 

'^  I  am  at  your  service,  sir,"  replied  Pascal,  rising. 
''  See !"  said  his  visitor,  taking  from  his  waistcoat-pocket  a  large  ring, 
'*  I  met  with  an  accident,  but  a  minute  since,  not  twenty  paces  from 
hence.  Just  as  I  was  turning  the  comer  of  the  Rue  Ventadour,  directly 
opposite  the  Administration  de  la  Loterie,  where,  as  you  doubtless  know, 
there  is  no  trotioir,  a  cabriolet  came  along  so  rapidly,  and  passed  so  close 
to  the  wall,  that,  if  I  had  not  sprung  back  into  an  open  porte  cochere^ 
I  must  have  been  crushed.  As  it  happened,  fetais  guiite  pour  la  peur^ 
except  that  in  raising  my  hand  to  save  myself  I  struck  it  with  some 
violence  against  the  doorway,  and  broke  the  hoop  of  this  ring,  which  fell 
from  my  finger  into  the  street.  Luckily  it  is  set  round  with  diamonds, 
whose  glitter  enabled  me  to  see  where  it  had  fallen, — I  recovered  it,  but 
broken  as  you  see." 
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Dominique  PHiod  took  the  ling  from  the  stranger^a  hand  to  eEsamine 
iii  Inf tead  c&  a  itone  the  ciiole  of  brilliants  surrounded  a  small  minia- 
ture  in  enamel,  to  all  appearance  yenr  exquiBitd.y  painted*  It  was  the 
portrait  of  a  man  in  the  prime  of  life,  dressed  in  the  onstame  of  Ibr^ 
years  back,  with  powdered  hair  and  queue.  The  eyes  were  grey  and  had 
a  restless  expresrion,  the  mouth  and  nose  lai^,  and  the  oomplexion  high 
coloured.  Dominique  Pascal  thought  that  the  fiftoe  was  not  unfamiliar 
to  him ;  but  he  made  no  comment  on  the  subyecty  only  obsendngy  as  he 
inspected  the  fractured  gold,  that  it  was  fortunate  the  miniature  had  not 
been  destroyed  by  the  force  of  the  blow. 

^*  That,"  ohserred  the  stranger,  with  a  sigh,  '<  would  indeed  have  been 
a  misfortune,  earje  tiens  beaucoup  d  cette  baguel  But  it.  will  not  take 
you  long  to  repair  the  injury  done  to  it  ?" 

^'  Will  to-morrow  morning  be  soon  enough?"  asked  the  jeweller. 

"  Yes,  or  to-morrow  afternoon,"  returned  the  other.  "  Have  it  ready 
by  about  this  hour.  I  will  eall  for  it  myself;  and,  above  all  tlungi,  be 
very  careful." 

^'  Never  fear,  sir,"  said  Dominique,  smiling.  ^  I  will  take  as  nxneh 
care  of  it  as  my  wife  does  of  her  little  girl,  whose  voice  you  may  hear  at 
this  moment  crying,  I  suppose,  for  her  supper." 

The  stranger  smiled  in  reply,  then  a  grave  expression  crossed  his 
features,  he  paused  for  an  instant,  but  checked  himself  as  if  he  were  about 
to  speak,  and  then,  raising  his  hat  to  the  jeweller,  silently  left  the  shop. 

When  he  was  gone,  Pascal  again  took  up  the  ring,  and  now  observed, 
what  had  before  escaped  him,  something  like  an  inscription  on  the 
hollowed  surface  inside.  On  looking  closely,  he  traced  the  leiteia 
<«  L.  J.  P.,"  with  a  mortuary  cross,  and  the  date^  <<  6th  Nov.,  1793» 
^t.  46."  The  following  legend,  in  Gothic  characters,  was  also  engraved 
beneath  :  "  Ktett  ne  m'HX  plutf !" 

Dominique  Pascal  had  not  mudi  poetry  in  his  nature^  though  he  had 
plenty  of  imag^ation,  which  is  one  of  its  leading  features.  Instead, 
therefore,  of  speculating  on  the  romance  which  probably  attached  to  the 
ling,  his  imagmation  took  a  different  turn,  being  set  in  motion  by  the 
more  prosaic  action  of  the  figures.  He  tried  to  combine  them  so  aa  to 
form  a  sequence  suitable  to  a  lottery  of  ninety  numbers,  but  he  could 
not  settle  anything  to  his  satisfaction.  He  proceeded,  therefore,  with 
his  work,  though  ever  and  anon  he  paused  to  make  a  fresh  combination, 
which  he  rejected  almost  as  soon  as  made.  At  length  he  made  an  end 
of  his  labours,  and  with  the  words,  "  I'll  sleep  on  it,"  went  to  bed. 

When  the  mind  is  occupied  with  one  idea,  it  frequently  happens  that 
the  predominant  thought  pursues  us — often  very  fantastically  arranged — 
in  oiff  slumbers.  This  was  the  case  with  Dominique  Pascal,  who  dreamt 
that  nieht  that  the  stranger  came  again  to  his  shop,  and,  noting  his 
troubled  countenance,  said  to  him,  in  friendly  accents,  "  Why  trouble 
yourself  about  the  dead  ?  That  grief  is  mine  and  all  that  belong^  to  it. 
You  have  no  part  in  what  happened  before  you  were  bom.  Bather  take 
counsel  from  the  present.  On  the  present  depends  the  future."  And 
then,  he  fancied,  the  stranger  took  out  an  almanac,  and  pointed  to  the 
day  of  the  month,  which  was  the  24th  of  February.  The  rest  of  his 
dream  was  confused  and  indistinct ;  the  stranger  mingled  more  or  less 
in  the  events  of  which  it  was  composed,  but  there  was  so  much  tumult, 
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no^  and  Uoodshed,  socii  wkmB  d  ilfimitabk  watlth  and  indMeribaUt 
r,  80  HnidL  Bfjendour  allied  to  ao  madk  wiatrj^  and  to  oompleto  a 
of  eroytkin^  that  waa  latianal  or  oonaaculm^  tkat  the 
glad  to  finget  all  of  bis  Tiaioa  but  ita  more  fiumal  ooaft* 


'^Thflve  inaat  be  naaatfaiDg  in  sueh  a  dicam/'  be  buL     ^  It  quite 
with  my  ofwn  thoogbia  kit  iii|^     Thoae  figniea  on  the  ring 


of  no  Take  in  this  inatance.  But  tbe  picaent^^t  me  aee — y^  he 
pointed  to  tbe  almanac  as  mj  gnUe.  Tbia  is  Febroaijy  the  aeomd 
mon^  of  the  yeary  and  yesteraay  waa  tbe  24th*  Let  me  xead  that  off; 
Twenty-four — two — ei^teen  hnndrad  and  thizty.  Yea^  than  are  fioar 
iiuudww  exact :  2%  2,  18,  30.  I  will  take  taem  in  that  order,  and 
lay  out  iqpon  tbe  ticket  whaterer  the  gentleman  pays  me  for  mending 
bis  zin^  It  could  not  baYO  been  by  mere  efaance  that  the  accident 
took  place  opposite  tbe  lotteiy-effiee*  No,  I  feel  confident  I  shall  get 
a  prize.* 

Dominiqne  Pascal  was  now  only  anxious  fixr  the  i^iproacb  of  evening 
and  the  letom  of  the  owner  of  the  ring.  He  came  with  the  dusk,  as 
the  dock  was  striking  six,  and  seemed  well  pleased  with  tbe  manner  in 
wbidi  the  jewellar  had  done  boa  work ;  so  mudi  so,  indeed — unless  bis 
generositir  weze  habitual — that,  instead  of  paying  the  modest  demand 
of  tfnee  cranes,  he  gave  Pascal  a  Napoleon. 

"  You.  ba?e  duldren,"  be  said ;  '*  so  bafe  I,  too !  There  is  no  plea- 
sure like  that  of  providing  for  their  existence.  You  seem  honest.  You 
are  a  good  workman;  yoong  still.  You  have  a  future.  Periiaps  we 
may  meet  again." 

The  stranger  then  put  his  ring  on  his  fingeot^  and  took  his  departure, 
leavrng  Faanal  lost  in  pleased  surprise. 

«<  He  said  nothing,  though,  about  the  almanac !"  waa  the  jeweller^s 
CGKcbuttatioa,  as  soon  as  be  recovered  himselE  ''  Bah !  that  was  only  a 
dream.  But  then  such  a  dream !  And  with  this  money— I  can  afford  it 
now !" 

He  hastily  put  on  his  bat^  and  calling  to  his  wife  to  mind  tbe  shop,  set 
off  at  once  to  the  lottery^oflfice. 

Chapter  II. 

ITS  COHSEQUXirCBa. 

In  order  to  be  aware  of  the  nature  of  Domimque  Pascal's  chance,  it 
may  be  advisable  briefly  to  state  tbe  plan  on  which  tbe  old  French  lottery 
waa  constructed. 

Tbe  numbers  in  the  wheel  ranged  from  1  to  90  indnsive,  and  the 
prises  were  the  first  five,  drawn  indiscriminately  from  the  whole ;  so  that 
there  was  no  selection  of  tickets,  tbe  choice  in  venturing  being  confined 
to  tbe  particular  numbers  each  might  desire.  Neither  was  there  any  spe- 
cific sum  destined  to  reward  the  holder  of  fortunate  numbers,  nor  was  the 
amount  of  winners  limited.  Tbe  value  of  the  prizes  depended  entirely 
upon  the  sum  originally  paid  for  the  ticket,  and  the  manner  in  whidi  it 
was  laid  cut.  Thus,  if  a  single  number  only  were  taken,  and  that  number 
happened  to  be  drawn  amongst  the  five,  the  lucky  speculator  received  fif- 
teen times  the  amount  of  his  mtse,  as  the  veotuie  was  called.     If  he  bad 
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chosen  two  numbers,  and  they  came  up  in  the  drawing,  the  payment 
made  was  two  hundred  and  seventy  times  the  mUe,  To  gain  this  was 
termed  having  an  ambe.  The  teme^  which  rewarded  the  holder  five 
thousand  three  hundred  times,  consisted  in  having  three  numbers  out  of 
the  five.  The  quaieme^  or  four  out  of  the  five,  had  an  enormously  high 
result — we  do  not  quite  remember  how  much ;  and  there  was  even  a  fifth 
rate,  but  as  none  but  the  wildest  speculators  ever  ventured  upon  that,  the 
last  column  in  the  ticket  was  generally  unnoticed.  The  minimum  of  ihe 
mUe  was  fixed  at  two  francs :  its  maximum  depended  on  the  lengOi 
of  the  speculator's  purse,  the  nature  of  his  hopes,  or  the  extent  of  his 
cupidity.  Besides  the .  choice  of  numbers,  the  purchaser  had  also  the 
option  of  laying  out  his  money  how  he  pleased,  subject  only  to  certain 
laws  of  combination.  For  example,  he  might  select  three  numbers,  and 
place  the  mise  on  the  teme  only ;  in  doing  which  he  increased  the  value 
of  the  prize,  but  derived  no  advantage  from  having  in  his  ticket  one  or 
two  out  of  the  three  numbers  which  he  had  chosen ;  whereas,  if  he  had 
distributed  the  sum  over  the  two  first  columns  as  well  as  the  third,  a 
prize  would  have  accrued  on  each.  I^  again,  to  multiply  his  chances,  he 
took  more  than  three  numbers— say,  for  instance,  ten — for  he  might  take 
the  whole  ninety  if  he  liked — ^then  came  the  calculation  of  how  many 
ambeSy  ierneSj  quaiemes,  &c.,  could  be  combined  in  these  ten,  and  a  part 
of  the  mise  was  obliged  to  be  laid  out  on  each.  There  were,  besides,  a 
variety  of  modes  of  venturing  with  the  sum  at  the  speculator's  dispod- 
tion,  but  the  general  principle  has  been  laid  down  in  the  above  explana- 
tion. It  is  only  necessary  to  observe  that  though  a  ticket-holder  might 
realise  a  fortune  at  the  risk  of  a  few  francs,  the  odds  against  the  public 
were  so  great  that  the  clear  benefice  accruing  to  government  from  the 
lotteries  amounted  to  twenty  per  cent.  Instances  were  on  record  of  very 
large  sums  having  been  won,  and  many  fabulous  stories  were  told  to  in- 
crease the  number  of  dupes ;  for  all  gamblers  are  dupes,  as  all  systems 
of  gambling  are  vicious ;  but  the  mass  of  the  people  always  found,  to 
their  cost,  in  the  end,  who  were  the  real  losers. 

How  Dominique  Pascal  disposed  of  the  sum  which  he  considered  his 
nest*egg,  will  be  seen  by  the  dialogue  which  took  place  between  the 
lottery-office  keeper  and  nimself. 

The  sale  of  tickets,  it  must  be  noticed,  did  not  take  place  at  the  Ad' 
ministration  GenSrale^  but  there  was  no  difficulty  in  finding  a  bureau 
where  they  could  be  procured  in  any  part  of  Paris.  These  bureaux,  like 
the  Debits  de  Tabac,  were  licensed,  the  employes  being  paid  a  reg^ar 
salary,  and  a  caution  was  required  as  a  guarantee  for  their  honesty,  the 
sums  of  money  which  passed  through  their  hands  being  often  large.  The 
lottery-office  was  easily  recognised  by  the  black  board  in  the  window,  with 
its  6ve  horizontal  columns,  Wring  the  words,  "  Paris,"  *^  Lille,*'  *^  Lyon," 
*^  Strasbourg,"  and  **  Bordeaux,"  the  names  of  the  five  cities  where  the 
lotteries  were  drawn,  at  regelated  intervals  of  a  few  days.  While  the 
tickets  were  on  sale,  the  column  for  speculation  was  a  blank ;  but  as  soon 
as  the  result  of  the  lottery  was  known,  the  fatal  list  appeared,  and 
remained  open  to  inspection  till  the  commencement  of  the  next  lottery. 

With  his  thoughts  entirely  engrossed  by  the  one  subject,  Dominique 
Pascal  made  his  way  along  the  street,  little  heeding  the  people  he  jostled, 
or  even  hearing  their  comments  on  his  apparent  rudeness.  He  had  not 
occasion  to  go  far,  for  within  two  or  three  doors  of  the  comer  of  the 
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Rae  Gaillon,  on  the  opposite  ride  of  his  own  street,  was  the  bureau  he 
sought. 

Thoagh  he  had  never  specnlated  before,  ho  was  very  well  acquainted 
with  the  person  who  kept  the  office,  from  living  so  near ;  for  it  is  not 
with  the  trading  classes  as  with  people  of  higher  degree :  thej  really  do 
know  who  their  next  door  neighbours  are. 

It  has  always  been  a  prevailing  custom  in  France  to  entrust  the 
management  of  shop  accounts  to  women,  and  they  exercise  their  func- 
tions so  well  that  the  government  even  does  not  disdain  their  services. 

This,  at  least,  was  tibe  case  with  the  lottery-office  near  the  Rue  Gaillon, 
where  the  manager  was  a  brisk  old  woman,  named  Madame  Gaussin, 
who  had  been  born  and  bred  in  lotteryoffice  practice,  and  could  tell  you 
the  names  of  the  winners  of  all  the  great  prizes  for  the  last  forty  years ; 
no  venr  extraordinary  exercise  of  memory,  perhaps,  when  the  very  short 
list  of  the  supremely  lucky  is  taken  into  consideration.  But  Madame 
Craussin  could  do  more  than  this.  Habit  or  natural  quickness,  or  both 
united,  enabled  her,  at  a  single  glance  at  the  misef  to  say  how  the 
amount  had  best  be  distributed ;  for  in  spite  of  all  she  beheld,  and  had 
for  so  many  years  witnessed,  she  really  did  believe  in  luck,  and  held 
mathematical  doctrines  in  profound  contempt. 

*^  Qu'est-ce  que  9a  me  fait,"  she  used  to  exclaim  in  her  testy  way, 
''  que  le  gouvemement  gagne  tant  pour  cent  ?  Faut  bien  qu'il  gagne 
quelque  c^ose.  Autrement  oh  trouverait-on  le  moyen  de  payer  les 
fonctionnaires  publics — d'oik  viendraient  nos  traitements  k  nous,  je  vous 
le  demande  ?  Mais  si  le  bonheur  y  est  pour  rien,  comment  est-tl  arrive 
que  Monsieur  Paiisot — lui  qui  n'avait  pas  le  sou — ait  gagn^  ce  beau 
quateme,  il  y  a  trente  cinq  ans  d'ici  ?     Comment ** 

And  then  she  would  run  over  on  her  fingers  the  names  of  a  dozen  or 
so  of  these  single  swallows,  who,  if  they  had  been  all  seen  together, 
•would  not  have  made  one  summer — not  forgetting  to  throw  in  the 
apocr3rphal  story  of  Egalite,  who  is  firmly  believed  by  the  gossips  of 
Paris — male  as  well  as  female — to  have  purchased  the  Palais  Royal  out 
of  part  of  the  proceeds  of  a  lotteir  ticket,  the  government  of  that  day 
having  compromised  his  claim — which  they  found  it  impossible  to  meet- 
by  paying  him  down  a  few  hundred  millions  of  francs. 

''Well,  Monsieur  Pascal,"  said  Madame  Gaussin,  looking  at  the 
jeweUer  over  her  spectacles,  which  remained  turned  towards  the  books 
she  was  making  up — *'  well,  how  are  all  the  family,  and  how  is  business 
getting  on  ?  It*s  a  fortnight  or  more  since  I've  seen  you.  I  suppose 
you  have  so  much  work  ?" 

"  Oh !  we  have  no  sickness  amongst  us,  though  the  children  are  deli- 
cate, and  would  be  none  the  worse,  perhaps,  if  we  could  afford  to  live  at 
Montmorency  or  Saint  Germain,  instead  of  in  the  entresol  hard  by ;  and 
as  to  work,  Dieu  merci,  that's  better  than  it  was,  Madame  Gaussin." 

**  That's  right,"  said  the  animated  old  woman ;  '*  it  does  one  good  to 
hear  that  one's  neighboura  are  neither  ill  nor  idle.  And  the  profits, 
hein?" 

"  Better,  too, — a  little,"  returned  Pascal ;  "  and  the  proof  of  it  is  that 
IVe  come  here  to  lay  out  this  money  in  i/our  wares,  Madame  Gaussin." 
And,  as  he  spoke,  he  threw  the  Napoleon  which  the  stranger  had  given 
him  on  the  desk  at  which  the  lottery-office  keeper  sat.  **  I  want  you  to 
lay  it  out  well  for  me." 
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Mft<^<»M>  Gavstin  raiaed  her  head  in  8iirpiise,^^-th]s  tune  epeetacka  and 
all, — and  stared  hard  at  Dominique  Pascal. 

*'  Comment  done!  Voas  l"  she  eiclaimed,*— ^'  uriiyv  I  thong^  yon  had 
made  a  tow  never  to  risk  a  bou?^ 

^^  So  I  did,  Madame  Gaussin,  when  I  never  had  a  ao«  to  spare ;  hot  the 
case  is  altered  now.  That  piece  of  gold  was  easily  got.  It  was  only  half 
an  hour's  extra  work  after  the  reet  was  over^  and  is  so  much  clear  gain. 
That's  why  I  want  to  try  my  luck  with  it." 

**  That*8  why?"  said  the  shrewd  old  woman,  who  was  sldlful  in  reading 
the  thoc^hts  of  her  customers;  ^^  and  you  haven't  been  dreaoung  lat^  ? 
Not  the  least  in  the  world,  h^  ?** 

''As  to  that,  Madame  GaussiD,"  replied  the  jewdler,  '^it's  of  no  use 
trying  to  deceive  you.  I  have  had  a  dream,  and  a  very  singular  one,  and 
if  yon  like  to  li^tti  I'll  tett  you  all  about  it" 

This  was  a  propositiGn  such  as  no  female  that  we  ever  heard  of  coidd 
refuse,  and  the  ola  lotteiy^office  keeper  was  not  an  exception  to  the  cnrio- 
Bity  of  her  sex:  besides,  the  interpretation  of  dreama  was  a  part  of  her 
fMitier,  She,  tba:^ore^  laid  down  her  pen,  withdrew  her  eyes  from  the 
rows  of  figives  before  her,  clasped  her  hands  on  her  knee,  and  sat  in  an 
attitude  of  deep  attention  while  Dominique-  Pascal  related  the  particulars 
with  whnch  the  reader  is  already  acquainted.  When  he  had  made  an  end, 
Madame  Gaussin  said : 

*'  You  see,  Monsieur  Paseal,  devor  mechanic  as  you  are,  and  knowing 
mathfwiatiefi  like  a  professor  at  the  ^Coil^ge  de  Henri  Quatre^ — you  see 
that  everjrthing  in  tins  world  is  not  the  effect  oi  calculation.  If  the  bon 
Dieu  didn't  now  and  then  visit  us  in  our  sleep  and  whisper  some  of  his 
knowledge,  we  might  wear  out  our  hands  and  our  heads  too  befinre  we 
ever  madb  a  fortune  by  either." 

''  You  think  the  numbers  lucky,  then  ?*'  said  Pascal,  eagerly. 

''  To  be  sure  I  do,"  replied  Madame  Gaussin ;  and  thou  proeeeded  to 
eive  a  hundred  reasons,  one  as  good  as  the  other,  why  the  numbers  the 
jeweUer  had  dreamt  of  must  be  infJEdlible. 

'*  A  Foeuvre  done,"  cried  Pascal,  hastily,  as  if  to  get  rid  of  any  locking 
doubt  in  his  own  mind,  and  make  the  proceeding  on  his  psrt  irrevocable. 
''  A  ToBuvre  done,  ne  partagez  pas  la  somme;  va  pour  le  quarteme!" 

But  Madame  Gaussin  was  as  prudent  as  she  was  sn^pJsrstitious,  and 
always  considered  the  interests  of  her  clients. 

''  There's  nothing  like  keq>ing  the  road  open  behind  you,"  she  said ; 
"  it  may  lead  to  fortune,  or "  her  own  experience  compelled  the  alter- 
native— "  or  it  may  not.  At  all  events,  it's  safest  not  to  trust  the  numbers 
too  far.  As  they're  all  good  taken  together,  so  they  have  a  separate  value, 
and  if  yon  take  my  advice  you  will  divide  the  money  and  not  throw  away 
a  single  chance." 

Dominique  Pascal  was  opposed  to  this  view  of  ihe  case,  his  thought 
hang  *'  All  or  None^"  but  the  old  woman's  better  genius  prevailed,  and 
well  it  was  for  him  that  he  yielded  to  her  arguments. 

Two  days  afterwards  the  lottery  was  drawn,  and  the  five  numbers  caai0 
up  in  the  following  order. 

«  24— 2— 18— 48— 49." 

He  had  missed  the  quarteme  but  gained  a  teme^  and  the  vidue  of  it 
was  42,400  francs,  in  hard  cash. 
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Chapter  III. 

HEUB   ET   XALHEUB. 

Nbably  eighteen  years  have  passed  since  the  events  which  we  have 
just  recorded,  and  Dominioue  Pascal  has  the  reputation  of  being  one  of 
the  richest  jewellers  in  the  first  arramUssement  of  Paris.  He  no  longer 
hves  in  the  Rue  Neuve  dea  Petits  Champs,  but  his  glittering  botUique  ig 
the  chief  attraction  of  the  Rue  de  la  Paix ;  he  has  many  clerks,  shopmen, 
and  porters,  and  besides  these  a  host  of  workmen  at  his  extensive  manu- 
fectcay  in  the  Faubourg  St.  Antoine.  A  dark  kitchen  behind  the  shop, 
and  a  wretched  little  entresol  above  it,  no  longer  suffice  for  all  the  wants 
of  his  family;  he  has  asuite  of  spacious  apartments  on  the  rez  de  chausseey 
extending  half-way  round  a  large  court-yard,  in  which  he  lives  all  tha 
winter;  and  whea  the  summer  comes  he  is  generally  to  be  found  at  a 
pretty  mauon  de  campagne^  which  he  has  bought  at  Auteuil.  But  big 
family!  Their  wants  are  few  enough  now.  Monsieur  Pascal  is  a 
widower,  and  of  his  three  children  two  sleep  with  their  mother  beneath 
the  turf  in  the  Cim6ti^  Montmartre,  and  the  violets  grow  on  their 
graves.    He  has  only  one  duld  left,— his  daughter  Madeleine,  a  beautiful 

g'jAy  now  nearly  nineteen  years  of  age.     She  will  be  the  heiress  of  all  her 
ther's  wealth,  and  many  already  seek  her  hand  or  sigh  for  her  marriage- 
portion. 

'*  Mademoiselle  Pascal's  dot  will  be  immense,"  whisper  the  anxious 
mothers  of  hopeful  sons,  "  for  her  father  has  managed  his  affairs  well 
Besides  hia  general  businessi,  which  is  so  great,  he  has  had  a  great  part 
of  the  court  custom  for  many  years ;  over  his  door  are  the  arms  of  half 
the  princes  of  Europe^  and  the  English  and  Russians  go  nowhere  else  to 
make  tbeb  purchases.     Ah  I  it  is  well  to  be  bom  under  a  lucky  star  T' 

But  Dominique  Pascal's  star  no  longer  shone  upon  lottery  transactions* 
The  whole  system  had  been  swept  away  shortly  after  the  revolution  of 
1830,  and  with  it  old  Madame  GUuissin,  who  did  not  long -survive  the  day 
which  saw  her  put  her  name  with  a  trembling  hand  to  the  last  page  of 
her  Uare  de  compte.  She  died  with  her  hopes  of  half  a  century  un- 
realised, but  the  ruling  passion  never  forsook  her,  and  her  last  words  were, 
'<  Mon  numero  est  sorti  I" 

After  his  6rst  success  in  the  lottery,  Pascal,  though  sorely  tempted, 
ventured  no  more,  but  turned  lus  thoughts  towards  the  employment  of 
the  capital  he  had  so  unexpectedly  acquired.  The  owner  of  th«  broken 
ling,  in  whom  Pascal  had  excited  aa  interest,  did  not  lose  wght  of  him, 
and  to  his  patronage  the  jeweller  owed  much ;  for  when  the  stranger, 
who  proved  to  be  no  other  than  the  Duke  of  Orieans,  waa  called  to  the 
throne,  he  foigot  no  man  whom  he  had  desired  to  serve^  and  amonest 
them  Dominique  Pascal  largely  benefited.  Widi  the  profits  of  his 
trade  he  became  an  cusiumnaire  in  various  successful  schemes,  and  waxed 
wealthier  every  day. 

But  money,  sought  for  its  own  sake  only,  exercises  no  softening  in- 
fluenee  o^et  the  heart— the  hard  metal  ia  affined,  at  the  best,  to  little  of 
human  sympathy — and  the  brighter  the  golden  horizon  towards  which 
Pascal  toiled,  the  fainter  grew  2ie  path  he  left  behind.  Moreover,  the 
rich  jeweller  never  cared  to  turn  back  to  look  upon  it ;  his  course  was 
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still  onward,  bis  cry  like  that  of  the  daughter  of  the  horseleech,  <'  Give, 
give — it  is  not  enough  !"  He  laboured  day  and  night  for  this  unattun- 
able  object,  this  neyer  found  *'  Enough,**  and  the  heginntng  of  the  year 
1 848  brought  it  almost  within  hb  g^rasp.  It  wanted  but  one  more  grand 
coup  on  the  Bourse,  and  the  goal  was  reached.  With  a  superstitious 
feeling,  which  had  at  least  something  natural  in  it,  Dominique  Pascal 
believed  that  his  fortunes  were  allied  to  those  of  Louis  Philippe,  and 
every  measure  by  which  the  king  sought  to  strengthen  his  authority  had 
his  nrm  support.  He  had  speculated  on  those  measures,  and  they  had 
never  yet  failed  him.  He  trusted  to  them  now,  and  when  the  question 
of  the  suppression  of  political  banquets  agitated  the  cabinet,  Pascal 
bought  largely  in  the  Five  per  Cents. 

Shortly  before  this  period  a  circumstance  occurred  which  for  a  moment 
withdrew  his  thoughts  from  money-making,  and  turned  them  towards  his 
own  fireside.  A  casual  service  rendered  by  a  young  officer  to  his  daughter 
Madeleine  in  rescuing  her  from  the  importunities  of  a  beggar  while  walking 
alone  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  had  led  to  an  intercourse  that  threatened 
to  ripen  into  an  intimacy,  of  which  Dominique  Pascal  did  not  know  whe* 
ther  it  would  be  most  prudent  to  approve  or  condemn.  He  guessed,  rigfhtly 
enough,  that  Henri  Vemay,  who  held  an  appointment  on  the  staff  of  the 
Duke  de  Nemours,  could  not  be  over  rich,  and  was,  therefore,  ao  match 
for  his  daughter  ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  Vemay's  situation  connected 
him  with  the  court,  and  who  could  tell  but  the  Orleans  luck  might  light 
on  him  also !  He  accordingly  temporised  till  he  had  carefully  sounded 
the  ground  on  which  Vernay  stood,  and  in  the  mean  time  the  young 
people  fell  in  love,  and  the  course  of  that  love  seemed  to  them  to  run 
smootlily  enough. 

But  that  which  awoke  them  from  this  dream  of  happiness  awoke  a 
great  many  more  beside,  and  even  Dominique  Pascal  was  stunned  by  the 
blow. 

His  lucky  day,  the  24th  of  February,  arrived,  and  with  it  set  the  star 
of  the  House  of  Orleans.  The  king  whose  power  Pascal  had  ^cied  so 
secure,  and  the  family  whose  identification  with  the  feelings  and  opinions 
of  the  nation  he  haa  imagined  so  complete,  were  scattered  at  one  sweep 
and  driven  forth  to  exile;  order  became  anarchy,  the  funds  fell  with 
fearful  rapidity,  and  the  millionaire  of  yesterday  trembled  at  the  thought 
of  finding  himself  a  beggar  on  the  morrow.  It  was  this  apprehension 
which  shook  Dominique  Pascal  more  than  anything  beside.  He  lamented 
the  fall  of  Louis  Philippe,  but  his  regrets  arose  more  from  the  destruction 
of  the  prestige  which  surrounded  the  king*s  name,  than  from  any  real 
sympathy  with  his  misfortunes :  what  he  looked  at — ^and  this  was  the 
feeling  of  nine- tenths  of  the  bourgeoisie  of  Paris  who  had  called  them- 
selves the  best  friends  of  the  fallen  monarch — was  the  question  of  personal 
interest.  The  people  were  in  the  ascendant,  and  who  could  tell  how 
long,  under  those  circumstances,  property  was  secure  ?  Besides  this  pos- 
sible danger  there  was  the  real  evil  of  the  decline  of  public  credit,  which 
nothing  now  could  avert  Dominique  Pascal  had  invested  a  large  sum 
in  Rentes^  speculating  on  a  considerable  rise;  the  exact  reverse  had 
ensued,  to  an  extent  which  he  feared  to  think  of,  and  his  engagements 
must  be  kept,  or  farewell  credit, — and,  in  the  position  which  he  occupied 
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with  credit,  farewell  fortune!  It  was  hard  to  part  with  the  money 
which  he  had  been  amassing  for  nearly  twenty  years,  but  he  secretly 
resolved  rather  to  bear  the  loss  in  silence  than  allow  it  to  be  known  that 
a  man  so  careful  as  he  was  held  to  be  should  have  committed  himself  so 
imprudently. 

Respecting  his  daughter's  connexion  with  Henri  Yemay,  that  he  de- 
cided should  end  at  once.  It  was  impossible  now  that  any  advantage 
could  accrue  from  it,  and  so  he  abruptly  told  her  to  think  no  more  of 
the  young  officer.  The  command  was  given  too  late  ;  they  had  already 
plighted  their  mutual  faith ;  and  even  on  the  &tal  day  when  Henri  ex- 
posed his  life  in  defence  of  the  Orleans  dynasty,  he  snatched  an  hour 
from  the  duty  which  called  him  to  follow  his  master  into  exile,  to  console 
and  comfort  Madeleine,  and  repeat  his  vows  of  unalterable  fidelity. 

Without  being  too  romantic,  a  girl  in  Madeleine's  situation  might 
well  turn  vnth  aversion  from  the  prospect  which  her  father  held  out  of 
finding  her  soon  another  and  a  richer  lover;  but  Pascal  treated  the 
declaration  of  Henri  as  a  matter  of  no  moment,  in  the  assured  con- 
viction that  money  was  an  advocate  whom  neither  man  nor  woman 
could  resist.  As  a  precautionary  measure,  howeyer,  he  gave  the  word 
prohibiting  his  daughter  from  nolding  any  further  intercourse  with 
Yemay,  and  when  Henri  returned  firom  Claremont  to  resume  his  general 
duties  as  a  French  soldier  and  citizen,  he  was  rudely  encountered  by 
Pascal,  and  treated  as  an  utter  stranger.  What  course  the  ardent,  impe- 
tuous young  man  might  have  adopted  in  endeavouring  to  gain  possession 
of  Maideleine's  hand  in  despite  of  her  father,  was  prevented  by  a  sudden 
order  from  the  Minister  of  War  for  the  immediate  departure  of  his  regi- 
ment for  Algeria.  Henri  and  Madeleine  were,  therefore,  again  separated, 
but  by  distance  only,  for  their  letters  stiU  attested  their  mutual  con- 
stancy. 

Meantime  the  affairs  of  Dominique  Pascal  grew  worse ;  but  he  kept 
up  a  bold  front,  smiled  at  the  ruin  of  others,  as  though  he  had  been  too 
prudent  to  run  their  risks,  and,  while  he  admitted  certain  losses  which 
were  inseparable  from  the  existing  order  of  things,  spoke  so  confidently 
of  his  own  resources,  and  carried  matters  with  so  high  a  hand,  that  the 
public  gave  him  credit  for  being  as  rich  as  ever. 

Chapter  IY. 
the  lugkt  kuxbsb. 

Under  ordinary  circumstances,  the  man  who  can  enounter  a  difficulty 
as  Pascal  did,  stands  a  very  good  chance  of  getting  the  better  of  it  alto- 
gether. But,  unluckily  for  him,  the  situation  was  not  a  common  one : 
the  blow  which  gave  the  Helots  a  holiday  struck  at  the  root  of  all  that 
was  vital  in  commerce  as  well  as  in  government ;  failure  followed  failure, 
trade  was  at  a  stand-still,  and  the  only  safety  consisted  in  waiting  with 
patience  till  the  tide  should  turn.  But  the  multitude  could  not  afford  to 
wait,  and  mercantile  distress  spread  wider  and  wider  in  Paris,  as  well  as 
in  the  departxnents. 

Dominique  Pascal  might  have  sustained  the  shock  occasioned  by  the 
&11  in  the  funds,  but  ms  speculations  had  been  numerous,  and  during 
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office,  chieflj  in  the  dusk  of  evening,  when  he  was  not  likely  to  he  seen 
or  recognised,  and  eyery  time  he  went  he  made  fresh  acquisitions  of  in- 
yaluahle  paper.  In  all  his  walks  he  invariahly  contrived  to  pass  along 
the  Boulevards,  where  the  chief  o£Bce  was  situated,  that  he  might  feast 
his  eyes  on  the  ingots  themselves,  which  were  exposed  to  puhlic  view 
suspended  above  a  counter  covered  with  crimson  velvet,  and  brilliantly 
lit  up  at  night  by  lofty  gilded  candelabras,  that  no  temptation  might  be 
omitted  to  attract  purchasers ;  the  value  and  weight  of  the  principal  ingot 
was  ostentatiously  paraded  in  the  scale  where  it  hung,  while  a  mountain 
of  iron  in  the  opposing  scale  seemed  vainly  endeavouring  to  make  the 
more  precious  metal  kick  the  beam. 

The  scheme  look  with  the  public,  and,  thanks  to  the  boldness  with 
which  the  projectors  advertised  it  in  the  newspapers,  and  the  multitu- 
dinous placards  which  they  circulated  through  France,  covering  every 
dead  wall  and  gable  end  in  every  town  with  their  flaming  affiches^  the 
tickets  went  o£P  with  extraordinary  rapidity.  Not  fast  enough,  however, 
for  Dominique  Pascal,  who  thought  every  hour  an  age  until  his  hopes 
were  realised,  and  counted  every  moment  that  stood  between  him  and 
fortune.  It  would  be  vain  to  attempt  describing  with  what  exultation  he 
used  to  read  and  believe  the  daily  declaration  in  the  advertisements,  that 
'^  those  who  are  desirous  of  obtuning  tickets  must  apply  for  them  imme^ 
diately,  as  it  would  be  impossible  to  supply  them  after  a  very  few  days  f 
and  feeble  would  be  our  efforts  to  express  the  maledictions  he  heaped  on 
the  heads  of  those  whose  criminal  supineness  caused  him  to  linger  in  such 
torturing  suspense. 

While  the  drawing  of  the  lottery  was  still  in  abeyance,  and  every  day 
of  Dominique  Pascal's  life  came  freighted  with  fresh  anxiety,  there 
chanced  to  land  at  the  port  of  Marseilles  a  young  officer  of  chasseurs^ 
who  was  returning  on  leave  of  absence  from  his  regiment  in  the  hope  of 
recovering  from  a  severe  wound  which  he  had  received  in  a  gallant  affair 
with  a  party  of  Kabyles.  He  had  anotiier  hope,  too,  that  of  curing  a 
still  deeper  wound  which — marvel  of  French  constancy — had  never  closed 
for  more  than  three  long  years !  The  name  of  this  young  officer  was 
Henri  Vemay,  and  he  was  hastening  to  Paris,  determmed  that  the  hos- 
tility of  Madeleine's  father  should  no  longer  be  a  bar  to  his  dearest  wishes. 
Not  that  he  had  come  back  any  richer  than  he  went  ~ few  do  who  seek  their 
fortunes  in  Algeria — but  havmsf  reason  to  think  from  Madeleine^s  letters 
that  all  was  not  going  well  with  Dominique  Pascal,  he  trusted  that  he 
might  now  succeed  in  making  the  old  jeweller  listen  to  his  suit. 

"  Everything,  dearest  Henri,"  she  wrote,  **  leads  me  to  believe  that 
my  father's  affairs  are  in  a  very  precarious  condition.  I  am  sure  that  he 
has  had  great  losses,  though  he  has  never  acknowledged  the  feust  even  to 
me ;  but  there  is  a  feverish  restlessness  in  everything  he  says  and  does 
which  convinces  me  that  money  is  at  the  bottom  of  his  trouble ;  for 
money  has  always  been  the  subject  that  has  chiefly  occupied  his'tiioughts. 
By  accident,  too,  I  have  discovered  that  he  has  been  speculating  in  a  new 
lottery  which  has  lately  been  established.  I  entered  his  bureau  suddenly, 
a  few  days  since,  not  thinking  he  was  there,  and  heard  him  repeating  the 
numbers  of  a  heap  of  tickets  which  were  lying  before  him,  and  on  which 
I  observed  the  words  *  Loterie  des  Lingots  d'Or.'  Hearing  me  approach, 
he  shuffled  away  the  tickets,  and  shut  down  his  desk,  speakbg  to. me 
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hastily  on  some  very  indifFerent  subject,  \vith  an  evident  desire  to  remove 
any  suspicion  I  might  have  entertained  as  to  the  occupation  he  was  en- 
gaged in.  None  but  desperate  people  or  mere  etourdis  gamble  in  these 
lotteries,  and,  therefore,  it  is  that  I  fear.     *     *     *** 

Pondering  over  this  letter  as  he  was  traversing  the  Rue  de  Rome,  on 
his  way  to  the  office  of  the  diligence  which  was  to  convey  him  to  Paris, 
Henri  Vemay's  attention  was  caught  by  one  of  the  fiery  affichet  of  the 
identical  lottery  of  which  Madeleine  had  written.  It  was  placarded 
against  the  door  of  a  marchand  de  tabacj  an  agent  of  the  enterprise. 

Venay  paused  to  read  it,  and  while  doing  so  a  thought  struck  him. 

^*  If  such  a  thing  were  to  be !  But,  no— impossible — seven  million 
tickets.     Bah !    At  any  rate  I  want  a  cigar."    And  he  entered  the  shop. 

Having  filled  his  case,  a  single  franc  remained  out  of  the  five-franc- 
piece  which  he  had  taken  from  his  portenumnaxe  ;  he  was  balancing  the 
coin  on  his  finger,  as  if  he  hardly  knew  what  to  do  with  it)  when  the 
demoiselle  du  comptoir^  a  pretty  dark- eyed  Provengale,  said  to  him, 

'*  Desirez-vous  acheter  a  autres,  monsieur  ?" 

''  Merci,  mademoiselle,  j'en  ai  assez,"  was  the  reply. 

'*  Dans  ce  cas-l«i,"  said  the  Marseillaise,  wishing  to  make  a  little  more 
profit  out  of  the  handsome  young  officer,  ^'  dans  ce  cas-lk  prenez  done 
un  beau  billet  de  loterie ;  9a  vous  portera  bonheur !  Regardez,  je  n'ai 
que  ceci !     C'est  le  dernier.     On  va  tout-de-suite  au  tirage." 

''  I  may  as  well  light  my  cigar  with  it,"  said  Vemay,  laughing,  as  he 
threw  the  franc  on  the  counter,  and  twisted  the  bit  of  paper  up  like  a 
match. 

''  Keep  the  ticket^'*  said^the  girl,  with  a  serious  air ;  ''there  is  no  sayinjP 
what  may  happen.  Notre  Dame  de  la  Garde,  who  brought  you  safe 
into  port,  may  watch  over  you  hereafter." 

''  It  is  a  little  too  good  for  the  middle  of  the  nineteenth  century,*' 
thought  Yemay ;  but  he  took  the  pious  little  Proven9ale's  advice,  and 
>ut  the  paper  into  his  cigar-case ;  then,  saluting  her  very  courteously,  he 
eft  the  shop,  and  proceeded  on  his  destination. 


I 


K^\xit  many  delays— each  of  them  a  mortal  agony  to  Domimque  Pascal 
— ^the  day  for  drawing  the  lottery  arrived. 

One  o'clock  was  the  hour  appointed  for  the  ceremony  to  take  place  at 
the  hotel  of  the  minister  of  finance,  in  the  Rue  de  Rivoli ;  but  by  the 
jeweller^s  nervous  restlessness  it  might  well  have  been  supposed  that  he 
expected  it  when  the  day  broke;  for  at  that  hour  he  sallied  forth  and 
paced  the  long  arcade  for  full  three  hours  before  even  the  meanest  commis 
of  the  establishment  made  his  appearance.  He  became  conscious  at  last 
of  the  absurdity  of  exposing  himself  to  observation,  and  took  refuge  in  a 
cafe  hard  by,  but  after  a  vain  attempt  to  swallow  the  breakfast  set  before 
him,  the  enort  to  eat  nearly  choking  him,  he  left  it  untouched,  and 
went  into  the  gardens  of  the  Tuileries,  where  again  he  resumed  his  walk 
up  and  down  the  Avenue  des  Feuillants.  From  this  place  he  could  see 
what  was  going  on  beyond  the  grUley  without  being  himself  noticed,  and 
after  much  interrogation  of  his  watch,  and  glances  innumerable  towards 
the  door  of  the  H6tel  des  Finances,  the  clock  struck  half-past  twelve,  the 
battants  were  slowly  thrown  back,  and  the  people,  who  had  begun  to 
gather  in  large  numbers  under  the  aroadoi  poured  eagerly  into  the  oourt- 
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yard.  With  the  eontradictioD  which  is  inherent  in  our  nature,  no  sooner 
was  the  opportuni^  offered  than  Dominique  Pascal  hesitated  to  take 
advantage  of  it.  He  would  have  given,  had  he  possened  it^  a  large  ssm 
for  the  respite  of  a  monthy  a  week^  or  even  a  day.  Up  te  1^  nMMnefit 
he  had  been  all  confidence ;  but  now  that  the  question  was  to  be  irre- 
vecably  decided>  he  was  assailed  by  fears  which  before  had  had  no  exist- 
ence. He  thought  that,  perhaps,  he  might  be  more  lucky  if  he  waited 
where  he  was  and  heard  the  news  aocidentally;  but  then  he  juctured  to 
himself  the  dreary  blank  if  no  news  came,  and  this  last  fancy  so  stung  hiia 
to  the  quick,  that  he  at  once  threw  aside  all  further  hesitation,  and  rushed 
to  join  the  crowdy  his  amprehension  being  now  lest  he  should  be  too  Istte. 
Forcing  his  way  througb  the  dense  mass  as  it  rolled  onward,  he  entered  the 
large  hall  where  the  lottery  was  to  be  drawn,  aixl  to<^  up  a  position  be- 
tween two  vnndows  from  whence  he  eould  see  everything,  mtfaout  himarif 
being  seen. 

The  apparatus  £or  drawing  the  prizes  was  simple  enough.  It  coittisted 
of  a  large  cylinder,  in  whi&  were  seven  separate  compartments^  filled 
vdth  small  rouleaux  numbered  from  aero  to  nine,  inclusive,  each  compart- 
inmit  holding  ten  or  twelve  series  of  numbers.  Behind  these  divisions 
were  stationed  seven  boys  of  twelve  years  of  age,  £rom  the  InstittUiom 
NiUumaU  dee  Jeunee  Aveufflesy  and,  by  a  eurer&ii  de  precauHon^  eaeh 
of  these  children  wore  a  bandage  over  his  eyes,  to  ccmvince  the  spectatora 
that  if  they  had  not  been  blind  it  was  impossible  they  could  see.  At  one 
extremity  of  the  cylinder  was  a  handle  by  which  it  was  turned,  and  a4 
each  revolution  one  of  the  boys  dipped  his  hand  into  the  compartmeml 
before  hini^  and  drew  out  a  sngle  rouleau  with  its  enclosed  number, 
wiiich  he  held  up  for  everybody  to  see^  This  number  was  ako  prodaimed 
to  the  public,  and  the  same  process  was  repeated  all  along  the  line^  the 
numbers  being  read  off  from  right  to  \eh  to  ^termine  their  value. 

Before  the  drawing  began,  a  functionary  in  full  costume  read  the  pro- 
granune  of  the  lottery,  and  explained  certain  details  respeoting  the 
method  employed,  which  satisfied  every  one  that  the  chances  were  the 
same  for  all.  Thb  ended,  the  chief  official  present  exclaimed,  "  Mes- 
sieurs, on  va  au  tirage,"  and  a  dead  stlence  reigned  through  the  place. 

The  official  who  had  charge  of  the  handle  of  the  cylinder  then  whirled 
it  round,  checking  it  suddenly  when  in  full  career,  and  at  the  same  time 
locking  the  mechanism.  The  boy  on  the  right  put  out  his  hand,  drew 
forth  a  rouleaUi  opened  it,  and  showed  the  cont^its :  it  was  Na  2. 

A  low  mnrmar  was  heacd  throughout  the  assembly ;  all  who  had 
tickets  exceeding  two  millions  were  included  in  the  numbers  that  were  to 
follow;  amongst  them  was  Dominique  Pascal.  It  was  the  initial  of  the 
series  on  which  his  hopes  were  built. 

Again  the  cylinder  went  round,  and  Na  4  appeared.  It  destroyed  the 
hopes  of  thousands,  bat  increased  his  chance.  At  the  third  revolution 
No.  2  was  repeated;  and  at  the  fourth  No.  1  came  up.  Here  were 
already  four  numbers  out  of  the  seven  on  which  his  v^  existence 
depended.  His  heart  beat  audibly,  and  he  gasped  ixx  breath.  No.  8 
followed:  there  was  a  ringing  in  his  ears— his  eyes  were  dazzled — he 
could  scarcely  believe  what  he  saw.  Five  numbers  were  his!  The 
cylinder  turned  again ;  the  nxth  boy  opened  his  rouleau  ;  it  held  No.  4. 
liomiuique  Pascal  almost  screamed  for  joy ;  but  his  emotion  was  unno- 


The  Golden  LigoU.  269 

tftesd' amidst  the  conflicting  passions  of  those  around  him.  There  now 
T^nuuned  but  one  number  more  to  be  drawn.  The  perspiration  oozed 
ftnn  the  pahns  of  bis  hands — ^he  looked  ronnd,  and  speaking  aloud,  as  if 
everf  man  near  him  wer^  bis  friend,  exclaimed,  ^'Ca  sera  k  moi!  j'ai 
Mcore  une  diance  I** 

**  Et  moi  aussi,"  said  a  voiee  at  his  elbow;  it  was  that  of  a  man  whom 
he  knew,  and  bitterly  hated — one  who  had  already  thwarted  a  commer- 
oial  speculation  that  was  to  have  restored  his  fortmie.  Dominique  Pascal 
aet  htt  teeth  and  denched  his  hands  in  silent  agony.  If  he  were  to  lose 
it  after  all,  and  this  detested  wretch  to  win ! 

For  the  last  time  the  cylinder  rerolyed :  it  stopped  with  a  sharp  dick, 
and  Dominique  Pascal  felt  as  if  a  pistol  were  being  pointed  at  his  head : 
doce  more  the  rmtUtm  was  raised  and  opened.     ^  l7o.  8  Y*  he  shouted. 

It  WM  a  mistake-'^he  number  was  9. 

He  tamed  ronnd  fiercely  on  his  ntal,  who  had  simultaneously  done 
the  same,  and  both  stood  glaring  at  each  other,  while  with  a  calm  roiee 
t^  official,  whose  duty  it  was,  declared  that,  <<  Le  Numero  2,421,849, 
a  gagne  le  gros  prix  de  un  milHott !"  But  no  cry  of  exultation  arose  in 
the  hall ;  the  winner,  whoerer  he  might  be,  was  not  present. 

Then  might  have  been  seen  on  each  man's  face  the  expression  of  every 
emotion,  save  that  in  which  triumph  had  any  share. 

Some  laughed,  bitterly  enough ;  but  still  they  laughed.  Others  g^ulped 
down  their  ^sappointment ;  some  looked  angrily  about,  seeking  the 
wearer  of  a  smiling  face,  to  fix  a  quarrel  on  him ;  others  burst  into 
team  Heavy  groans,  deep  sighs,  and  stifled  maledictions  were  heard 
on  all  sides ;  and  the  bhntsarSsf  of  whom  there  were  hundreds  in  the 
haU,  murmured  against  the  authorities :  ^*  C*e8t  rgouvemem'nt  qui  Fa 
empoch^,  9a  game  toujours  com'  ^ !" 

The  multitude,  however;  remained  quiet,  waiting  for  the  prizes  that 
were  yet  to  be  drawn ;  and  bewildered,  stunned  yet  still  expectant, 
Dominique  I^Mcal  waited  too! 

The  santie  formalities  were  repeated,  and  willi  every  number  that  fol- 
lowed a  hope  was  crushed.  One  by  one  he  saw  the  great  prizes  escape 
his  grasp.  Nothing  now  could  redeem  his  pontion — not  even  the  accu- 
mulation of  all  that  remained.  Yet  until  the  last  wretdied  prize  of  a  hun-^ 
dred  francs  was  declared  he  kept  his  post,  for  miseiy  had  so  stupified  him 
tiiat  even  that  pitiful  sum  seemed  an  oliject  worth  coveting. 

At  length  he  heard  the  annonneement,  '^Le  tirage  est  fait,''  and 
woke  to  the  oom{dete  consciousness  of  his  situation.  He  rushed  from  the 
hall  like  a  madman,  and  sped  towards  the  river ! 

It  wa^  8  gloomy  afltemoon,  about  the  middle  of  October,  when  Henri 
Vemay,  who  had  only  an  hour  before  arrived  in  Paris,  was  hastening 
along  the  Quai  du  Louvre,  on  his  way  to  the  Rue  de  la  Paix.  He  had 
just  reached  the  farther  angle  of  the  Pont  National,  when  a  man  without 
his  hat  came  tearing  out  of  the  Grardens  of  the  Tuileries,  and,  making  for 
the  bridge  dashed  against  V^nay,  and  drove  him  almost  over  the  bat- 
tlement. Sudden  as  was  the  shock  and  imperfect  iJie  light,  the  young 
officer  immediately  recognised  Dominique  Pascal ;  but  the  frantic  specu- 
lator was  too  much  excited  to  take  heed  of  anything  he  met,  and,  shaking 
off  the  hand  that  was  stretched  to  detain  him,  maae  but  one  leap  across 
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the  trotioir,  aud,  without  a  momeDt's  pause,  flung  himself  over  the 

Sarapet  headloDg  into  the  Seine.  Vernay,  with  rapid  presence  of  mind, 
arting  at  once  to  the  side  of  the  hridge,  and  looking  over,  saw  the 
body  of  the  unfortunate  man  swept  through  the  arch  and  hurried  down 
the  river.  Maimed  as  he  was,  with  his  left  arm  still  in  a  sling,  he  did  not 
stop  for  an  instant  to  consider  the  consequences,  but  rushing  with  the 
speed  of  light  along  the  quay,  cleared  the  battlement  at  a  favourable  pointy, 
and  before  the  current  had  carried  Pascal  below  the  spot  he  had  reached, 
was  struggling  in  the  waters  to  save  the  unfortunate  man.  It  was  a  mo- 
ment of  extreme  danger ;  a  step  further  and  his  own  life  was  not  worth 
a  pin's  fee.  But  before  the  tide  swept  him  off  his  feet  he  had  firmly 
seized  the  body,  and  an  eddy  setting  towards  the  shore  and  assisting  his 
efforts,  he  dragged  it  into  a  place  of  safety.  A  number  of  people  were 
soon  collected  on  the  quay,  who  lent  their  aid,  and  the  body  was  taken 
on  board  the  floating  batns  immediately  above  the  bridge,  Vernay  follow- 
ing in  a  state  of  the  utmost  anxiety. 

By  the  aid  of  prompt  assistance  the  jeweller,  after  a  short  time,  began 
to  show  symptoms  of  returning  animation;  he  sighed  heavily  several 
times  and  then  opened  his  eyes,  and  aiiter  staring  roimd  with  a  dim,  vacant 
look,  exclaimed: 

''Numero  deux  millions,  quatre  cent  vingt  et  un  mille,  huit  cent 
quarante  neuf !" 

"  J*parie,"  said  one  of  the  bystanders,  "  que  c't  hom'  llL  a  £ut  {ante 
e't  apr^s  midi  k  la  lot'rie  I" 

By  degrees  Dominique  Pascal  recovered,  and  at  length,  when  lefb  alone 
with  Vernay,  he  became  aware  that  it  was  to  his  g^ant  exertions  he 
owed  his  lire. 

'*  C'est  un  triste  cadeau  que  vous  m'avez  fait,  monsieur,"  he  said,  with 
a  dejected  air:  ^'je  suis  un  homme  ruin6;  la  loterie  m'a  tout  mang6. 
Malheur  au  Numero  2,421,849!  malheur,  et  triple  malheur!" 

Vernay  endeavoured  to  console  him,  but  all  his  efforts  were  vain.  ' 

*'  J'ai  tout  risque,  tout  perdu !"  was  his  constant  exclamation ;  '<  j'avais 
tant  de  chances,— et  voiliL  ce  miserable  numero  qui  I'a  gagn6 !" 

^*  What  number  did  you  say  it  was  ?"  asked  Vernay,  who  till  tiiat 
moment  had  thought  of  nothmg  but  calming  the  jeweller's  despair. 
Dominique  Pascal  repeated  it  with  a  bitter  oath. 

'<  Stay !"  exclaimed  Vernay,  hastily.  **  I  bought  a  single  ticket  with 
a  great  many  figures  on  it.     What's  this  ?" 

He  took  a  paper  from  his  cigar-case,  where  it  still  lay  rolled  up  as  he 
had  thrust  it  there. 

Dominique  Pascal  snatched  it  from  his  hands,  unrolled  it  eagerly, 
gazed  at  it  for  an  instant,  uttered  a  cry  of  joy,  and  fainted  where  he  sat 

The  ticket  was  numbered  3,421,849. 

Dominique  Pascal  has  recovered  his  credit :  with  half  the  amount  of 
the  lottery-ticket,  which  Vernay  promptly  gave  him,  he  is  auietly  putting 
his  affairs  in  order ;  the  other  htdf  is  the  trousseau  of  Madeleine  Pascal, 
who  is  next  montii  to  be  married  to  Henri  Vernay. 
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The  slow  progress  of  affairs,  and  the  resultless  achievements  of  the 
military  in  Kaffirland,  have  led  many  to  entertain  feelings  of  the  greatest 
perplexity  as  to  the  why  and  wherefore  of  so  deplorable  and  so  unequal 
a  war,  and  to  harbour  the  most  gloomy  apprehensions  as  to  the  results. 
The  bold  and  active  Kaffir,  it  was  said,  was  never  to  be  met  hand  to 
hand;  as  a  nation,  he  never  presented  himself  in  the  battle-field;  nor 
was  he  to  be  found  in  his  own  mountain  recesses.  There  were  no 
strongholds  nor  citadels  to  capture  or  to  hold,  no  towns  or  treasuries  to 
keep  as  hostages.  There  was  nothing  to  indicate  a  termination  to  this 
phantom  war.  Yet  the  Kaffir  was  here,  there,  and  everywhere.  If 
there  were  homsteads  to  rifle,  or  cattle  to  drive  off,  there  the  Kaffir 
wotdd  be  found  sooner  or  later  ;  if  there  were  provisions  on  the  way,  or 
a  few  colonial  waggons,  or  a  stray  traveller  or  two,  or  a  hasty  govern- 
ment despatch,  they  were  sure  to  meet  the  Kaffir,  and  to  suffer  robbery 
and  death  at  his  savage  hands.  If,  hunted  from  rock  to  rock,  a  band  of 
these  ferocious  savages  were  brought  to  bay,  like  a  horde  of  wolves  sur- 
rounded by  a  pack  of  hounds,  a  still  more  numerous  party  would  dis- 
perse themselves  in  the  rear  of  the  armed  hunters  of  men,  devoting  every 
thing  in  their  reach  to  fire,  spear,  or  plunder.  The  Kaffirs,  in  fact,  were 
a  host  ;*  their  numbers,  increased  by  the  adhesion  of  Hottentots,  Bush- 
men, and  other  discontented  and  plunder-loving  tribes,  so  far  outstripped 
that  of  the  small  bands  of  assailants,  that,  avoiding  the  open  field  and 
the  fair  combat,  discipline  had  no  advantage  over  them,  and  even 
military  science  and  tactics  were  for  once  set  at  nought. 

But  this  is  a  state  of  things  very  easy  to  understand.  The  whole  lies 
in  a  nutshell :  the  strength  and  persistance  of  a  savage,  but  a  brave  and 
enterprising  people,  was  miscalculated,  and  the  forces  employed  against 
them  were  totally  inadequate  to  their  subjection  or  their  dispersion.  This 
state  of  things  is  being  rapidly  ameliorated  ;  reinforcements  are  on  the 
way  to  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  from  almost  every  direction,  and  in  con- 
siderable numbers.  The  Kaffirs  will  then  be  driven  from  the  lands  which 
they  plundered  from  the  Hottentot.  This  seems  to  be  a  very  severe 
reprisal,  a  grievous  thing  to  do  ;  but  there  is  no  alternative ;  there  is  no 
subjecting  a  savage  without  a  home  or  a  fixed  station,  and  who  has 
always  a  hostile  spear  or  gun  in  his  hand.  Such  a  dangerous  member 
of  the  human  society  must  be  driven  to  beyond  the  confines  of  peace 
and  industry— of  a  civilisation  in  which  he  cannot  be  led  to  take  a  part. 
*'  But  where  are  the  limits  of  expulsion  to  cease  ?"  cries  out  one  party. 

Where  are  we  to  place  the  boundaries  of  our  South  African  posses- 
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•  "  The  movement  of  a  body  of  these  savages  through  the  land,"  says  Mrs. 
Ward,  **  may  be  likened  to  a  *  rushing  and  a  mighty  wind.'  On  they  sweep — 
like  a  blast— filling  the  air  with  a  strange  whirr,  reminding  one,  on  a  grand  scale, 
of  a  flight  of  locusts.  An  officer  of  rank,  during  the  Kaffir  war  of  1 835,  was  riding 
with  a  body  of  troops  across  the  country,  when  suddenly  his  attention  was 
arrested  by  a  doud  of  dust;  then  a  dark,  silent  mass  appeared,  and  lol  a  multi- 
tude of  beings,  more  resembling  demons  than  men,  rushed  past.  There  were  no 
noises,  no  sound  of  footsteps,  nothing  but  the  shiver  of  the  assagays  which 
gleamed  as  they  dashed  onwards." 


272  The  Fate  cf  Kaffirland. 

Bions  ?"  cries  out  another.  ''  Wherever  they  are  placed,  it  will  only  be 
the  same  scene  enacted  over  again,"  adds  a  thinl ;  *'  And  with  results 
the  more  disastrous  as  the  boundaries  are  extended,  and  the  consequent 
means  of  defence  are  ezpennve  and  weak,"  continues  a  still  moie  de- 
sponding fourth. 

This  is  not,  howeyer,  takbg  the  capabilities  of  Sonih  Africa,  the 
position  of  existing  colonies,  the  ritnation  of  the  Kaffirs,  the  movements 
of  the  revolted  Boors,  and  the  progpress  of  geog^phical  discovery,  into 
fair  and  just,  still  less  intelligent  or  comprehensive,  consideration. 

In  the  first  place,  Kaffirland  is  situated  directly  between  Cape  Colony 
and  Port  Natal,  the  land  communication  and  gradual  approximation  of 
which  two  settlements  are  thus  intercepted  and  impeded  by  the  interval 
between  them  being  occupied  by  a  predatory  and  hostile  race ;  a  state  of 
things  which  never  coula  be  tolerated  under  any  circumstances.  The 
Kaffirs  also  hold  the  whole  of  the  sea-board  between  the  two  colonies^ 
rendering  a  wreck  upon  that  part  of  the  coast  dangerous  to  the  survivor8» 
and  attended  with  certain  destruction  of  property.  This,  considering  the 
short  distance  of  East  London,  at  Buffalo  Mouth,  and  Port  Natal,  is  nei- 
ther a  politic  nor  a  proper  state  of  things.  The  fertile  valley  of  the 
Orange  River,  and  tne  settlements  gradually  spreading  along  tne  banks 
of  the  most  distant  tributaries  of  that  river,  ciuled  the  ''  Sovereignty," 
and  the  settlements  in  what  is  called  British  Kaffraria,  envelop,  with  the 
new  settlement  of  Port  Natal  and  the  eastern  lands  of  the  Ct^  colony, 
nearly  the  whole  of  the  Kaffirland  as  in  a  net,  and  it  is  totally  inconsistent 
with  the  peaceful  occupation  of  remote  tracts  of  land  or  pasture,  or  with 
the  pursuit  of  any  branch  of  industry  apart  from  towns  or  forts,  tbftt 
there  should  be  permanently  tolerated  in  the  very  heart  of  a  young  but 
prog^ressive  civilisation,  rapidly  spreading  itself  in  every  possible  direwon, 
a  labour-hating,  plunder-lovmg,  reckless  horde  of  savages.  One  point 
only  to  the  nortn-eastward  remains  as  yet  totally  unoccupied,  and  it  really 
seems  as  if  it  had  been  left  on  purpose  for  the  retreat  to  tneir  own  original 
lands,  and  to  regions  more  removed  ixoxo.  a  progressive  civilisation,  of  a 
tribe  of  intruding  marauders. 

But  it  might  be  asked,  supposing  the  Kaffirs,  or  some  of  the  more  vn- 
tameable  tribes  of  Kaffirlano,  expelled  to  Caffraria  of  old,  the  ooontiy  of 
their  forefathers,*  as  must  ultimately  be  the  case,  what  is  to  be  done  with 
the  territory  till  then  occupied  by  a  predatory  race?  The  riches  of 
the  ELaffirs,  apart  from  ill-gotten  wealth,  consisted  in  herds  of  cattle  and 
fields  of  millet.  The  land  they  occupied  must  be  eminently  fertile  in 
pasturage,  or  when  these  tribes  drove  the  aborigines  before  them  they 
would  not  have  selected  ELaffirland  as  their  resting-place,  if  it  had  not 
been  the  tract  which  they  found  in  the  course  of  their  invasion  to  be  best 
adapted  to  their  wants  and  their  modes  of  life.  So  wealthy  is  the  Kaffir, 
and  BO  powerful  by  race  in  comparison  with  men  more  fiillen  in  con- 
dition, that  he  can  afford  to  keep  the  remnants  of  eight  once  powerful 
nations  in  bondage  and  in  slavery  under  the  common  name  of  Fiogoes — 

*  The  Arabian  geographers  oomprefaended  the  whole  of  the  interior  of  AlUea 
mder  the  name  oT  Caftra  or  Caffraria.  Subsequently,  gec^raE^ers  limited  the 
term  to  the  whole  tract  of  country  extending  from  the  Mozambique  to  the  frontier 
dftheCapeterritoiy.  It  is  of  the  Caffi^s  of  Old  Cafiaria  that  Bos  Santos  wtitee, 
not  of  the  tribes  settled  in  the  Amatola. 
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^  refNToadifiil  epidiet^  denotbg  a  person  having^  no  cUdm  to  justioe,  mercy, 
or  eTen  life;  a  term,  in  fact,  very  synonymous  to  tkat  of  suiTe,  as  under- 
stood in  some  of  the  southern  states  of  the  Union.  Kaffirlaiid  would  dins, 
as  a  pastoral  conntry  at  all  etents,  be  to  the  other  colonies  what  many 
parts  of  Anstralia  are  to  the  more  promerous  and  popalous  settlements. 
Bnt  it  does  not  appear  that  Kaffirland  is  solely  a  mountain  and  pastoral 
oountry.*  Its  mineral  wealth  or  resources  have  not  been  fully  explored.f 
Bivers  of  moderate  length  take  their  rise  in  the  hilly  regions  to  flow 
downwards  to  the  sea,  and  the  eonrse  of  their  valleys  must  present  a  soil 
and  lands  available  to  cultivation,  forming  also  the  nucleus  of  useful  set* 
tlemoits  on  the  coast,  easy  of  approach,  and  hence  so  many  new  openings 
to  ooaunerce. 

The  resources  of  Kaffirland  are,  mdeed,  far  greater  than  is  generally 
supposed.  The  soil  is  argiUaeeous,  tempered  with  fine  sand,  and  very 
fertile.  The  whole  sur&ce,  and  even  the  tops  of  mountains,  are  covered 
with  woods,  shrubs,  grass,  and  other  vegetables,  never  naked  and  parched, 
except  in  ODOommonly  dry  seasons.  The  proximity  of  snow  mountains 
ensures  a  temperate  dimate.  The  woods,  plaios,  and  rocks,  abound  in 
valuable  wild  animals,  the  rivers  with  birds  and  fish,  and  the  coast  teems 
vrith  fish  and  shell-fish.  Ellks  grow  very  large;  one  of  them  afPcNrds 
more  meat  than  two  oxen,  and  they  are  easily  taken.  Wild  horses, 
sebcas,  and  bufialoes,  are  met  with.  The  different  sorts  of  bucks,  some 
of  which  dwell  on  plains  and  some  in  woods,  abound,  as  do  also  several 
varieties  of  goats  on  the  mountains.  It  is  in  this  respect  in  Kaffirland  as 
Mr.  Gordon  Cuaumng  has  described  of  other  parts  of  SouUi  Africa. 
There  are  also  wild  hogs.  Among  the  birds  are  ostriches,  geese,  ducks, 
snipe,  doves,  herons,  coots,  &c.  Land  and  water  turtles  are  eat  by 
the  natives.  Thunberg  enumerates  a  variety  of  edible  and  medicinti 
plants,  roots  of  irises,  figs,  wild  chestnuts,  &c  Among  the  more  re* 
markable  trees  are  tiie  black  iron  wood,  yellow  wood,  red  pear-tree, 
backer-tree,  red  alder,  ash,  wild  catjepiring  (used  for  dubs),  the  assagay- 
tree  (curtisia  faginea),  the  geelhout,  &c.  The  mesembryantbema  and 
aalsola  obtain  the  size  of  shrubs,  and  are  called  canna  bushes  in  the 
country. 

At  the  Cape,  all  traces  of  animated  nature  are  in  the  dry  season  obli- 
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*  **•  The  Csfrea,"  says  the  Beverend  Father  Joano  dos  Santos,  whose  work  was 
published  in  1684,  <' being  naturally  idle  and  averse  from  labour,  constantly  pitch 
for  their  residence  on  spots  productive  of  abundance  as  the  means  of  support" — 
"  The  Caffres,'*  said  the  celebrated  botanist  and  traveller  Thunberg,  "inhabit  the 
most  delightfid  meadows  that  can  be  imagined  along  the  coast." 

t  The  mountainous  portions  of  Kaffirland  appear  to  be  composed  chiefly  of 
sandstone,  resting  on  a  base  of  granite;  the  inferior  hills  are  composed  mainly  of 
compact  or  slaty  schistus.  This  is  precisely  the  formation  in  which  gold  may  be 
expected  to  be  found,  if  sought  for  in  the  detritus  or  alluvium  washed  down  by 
the  rains  and  frequent  thunder-storms,  more  especially  at  the  bottom  of  gullies,  or 
in  the  beds  of  mountain  torrents,  or  of  rivulets  and  rivers.  Everywhere,  already, 
it  is  known  that  iron-ores  are  abundant.  Silver  and  lead  ores  have  been  discovered 
to  the  eastward,  and  abundance  of  copper  ores  in  the  Dammara  country,  whence 
are  brought  fine  specimens  of  malachite.  '*  Ere  many  years,**  says  Mrs.  Ward, 
'*  have  elapsed,  we  may  find  the  wealth  of  Africa  appreciated,  and  her  mines 
worked  by  scientific  men,  and  intelligent  mechanics  of  England."  The  societies 
at  home  are  already  alive  to  the  value  of  Mr.  Bain's  researches  in  geology;  and 
the  botanist,  the  naturalist,  the  artist — in  short,  all  who  are  enterprising  and  per- 
severing— must  reap  the  reward  of  their  exertions  in  this  vast  field  of  new,  im- 
portant, and  profitable  discoveries. 
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terated  from  the  karoos,  or  plains,  and  the  withered  remains  of  the  fig^ 
marigolds  and  other  succulent  plants,  sparingly  scattered  over  the  surlkoe^ 
crackle  under  the  feet,  and  seem,  from  the  ^Etint  and  feehle  traces  of 
vegetable  life,  to  maintain  a  perpetual  struggle  for  enstence.  I^  how- 
ever, some  partial  thunder-storm  should  burst  upon  this  desert,  the  bulbs 
begin  to  swell,  and  the  leaves  to  push  through  the  moistened  claj, — the 
melUotos  creeps  along  the  surface, — the  ice-plant  glistens  in  the  sun, — 
and  the  hemanthw  spreads  with  wonderful  rapidity  its  broad  leaves  along 
the  ground,  as  if  to  throw  a  protecting  cover  over  the  little  mobture  the 
earth  has  received,  and  to  defend  it  from  the  sun.  As  by  suooesnve 
rains  the  soil  gets  more  and  more  loosened,  other  plants  at  length  appear 
above  it,  and  in  a  few  days  the  void  waste  is  covered  with  a  delicate 
green  clothing.  Not  long  affcer,  thousands  and  thousands  of  flowers 
enamel  the  whole  surface ;  the  mild  mid-day  sun  expands  the  radiated 
crowns  of  the  mesembryanthemums  and  g^rtinia,  and  the  young  green  of 
the  plants  is  almost  hidden  by  the  glowing  colours  of  tneir  full-blown 
flowers,  while  the  whole  air  is  flUed  with  the  most  fragrant  odour. 
This  odour  is  more  particularly  delightful  when,  after  a  calm  day,  the  sun 
declines,  and  the  warm  breath  of  the  flowers  rests  quietly  on  the  plain.  At 
this  time  Lichenstein  describes  the  whole  dreary  desert  as  transformed  into 
one  continued  garden  of  flowers ;  the  colonist,  with  his  herds  and  his  flocks, 
leaves  the  snowy  mountains,  and,  descending  into  the  plain,  there  finds  a 
plentiful  and  wholesome  supply  of  food  for  the  animids,  while  troops  of 
the  tall  ostrich  and  the  wandering  antelope,  driven  also  firom  the  heights, 
share  the  repast  and  enliven  the  scene.  The  winter,  which  is  the  rainy 
season  at  the  Cape,  is  in  Kaffirland  the  driest,  but  rain  is  far  more 
plentiful  in  the  latter ;  and  while  the  country  being  in  general  consider- 
ably elevated  above  the  level  of  the  sea,  and  much  colder  than,  from  its 
nearness  to  the  tropic,  might  be  expected,  it  is  also  much  more  fertile, 
and  vegetation  is  much  more  continuous  than  at  the  Cape.  There  is 
also  little  diflerence  with  respect  to  cold  between  winter  and  summer ; 
and  if  sometimes  the  green  leaves  of  some  trees  do  not  look  so  bright  and 
lively  in  winter,  it  is  more  for  want  of  rain  than  on  account  of  the  cold. 
The  country  is  remarkably  healthy. 

The  chief  exports  from  the  Cape  are  wool  and  wine,  with  hides,  tallow, 
and  salted  beef,  goat  skins,  com,  and  butter.  The  exports  of  wool  are 
increasing  rapidly,  those  of  wine  decreasing.  In  1827,  only  44,441  lbs.  of 
wool  were  exported;  in  1846,  3,000,000 lbs. ;  while  the  wine  had  de- 
creased in  the  same  period  from  740,000  to  185,000  gallons.  The 
whale  fishery,  which  was  formerly  pursued  with  success,  has  also  declined ; 
but  the  amount  of  shipping  belonging  to  the  colony  has  more  than 
doubled  in  the  last  ten  years.  The  Cape  also  supplied  various  articles 
of  provision  and  refireshment  to  ships  sailing  between  Europe  and  the 
East  Indies. 

Whatever  advantages  in  these  respects  that  the  Cape  enjoys,  Kaffir- 
land might  be  made  to  participate  in  as  the  chief  source  of  supply. 
Horses,  admirably  adapted  for  agricultural  purposes,  may  be  bought  at 
the  Cape  for  4/.  10s.  to  10/. ;  heifers  from  1/.  5s.  to  2L  10s. ;  and  merino 
sheep  for  stock  for  7s.  6d. 

Besides  European  wheat  and  barley,  which  thrive  well,  and  the  various 
kinds  of  grape  vines,  flax  yields  two  crops  in  the  year,  and  hemp  is 
abundant.     Indian  com  grows  well,  and  cotton  and  cofiee,  rice  and 
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sugar,  have  been  introducecl,  bat  promise  best  at  Fort  Natal.  Almost 
all  tbe  seeds  of  Europe  and  the  chief  vegetables  have  been  long  intro- 
duced, and  dirive  well.  Aloes  are  cultivated  as  a  medicine^  and  yield 
considerable  profit;  and  the  silkworm  has  also  been  introduced.  The 
mulberry-tree  grows  spontaneously  on  the  coast  of  Kaffirland. 

Trees  of  immense  size,  in  clamps  or  in  avenues,  of  oak,  pine,  chestnut, 
and  others  of  European  origin,  point  out  at  a  distance  the  habitation  of 
the  vine-planter.  The  orange,  the  lemon,  the  raava,  the  pomemnate, 
and  many  other  tropical  fraits,  mingle  with  those  of  Europe  m  their 
orchards,  and  their  gardens  are  abundantly  stocked  with  all  the  useful 
culinary  vegetables.  Their  extensive  vineyards  are  enclosed  generally 
with  tfdck  and  lofty  screens  of  oak,  which  part  with  their  leaves  only 
three  months  in  the  year  in  the  Cape,  in  Kaffirland  not  at  all,  and  these 
trees  throw  out  annual  shoots  of  ten  or  twelve  feet  in  length.  The 
hedge-rows  are  sometimes  of  quince,  pomegranate,  and  even  of  myrtle. 
In  describing  one  of  these  comfortable  retreats,  Lichenstein  says :  **  Its 
situation  under  the  lofty,  steep,  and  craggy  mountains,  the  bright  g^reen 
of  the  broad  avenues  of  old  oak,  the  excellently-husbanded  pastures  and 
corn-fields,  the  nicely -dressed  vineyards,  orchards,  and  orangeries;  the 
sight  of  numberless  well-fed  cattle,  and  the  widely-extended  circle  of  neat 
buildings  for  bams,  stables,  wine-presses,  and  workshops,  formed  alto- 
gether a  most  delightful  assemblage  of  objects.  Easy  affiuence,  rational 
utility,  prudent  caution,  and  useful  attention  to  everything  bemg  kept  in 
the  most  exact  order,  were  everywhere  conspicuous  throughout  this  little 
domain." 

The  Corn-boors,  as  they  are  called,  live  mostly  on  freehold  estates,  and 
are  in  general  a  very  wealthy  people.  Many  of  tbem  are  substantial 
farmers,  who  can  send  to  the  capital  4000  or  5000  bushels  of  wheat  an- 
nually, besides  their  own  supply,  which  is  not  trifling,  and  that  of  their 
neighbours,  who  content  themselves  with  g^razing  cattle.  Their  houses 
are,  generally,  much  inferior  to  those  of  the  Wine-boor,  and  they  are 
usually  to  be  known  by  six  or  eight  trees,  generally  oak,  which  look  as  if 
they  were  placed  there  merely  to  show,  by  their  fireshness  and  luxuriance 
of  growth,  that  the  owners  might  have  others  in  different  parts  of  their 
premises,  if  they  had  not  predetermined  that  it  should  not  be  so.  The 
vineyard  of  the  Com -boor  is  the  only  patch  he  has  enclosed,  unless  he 
should  have— which  is  not  alway  the  case — a  small  garden,  or  an  orchard 
of  oranges,  peaches,  and  the  more  common  fruits  of  the  country.  The 
Vee-boor,  or  grazier,  is  more  slothfiU,  and  a  great  deal  more  savage  than 
the  Corn-boor.  He  generally  possesses  a  tract  of  not  less  than  6000 
acres,  and  consequently  has  no  neighbours  within  miles  of  him.  His 
hovel,  generally  perched  upon  an  eminence  that  no  hostile  attack  may  be 
made  upon  it  unperceived,  whether  by  man  or  beast,  has  neither  tree  nor 
shrub  near  it.  A  few  straw  huts,  with  a  number  of  Hottentot  women 
and  children,  naked  or  half  clothed  in  sheep-skins,  are  the  principal  ob- 
jects that  attract  the  eye.  Between  these  huts  and  the  boor's  house,  is 
the  pen  or  kraal,  in  which  the  cattle  and  sheep  are  shut  up  at  night,  to 
protect  them  from  Kaffirs  and  wild  animals.  The  Vee-boor  is  a  dirty 
fellow,  and  his  house  is  not  kept  clean,  nor  his  children  properly  tendered, 
yet  he  is  probably  the  owner  of  500  or  600  head  of  cattle,  and  of  4000  or 
5000  sheep.  Taking  one  class  with  another,  the  wealthiest  gentleman 
farmer  in  England  cannot  be  more  independent  than  some  of  these  old 
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fiunily  fineehoUera  in  South  Aliica.  Tiiey  vint  their  friends,  or  go  to 
chnreh  or  iDBiket  m  WAggoos  covered  iff  th  tents,  and  drawn  by  six  or 
eight  hones,  which  they  drive  eitting  on  the  front  seat,  more  by  the  exer- 
cise of  a  long  whip  than  by  the  rein — guiding  them  with  wonderfrd  dex- 
terity at  a  foil  gallop  over  heathy  and  deep  sands,  or  up  and  down  tibe 
steep  and  stony  passes  of  high  and  nigged  hills.  There  is  not  one  of  these 
classes  of  colonists  that  would  not  thrive  in  Kaffiriaad,  and  to  whom  that 
country  does  not  hold  out  greater  promises  of  success  than  near  the  Cape. 
Were  the  settlers  in  Kaffirland  to  be  of  British  descent  we  might  also  ex- 
pect to  witness,  even  in  the  grader,  a  closer  approximation  to  the  cleanliness, 
industry,  and  w^l-being  of  the  French  Protestant  wine-planter«  than  to  the 
indolent,  smoking,  sulky  Yee-boor.  Exemption  from  taxaticm,  and  every 
other  possible  immunity,  for  a  certain  period,  should  be  given  to  the  new 
colonist,  so  as  to  induce  as  large  a  population  as  possible  to  settle  in  Kaffir- 
land.  It  would  be  at  first,  as  in  Sir  Harry  Smith's  system,  a  kind  of 
military  tenure,  but  the  more  perfect  the  subjugation  of  the  country,  and 
the  breaking  up  and  Aspersion  of  the  tribes,  the  lessiiitare  expense  would 
there  be  in  keeping  up  military  establishments.  The  frontier  line  to  the 
north-eastward  appears  to  be  marked  by  nature,  as  stretching  from  Port 
Natal,  or  from  DeiagoaBay,  to  the  head  tributaries  of  the  Orange  River, 
There  are  many — missionaries,  lovers  of  peace  and  zealous  in  the  pro- 
pagation of  Christian  civi^sation— philanthropists  and  chivalrous  proc- 
tors of  the  aborigines,  who  would  never  abandon  the  hopes  of  civilimg 
the  Kaffir,  or  cede  his  teiritorial  rights.*     Sudi  perseverance  is  truly 

*  The  so-called  Kaffirs,  or  '*  infidels,"  are  probably  the  indigenous  race  of 
Eastern  Africa.  There  does  not  appear  much  foundation  for  imagining  them  to  be 
derived  in  any  way  from  Arabian  blood.  They  are  circumcised;  eat  no  fish,  nor 
fowl,  nor  unclean  beasts,  as  they  are  called ;  live  much  on  milk  and  millet  The 
head  of  these  people,  like  that  of  £mx>peans,  presents  a  rmsed  arch;  the  nose,  tut 
from  being  flat,  approaches  the  hooked  form;  they  have,  however,  the  Negro's 
thick  lips,  and  the  large  buttocks  of  the  Hottentots;  a  brown  or  iron-grey  com- 
plexion appears  to  separate  them  again  ft-om  the  Negro.  "Their  figures,**  says 
fiose,  ^  are  the  noblest  that  my  eye  ever  gazed  upon;  their  movements  the  most 
graoeAil,  and  their  attitudes  the  proudest,  standing  like  forms  of  monumental 
bronze.**  Dr.  Pritchard  says,  *<  The  Kaffirs  are  distingoished  from  both  Hottentots 
and  Negroes  by  some  striking  characteristics,  while  in  other  important  particulars 
all  these  races  partake  of  a  common  character.  Nothing,  however,  can  be  further 
fh>m  the  truth  than  the  idea  entertained  by  some,  that  they  are  of  Arabian  origin.** 
Professor  lichenstein  says,  **  The  universal  characteristics  of  this  great  nation 
consist  in  an  external  form  and  figure  varying  exceedingly  from  the  other  nations  of 
Africa.'*  Dr.  Knox  designates  the  Kaffirs  as  a  warlike,  bold,  and  active  race  of  men, 
well  armed,  accustomed  to  war;  though  somewhat  feeble  in  their  arms,  yet  strongly 
set  upon  t}ieir  limbs,  exceedingly  daring,  and  accustomed  to  act  in  bodies;  dark 
as  Negroes  nearly,  yet  not  Negroes ;  finer  made  in  the  limbs,  and  with  more  energy; 
the  head,  perhaps,  a  little  better  than  the  Negro,  or  even  as  good  as  can  be  found 
in  any  dark  race.  **  The  Kaffirs,**  says  the  same  writer,  elsewhere,  *'  are  closely  idlied 
to  the  Negro  race,  and  probably  graduate,  as  it  were,  into  them;  for,  as  Nature  has 
formed  many  races  of  white  men  whose  physical  organisation  and  mental  disposi- 
tion differ  widely  from  each  other,  so  also  has  she  formed  the  swarthy  world.  It  is 
not  necessary,  neither,  perhaps,  is  it  all  correct,  to  call  a  Kaffir  a  Negro,  or  a  Negro 
a  Kaffir;  neither  are  the  Kaflirs  degenerated  Bedouins,  nor  well-fed  Hottentots, 
nor  Saxons  turned  black  by  the  sun,  nor  Arabs,  nor  Garth agenians.  I  would  as 
soon  say  they  were  the  ten  lost  tribes.  All  these  theories  are  on  a  par,  and  are 
worthy  of  each  other,  but  not  worthy  of  any  notice.**  And  then  again  he  says, 
looking  at  their  skuUs,  their  limbs,  their  elongated  narrow  feet,  at  once  distin- 
guishahle  from  all  other  races  of  men,  **  Everything  is  mystery  here.  Let  us  hope 
that  some  scientific  man  will  fiivour  mankind  with  a  correct  history  of  the  race 
before  their  final  extinction.'* 
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pmilMfoitbyy  and  it  is  still  to  be  hoped,  that  frhile  vebel  Hottentots  are 
brought  back  to  their  aUegianoe,  and  BushiBen  and  Finroes  aro  at  onee 
emancipated  and  hamanised,  that  the  greater  portion  of  the  KafirB»  hum- 
bled at  ktt  by  a  prolonged  and  diaattrous  war,  will  oome  round  to  a 
better  state  of  things.  The  prospect  held  out  by  the  past  is,  howoTer,  it 
must  be  acknowledged,  very  unpromising.  The  oharaeter  of  the  Kaiffir 
spears  to  have  been  the  same  ever  since  the  first  European  settlements 
at  the  Cape.  Dos  Santos  describes  the  original  Kaffirs  of  Eastern  Ethi- 
opia, at  the  time  of  the  first  Portuguese  settlements  on  that  coast,  as 
habitually  practising  the  most  abominable  crimes;  as  being  immersed  in 
sensuality,  and  indulg^g  in  the  grossest  superstitions.  Thunbeig  says  of 
the  Kamrs,  in  the  time  of  the  Dutch,  that  "diey  made  no  conscience  of 
murdering  a  Christian,  for  the  sake  of  getting  the  iron  from  off  the  wheels 
of  his  waggon,  which  they  forge  and  grind  to  make  heads  for  their 
javelins.  These  Kaffirs,  a  few  years  before,  had  murdered  Heupnaer 
and  some  of  his  company,  who,  in  order  to  barter  for  elephants'  teeth, 
had  travelled  into  the  country  of  the  Kaffirs  and  Tambuki. 

'^  On  the  limited  habitable  territory  of  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,'' 
writes  Dr.  Knox,  in  his  work  on  the  ^^  Races  of  Men,**  ^  shut  in  hy 
deserts  and  by  the  sea,  lived,  when  the  Saxon  Hollander  first  landed 
there,  two  raoes  of  men,  as  distinct  from  each  other  as  can  be  well  ima- 
gined^the  Hottentot,  or  Bosjeman  (Bushman),  and  the  Amakoso  Kaffir 
(Amakusah — the  word  '  Ama,'  like  the  Arab  '  Ban '  or  '  Ben,'  is  equiva- 
lent to  tribe  or  family  :  thus,  Amakusah,  or  the  Kusah,  Kosah,  or  Koso 
Kaffirs  (for  we  meet  it  spelt  each  way),  Amakusah,  as  gfiven  by  Dr. 
Pritehard,  being  evidently  the  correct  orthography;  Amazulah,  the 
Zvdab,  Zoolu,  or  Zulu  ELaffirg  ;  Amathymba,  or  Tambuki,  the  Thymba 
Kaffirs ;  Amapunda,  the  Pundia  or  Ponda  Kaffirs).  To  these  was  added 
a  third — the  Saxon  Hollander.  What  time  the  Bosjeman  child  of  the 
desert  had  hunted  these  desert  and  arid  regions,  for  what  period  the 
Hottentot  had  listlessly  tended  his  flocks  of  fat-tailed  sheep,  how  long 
the  bold  Kaffir  had  herded  his  droves  of  cattle,  cannot  now  be  ascertained. 
The  Saxon  Hollander  found  them  there  300  years  ago,  as  they  are  now 
in  respect  of  physical  structure  and  mental  qualifications;  inferior  raoea^ 
whom  he  drove  before  him,  extemunating  and  enslaving  the  coloured 
man  ;  destroyiog  mercilessly  the  wUde  which  nature  had  placed  there, 
and,  with  the  ti^lde^  ultimately  the  coloured  man,  in  hannony  with  all 
adXNmd  him — antagonists,  it  is  true,  but  still  in  harmony  to  a  certain 
extent ;  non-progressive ;  races  which  mysteriously  had  run  their  course, 
reaching  the  time  appointed  for  their  destruction. 

Aecoidiog  to  Le  Valliant,  the  Kaffirs  did  not  settle  in  the  eastern 
tract,  or  the  seaboard  of  actual  Kaffirland,  till  so  late  as  in  1794  or  1795. 
J>r.  Knox  says,  that  it  is  only  since  1817  that  they  have  acquired  horses 
and  fire-arms.  '<  The  fiite  of  the  Kaffir  race,*'  adds  the  doctor,  '^  is  cer- 
tain, but  centuries  may  elapse  before  their  final  destruction ;  in  the  mean 
time  they  may  retire  within  the  tropics,  where,  in  all  probability,  the 
white  man  may  not  be  able  to  follow— as  a  conqueror,  at  least.  There  is 
;the  retreat  of  the  Kaffir,  within  the  teopics,  whence  he  came ;  to  that 
again  most  he  retire,  or  perish." 

"  Though  the  publications  on  the  Cape  colony,"  says  Mrs.  Ward,  "  are 
already  so  numeroijs.  and  they  all,  more  or  less,  profess  to  describe  the 
native  inhabitants,  it  is  certain  tiiat  we  yet  know  very  little  of  their  real 
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character ;  more  especially  of  the  character  of  the  Eaflirs.  These  are 
often  pamted  as  an  aboriginal  race — ^  a  pastoral  or  gentle  people.'  They 
are  neither  the  one  nor  the  other.  They  are  intruders  on  the  laaaa 
that  they  occupy  ;  their  habits  are  the  most  sarage  imaginable  ;*  their 
treachery  is  well  known  to  all  who  have  been  unfortunate  enough  to 
come  in  contact  with  them ;  and  the  conversions  effected  among  them, 
in  ninety-nine  cases  out  of  the  hundred,  have  no  other  existence  than  in 
the  warm  imaginations  of  the  well-meaning,  but  ill-informed,  members 
of  missionary  societies.  What  converts  there  are,  are  prindpally  from 
the  despised  slaves  of  the  haughty  Kaffirs,  the  Fingoes." 

All  but  die  most  perverted  testimonies  go  to  show  that  in  the  fron- 
tier forays  and  border  maraudings  that  were  continually  taking  place 
between  the  Kaffirs  and  the  Boors,  that  the  Kaffirs  were  always  the  first 
aggressors,  and  that  the  commandos  of  burghers  were  nothing  more  than 
despoiled  farmers  and  graziers,  united  in  a  body  to  visit  the  haunts  of 
the  Kaffir  robber,  and  compel  him,  by  force  of  arms,  to  disgorge  his 
plunder.     When  the  Kaffirs  became  so  bold  as  to  venture  upon  war 
against  the  colony,  and  actually  to  attempt  to  carry  Graham's  Town,  in 
1819,  then  it  was  found  necessary  to  define  a  clear  line  of  territorial 
boundary ;  no  residential  interference  was  allowed  on  either  side,  and  a 
kind  of  premium  was  placed  upon  robbery,  by  taking  from  the  settler 
the  right  to  seize  upon  the  plunder  of  the  Kaffirs.     At  the  same  time, 
the  British  parliament  voted  60,000/.,  and  sent  out  4000  emigrants  to 
occupy  the  frontier.     Fourteen  years  of  peace  had  barely  given  pros- 
perity to  this  new  colony,  than  the  Kaffirs  invaded  the  territory  in  a 
host.     The  British  territory  was  completely  overrun  and  despoiled,  num- 
bers of  lives  were  lost,  and  300,000/.  worth  of  the  settlers*  property  was 
wasted  or  driven  off.     The  assagay  and  the  torch  did  their  deadly  work 
most  effectually.     Sir   Benjamin  d' Urban,  who  was  governor  at  this 
period,  was  soon  forced  to  admit  that  the  expulsion  of  the  Kaffirs  from 
the  fastnesses  of  the  Amatola  mountains  was  mdispensable  to  the  safety 
and  permanent  peace  and  welfare  of  the  colony.     But  thb  was  fiir  too 
resolute  a  proceeding  to  meet  with  favourable  reception  at  home.     The 
pseudo-sentimental  school,  which  converts  a  Borneo  pirate  into  a  peaceful 
and  intelligent  yachtsman,  a  treacherous  Kaffir  into  a  black  Daphnis,  and 
every  savage  into  a  brother,  would  not  hear  of  such  a  wholesale  dis- 
perrion  of  amiable  banditti  from  their  picturesque  mountain  fastnesses. 
Sir  Andrew  Stockenstrom  was  appointed  governor,  with  the  view  to 
winning  over  the  Kaffirs  by  concession  and  kindness.     The  portion  of 
their  country  which  was  taken  in  the  war  of  1834,  lying  between  the 
Great  Fish  and  Keiskamma  rivers,  was  restored  to  them,  and  the  Kaffirs 
were  actually  shielded  and  protected  in  their  predatory  habits]  by  a 
system  of  registration  tickets.     The  fix>ntier  line  not  only  continued, 
under  this  system  of  conciliation,  to  be  a  constant  scene  of  petty  war&re 

*  Even  in  their  hunting  expeditions,  the  Kaffirs  exhibit  a  peculiarity  which 
goes  far  to  prove  that  the  sight  of  blood  renders  them  unnaturally  ferocious.  At 
the  death  of  a  jackal,  a  buck,  or  any  large  game  which  they  have  run  down,  each 
hunter  presses  on  to  give  a  last  stah  at  the  victim,  even  after  death.  Captain 
Harris  alludes  to  this  act  of  ferocity  in  his  **  Sporting  Expedition  in  Africa,"  when 
he  so  graphically  describes  the  death  of  a  young  eland.  '*  The  savages  came  up," 
he  says,  "  and,  in  spite  of  my  remonstrances,  proceeded  with  cold-hlooded  ferocity 
to  stah  the  unfortunate  animal,  stirring  up  the  blood,  and  shouting  wiUi  bur- 
barous  exultation  as  it  issued  from  each  newly-inflicted  wound." 
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and  strife,  but  a  policy  so  totally  inapplicable  to  the  Kaffir  race,  and 
always  misunderstood  by  semi-savages,  who  infallibly  attribute  kindness 
to  weakness,  augmented  the  daring  of  the  enemy  a  hundredfold,  and 
robberies  of  cattle  and  other  stock  increased  to  a  ruinous  extent.  A 
strong  military  force  managed  to  keep  matters  from  an  outbreak,  how- 
ever, until  1846,  when  a  third  war  deluged  the  country  with  rapine  and 
blood. 

There  were  not  wanting,  upon  the  occasion  of  the  breaking  out  of  this 
war,  as  at  the  present  moment,  apologists  of  the  Kaffirs  and  persons  who 
asserted  that  war  had  been  forced  upon  the  British  government  by  the 
settlers,  averring  even  that  die  settlers  '^  thirsted  for  Kaffir  blood."  Now 
what  said  Mrs.  Ward,  who  was  on  the  spot  at  that  very  time,  and  therefore 
best  qualified  to  refute  a  statement  so  vicious  in  purpose  and  utterly  op« 
posed  to  truth.  "  The  colonists  have  lived  in  alarm  and  uncertainty  ror 
ten  years.  Waste  of  time  and  property  have  never  been  considered,  and 
many  lives  have  been  sacrificed  on  both  sides  in  consequence  of  the  aggres* 
sions  of  the  border  tribes  on  the  unprotected  farmers!  No  other  nation 
than  England  would  have  permitted  her  settlers  to  bear  the  insults  and 
depredations  suffered  by  British  emigrants  at  the  hands  of  these  heathen 
robbers,  who  have  been  permitted  to  arm  themselves  and  to  make  every 
preparation  for  war  during  a  period  of  three  years,  and  this  in  the  ceded 
territory  between  Elaffirland  and  the  colony.  Those  who  assert  that  the 
present  Kaffir  war  has  not  been  forced  upon  the  British  government  by 
the  ELaffirs  are  the  enemies  of  their  countrymen  and  no  friends  to  the 
heathen." 

Sir  Peregrine  Maitland,  who  had  succeeded  as  governor  to  Sir  Andrew 
Stockenstrom,  was  too  far  advanced  in  years  to  undergo  even  the  physical 
toil  of  the  new  war,  and  Sir  Henry  Pottinger  was  sent  out  to  meet  one 
of  a  series  of  crises,  which  that  distinguished  officer  and  diplomatist  saw 
at  once  could  never  be  permanently  averted  until  the  Kaffirs  were  driven 
from  the  Amatolas.  Sir  Henry  Pottinger,  it  is  stated,  ^'  was  managing  the 
war  in  such  a  manner  as  would  in  a  short  time  have  effectually  and 
for  ever  extinguished  the  Kaffir  people  ;  but  a  false  economy  on  the  part 
of  the  home  government  caused  the  needful  appliances  to  be  withheld, 
and  Sir  Harry  Smith  was  sent  out  to  close  the  struggle  at  all  hazards, 
and  stop  the  heavy  military  expenditure  which  the  war  oocarioned.'* — 
See  "A  Narrative  of  the  Kaffir  War  of  1850-51.  By  R.  Godlonton 
and  Edward  Irving.     Part  I.     Pelham  Richardson." 

Without  going  so  far  as  to  advocate  the  extinction  of  a  race  of  people, 
still  this  was  a  policy  as  erroneous  in  f&vour  of  economy  as  the  previous 
system  had  been  in  favour  of  conciliation.  The  result,  with  Kaffirs  for 
neighbours,  could  only  be  a  repetition  of  offences,  new  disgraces  infficted, 
a  greater  and  a  more  prolonged  expenditure  incurred.  Sir  Harry  Smith 
put  a  stop  to  the  war,  retained  the  ceded  territory,  and  liberated  those 
prisoner  chiefs,  who  were  destined  to  prove  such  treacherous  allies.  This 
third  savage  invasion  had  thus  been  brought  only  to  a  temporary  con- 
clusion after  a  sacrifice  of  much  life  and  property,  and  the  expenditure 
of  upwards  of  a  million  of  money.  The  loss  to  the  colonbts  alone,  in 
crops  and  stock,  was  estimated  at  500,000/L 

But  Sir  Hany  also  did  more ;  he  nominally  annexed  a  large  and 
valuable  tract  oJt  country,  entitled  British  Kaffiraria,  leaving  possession 
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ci  the  same  to  the  Kaffirs,  under  their  own  laws  and  chiefs,  bat  establisfa'* 
ing  trading  stations,  settlements,  and  miiitary  forts.  Here  an  English* 
man,  there  a  ELaffir — here  a  kraal,  there  a  fort — here  the  residence  of  iT 
chief,  there  the  dwelling  of  a  missionary  and  the  store  of  a  trader.  A 
poM^,  wlneh  worked  admirably  for  a  time,  was  abo  enforced  in  caee  of 
thefb,  by  means  of  native  police,  of  compelling  the  first  chief  *s  kmal  to 
which  the  spoor  or  trail  was  followed,  to  make  restitution  and  pay  fioa 
This,  however,  did  not  suit  the  habits  of  the  Kaffirs,  who  live  by  plun- 
der ;  nor  did  it  suit  the  chie^  who  could  not  only  no  longer  plnnidkr 
either  English  or  Boor  with  profit,  hot  was  also  prevented  plunderiiig 
his  own  coiintiTmen — &  practice  quite  as  common  as  the  robhery  ci 
colonists.  SandilK  placed  himself  at  the  head  of  a  revolutionary  move- 
ment, which  a  fanatic^  called  Umlanjeni,  was  called  upon  to  preadi  hut 
and  wide.  The  tribes  gathered  in  the  mountains;  servants  deserted 
their  masters  and  joined  the  rebels  in  numbers.  The  soperstitioos  of  idt 
the  natives  were  more  or  less  aroused  and  worked  upon.  The  downfai  of 
the  white  man  was  prodaimed  and  almost  universally  believed  in.  Thefts 
of  cattle  first  satisfied  the  authorities  that  hostilities  were  about  to  i«h 
commence  and  the  events  that  ensued  have  already  been  detailed  in  die 
New  Monthly  Magcusine  up  to  a  late  date,  nnce  which  time  the  Kafibf 
and  their  allies  have  been  attacked  and  debated  in  various  direcdonSy- 
and  they  have  been  pvunnied  even  to  the  fastnesses  of  the  Amatob,  from 
whence  no  doubt,  if  Sir  Harry  Smith  had  greater  means  at  his  com- 
mand, they  would  by  this  time  have  been  for  ever  e!kpelled.  That  thai 
must  be  the  only  conclusion  of  the  present  disastrous  war,  eveiytfaing 
tends  to  estaUtsn  more  and  more.  Kaffirland  does  not  stand  in  the 
same  relation  to  Cime  Cdoivy,  Port  Natal,  and  the  other  English  settle 
ments  in  South  Africa,  as  the  Atlas  and  its  hostile  Berbers  do  to  the 
French  in  Algeria.  The  Frendi  are  obliged  to  content  themselves  in  their 
situation  with  raaaas^  for  the  Berbers  and  Arabs  of  the  mountains  have 
no  end  of  ierritoty  to  retire  to  before  their  opponents ;  bat  Kaffirland  is 
a  small  district,  alniost  surrounded  by  cdlonists.  Commandos  may  be 
very  g^ood  in  sudi  a  oomitiy,  as  a  mode  of  punishment  or  repiisai;  they 
can  never  be  effective  and  condnsive  as  acts  of  policy. 

There  is  a  constant  attempt  made  by  certain  public  writers  in  this 
comitry  to  associate  the  war  in  Kaffiria»d  with  the  unsettled  state  of 
politics  in  Cape  Colony  itself,  and  the  errors  of  the  Colonial  Office. 
Such  a  state  of  things  is  undoubtedly  most  untoward  widi  regard  to  the 
progress  of  the  war,  which,  being  looked  upon  as  a  g^ovemment  one,  and 
as  of  more  importance  to  British  Kaffiraria  and  the  frantiers  than  to  Cape 
Colony,  meets  with  little  sympaihyi  and  still  less  aid  from  a  dlseooteoted 
and  disa£RM;ted  pecmle— althoogh  not  only  their  own  interests,  bat  tbeir 
Tdry  existence,  are  involved  in  the  issue ;  but  still  this  disaffection  and 
discontentment  of  the  colonists  with  the  measures  adopted  by  the  home 
authorities  towards  them,  has  no  more  in  reality  to  do  with  tne  revolt  of 
the  Kaffirs,  of  the  Hottentots,  and  other  native  tribes,  and  the  origin  of 
the  war  in  Kaffirland,  than  have  the  litigations  of  Protectionists  and  Free* 
traders  at  home.  The  remedy  advocated  by  these  parties  is  to  give  the 
colonists  the  power  of  governing  themselves, — telling  them  also  that  they 
must  provide  for  their  own  safety, — and  allow  them  to  adopt  such  plans, 
and  pursue  such  a  potiey,  as  the  practical  wisdom  of  Engfishmen  in 
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trying  circumstances  can  devise.  This  would  certainly  be  a  very  severe 
mode  of  punishing  colonial  disaffection,  nor  could  any  one  be  averse  to 
self-government  conferred  on  sueb  terms;  but  would  it  be  just  or 
humane  ?  Would  it  be  worthy  of  an  imperial  government  to  abandon 
its  colony  at  such  a  crisis,  because  a  few  of  its  members  have  proved  re- 
fractory or  turbulent.  The  poor  colonist^  invaded  on  all  sides-Alriven,  in 
faety  into  the  sea — would  soon  cry  peccavi]  and  humbly  sue  for  pardon 
and  aid.  Arms  alone  can  subdue  the  savage  tribes ;  force  aloae  can 
keep  them  down,  when  sabdued*  If  the  KafBr  war  has  now  lasted 
above  nine  months,  and  the  end  of  hostilities  seems  as  far  off  as  when  the 
insurrection  first  began,  it  is  because  Sir  Harry  South  has  not  sufficient 
force  with  him  to  msperse  the  enemy,  and  drive  him  from  his  fastneflses; 
nor  has  he  even  soffieient  t»  preserve  his  rear,  or  to  hold  the  vast  terri- 
tories forced  upoa  his  charge  by  native  aggression.  TLe  costliness  ol 
this  mistaken  system  of  parsimony  cannot  be  too  strongly  dwelt  up<Hi« 

One,  and  one  plan  only,  remains  to  be  acted  upon,  and  that  govern* 
ment  appears  in  part  inehned  to  do.  It  is  to  employ  means,  both  mil»* 
tary  and  pecuniary,  sufficient  to  drive  the  Kaffirs  from  the  Amatola 
moimtains,  and,  if  necessary,  the  more  savage  and  untameable  tribes  from 
out  of  Kaffirland  altogether,  to  subdue  and  to  protect  the  remaining  rebel 
tribes  of  South  Africa,  and  to  place  the  whole  of  the  country  under  im** 
perial  or  colonial  authority,  so  as  to  put  an  end  to  the  possibility  of  any 
niture  outbreak.  The  carrying  so  extended  a  system  ol  policy  inte  effect 
would  no  doubt  be  expensive  at  first;  it  would  require  also  that  a  siiai  of 
money  should  be  advanced  to  c<donise  the  coast  line  of  Kaffirland ;  it  vrould 
require  also  that  the  Amatelae  should  be  held  for  some  time  in  mSi- 
tary  subjection;  but  if  Sir  Harry  Smith's  plan  of  tradings  gnudng^  cid* 
tivating,  and  military  stations  combined,  worked  well,  which  undoubtedly 
it  did,  till  rebdiion  stalked  across  the  land  even  Under  a  system  of 
nominal  alliance,  it  would  do  so  in  a  &r  different  degree  under  a  system 
of  imperial  and  colonial  annexation.  This  is  what  things  must  eoaie  to 
one  time  or  other,  even  if  the  all-impertant  and  paramount  necessity  of 
such  a  step  is  not  felt  at  the  present  moment  Neither  the  Cape  nor 
Fort  Natal,  nor  the  Orange  River^  nor  the  '*  Sovereignty  "*  at  large^ 
will  know  what  permanent  peace  or  jffoeperity  is,  so  l<»g  as  treacherous, 
robbing,  hostile  tribes,  are  nursed  in  their  very  heart,  ever  ready  to  de- 
tach Hottentot,  Busbmany  Fingoe,  and  every  other  native  from  servitude 
or  allegpiaaoe,  and  ever  ready  to  cany  the  torch  and  the  assagay  thio^h 
the  land. 

*  A  new  element  of  discord  has  been  found,  it  is  said,  in  this  so-cafled  "  Save* 
rdgnty.**  Fart  of  the  tribes  inhabitmg  these  ilMeflaed  diatricto  afe  said  to  be 
in  a  state  of  rebellion,  and,  no  doubt  instigated  by  the  Boors,  who  have  been 
before  us,  are  in  alliance  with  the  KafBrs.  ^Aus  is  unquestionably  an  additional 
grievance — an  additional  difficulty  to  overcome;  but  it  in  no  way  alters  the 
question.  Are  we  to  beat  the  native  tribes,  or  are  they  to  overran  and  exter- 
minate the  whole  of  the  South  Africait  Colonies?  It  may  be  questionable  whether, 
till  sufficient  remforcemeuts  arrive,  Sir  Harry  Smith  had  not  better  withdraw  his 
troops  to  the  immediate  defence  of  the  colonists;  but  it  can  have  no  effect  upon 
the  ultimate  necessities  of  the  war.  They  are  precisely  what  occurred  in  the 
United  States  on  their  first  occupation,  and  will  occur  everywhere,  where  civili- 
sation is  opposed  to  savage  and  predatory  tribes.  The  **  Sovereignty''  is  a  great 
fact^  and  must  be  acted  upon,  and  that  with  adequate  means. 
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A  DARK  DEED  OF  THE  DAYS  GONE  BY. 


In  one  of  the  sunniest  spots  of  sunny  Tuscany,  that  favoured  depart- 
ment of  Italy,  may  still  be  seen  the  ruins  of  a  strong,  ancient-built  castle, 
or  palace,  surrounded  by  extensive  grounds  now  run  to  waste;  and  which 
was,  a  century  or  two  ago,  one  of  the  proudest  buildings  in  that  balmy 
land. 

It  was  on  an  evening  of  delicious  coolness,  there  so  coveted,  that  a 
cavalier  issued  on  horseback  from  the  gates  of  the  castle,  which  was  then 
at  the  acme  of  its  pride  and  strength.  Numerous  retainers  stood  on  either 
side  by  the  drawbridge,  their  heads  bared  to  the  evening  sun,  until  the 
horseman  should  have  passed,  but  he  went  forth  unattended ;  and  the 
men  resumed  their  caps,  and  swung  -to  the  drawbridge,  as  he  urged  his 
horse  to  a  quick  pace.  It  was  the  lord  of  that  stately  castle,  the  young 
inheritor  of  the  lands  of  Visinara.  His  form,  tall  ana  graceftd,  was  bent 
occasionally  to  the  very  neck  of  his  horse,  in  acknowledgment  of  the 
homage  tnat  was  universally  paid  him,  though  he  sat  his  steed  proudly, 
as  if  conscious  that  such  bearing  befitted  the  descendant  of  one  of  Italia's 
noblest  families.  In  years  he  had  numbered  scarcely  more  than  a  quarter 
of  a  century,  and  yet  on  his  beautiful  features  might  be  traced  a  shade, 
which  told  of  perplexity  or  care. 

Turning  down  a  narrow  and  not  much  frequented  way  which  branched 
off  horn  the  main  road,  a  mile  or  two  distant  from  his  residence,  he  urged 
his  horse  to  a  fast  pace,  and  at  length  came  in  view  of  one  of  those 
pretty  places,  partly  mansion,  partly  cottage,  and  partly  temple,  at  that 
period  to  be  seen  in  Italy;  but  which  we  note  meet  with  rarely  save  in 
pictures.  Fastening  the  bridle  of  his  charger  to  a  tree,  he  walked 
towards  the  house,  and  passing  down  the  colonnade  which  ran  along  the 
south  side  of  it,  entered  one  of  the  rooms  through  the  open  window. 

A  lady,  young  and  beautiful,  sat  there  alone.  She  had  delicate  fea- 
tures, and  a  fieur,  open  countenance,  the  complexion  of  which  resembled 
more  that  of  an  English  than  an  Italian  one,  inasmuch  as  a  fine,  trans- 
parent colour  was  glowing  on  the  cheeks.  The  expression  of  her  eyes 
was  mild  and  sweet,  and  her  hair,  of  a  chestnut  brown,  fell  in  curls  upon 
her  neck,  according  to  the  fashion  of  the  times.  She  started  visibly  at 
sight  of  the  count,  and  her  tongue  gave  utterance  to  words,  but  what  she 
apparently  knew  not. 

'^  So  you  have  returned,  signer  ?^ 

*^  At  last,  Gina,"  was  die  count's  answer,  as  he  threw  his  arm  round 
her  slender  waist,  and  essayed  to  draw  her  afEectionately  towards 
him. 

''  Unhand  me,  Count  di  Virinara !"  she  impetuously  exclaimed,  sliding 
from  his  embrace,  and  standing  apart^  her  wnole  form  heaving  with  agi- 
tation. 

He  stood  irresolute ;  aghast  at  this  reception  from  her,  who  was  his 
early  and  dearest  love. 

**  Are  you  out  of  your  senses  ?*'  was  his  exclamattoo. 
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*^  No,  but  I  soon  shall  be.  And  I  have  prayed  to  Heaven  that  insanity 
may  fall  upon  me  rather  than  experience  the  wretchedness  of  these  last 
few  days.** 

"  My  love,  my  love,  what  mean  you  P' 

''  My  love  !  you  call  me  your  love,  Count  di  Visinara !  Be  silent^ 
Jiypocrite !  I  know  you  now.  Cajoled  that  I  have  been  in  listening  to 
you  so  long!'' 

'*  Gina !" 

*' And  so  the  honourable  Count  di  Visinara  has  amused  his  leisure 
hours  in  making  love  to  Gina  Montani !"  she  cried,  vehemently.  "  The 
.lordly  chieftain  who " 

"  Be  silent,  Gina !"  he  interrupted.  ''  Before  you  continue  your,  strange 
accusations,  tell  me  the  origin  of  them.  My  love  has  never  wandered 
from  you." 

<'  Yet  you  are  seeking  a  wife  in  the  heiress  of  Delia  Bipa !  Ah,  Sir 
Count,  your  complexion  changes  now !" 

Gina  Montam  was  right :  the  flush  of  excitement  on  his  face  had  turned 
to  paleness. 

*'Your  long  and  repeated  journeys,  for  days  together,  are  now  ex- 
plained," she  continued.  ^^  It  was  well  to  tell  me  business  took  you  from 
nome." 

"  I  have  had  business  to  transact  with  the  Prince  of  Delia  Ripa,**  he 
replied,  boldly,  recovering  his  equanimity. 

''And  to  combine  business  with  pleasure,"  she  answered,  with  a  curl  of 
her  delicate  lip,  ''you  have  been  wont  to  linger  by  the  side  of  his 
daughter." 

"  And  what  though  I  have  sometimes  seen  the  Lady  Adelaide  ?"  he 
rejoined.     "  I  have  no  love  for  her." 

Gina  was  silent  for  awhile,  as  if  struggling  with  her  strong  emotion, 
and  then  spoke  calmly. 

"  My  mother  has  enjoined  me,  times  out  of  mind,  not  to  suffer  your 
continued  visits  here,  for  that  you  would  never  marry  me.  You  never 
will,  Giovanni." 

"Turn  to  my  own  faith,  Gina,"  he  exclaimed,  with  emotion,  "and  I 
will  marry  thee  to-morrow." 

"  They  say  you  are  about  to  marry  Adelaide  of  Delia  Ripa,"  she 
replied,  passing  by  his  own  words  with  a  gesture. 
"  They  deceive  you,  Gina." 

"  You  deceive  me,"  she  answered,  passionately ;  "  you,  upon  whose 
veracity  I  would  have  staked  my  life.     And  this  is  to  be  my  reward !" 

"  You  are  like  all  your  sex,  Gina — when  their  jealousy  is  aroused,  good- 
by  to  reason ;  one  and  all  are  alike." 

"  Can  you  say  that  in  this  case  my  suspicions  are  unfounded  ?" 
"  Gina,"  he  answered,  as  he  once  again  would  have  folded  her  to  his 
heart,  "  let  us  not  waste  the  hours  in  vain  recriminations :  I  have  no  love 
for  Adelaide  of  Delia  Ripa.**  And,  alas !  for  the  credulity  of  woman, 
Gina  Montani  lent  ear  once  more  to  his  honeyed  persuasions,  until  she 
deemed  them  true ;  and  they  were  again  happy  together,  as  of  old. 

But  this  security  was  not  to  last  long  for  her.  As  the  weeks  and 
months  flew  on,  the  visits  of  the  count  to  her  mother's  house  grew  few 
and  hx  between.     He  made  long  stays  at  the  territory  of  Delia  Ripa* 
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and  people  told  it  as  a  bcty  no  longer  diaputable,  that  he  wae  about  to 
make  a  bride  of  the  Lady  Adelaide* 

They  had  come  strangers  into  Tuscany,  the  Signora  Montani  and  her 
daughter,  but  a  year  or  two  before.  The  signora  was  in  deep  grief  for 
ihe  loss  of  her  husband^  and  they  Kved  the  most  secluded  life^  mddng  no 
acquaintances.  They  were  scarcely  known  by  name  w  by  sigfa^  and, 
save  the  Count  di  Visinaniy  no  visitors  were  ever  found  there.  The 
signora  was  of  northern  extraction,  and  of  the  Reformed  faith,  and  had 
reared  her  daughter  in  tbe  prindples  of  the  latter,  which  of  itself  wt)nld 
cause  them  to  court  secktsion,  at  that  period,  in  Italy.  And  the  Lord  of 
Yisinara,  independent  and  haughty  as  he  was  by  nature  and  by  positieiiy 
would  no  more  have  dared  to  take  Gina  Montani  to  be  his  wedded  wife, 
than  he  would  have  braved  his  Mightiness  the  Pope  in  St^  Peter's  diair. 

IL 

It  was  on  a  calm  moonlight  night  that  a  closely*wrapped*up  form  sbood 
in  the  deep  shade'of  a  grove  of  cypress-trees,  within  the  gates  of  the 
Castle  of  Yisinara,  anxiously  watching. 

Parties  passed  and  repassed,  and  the  figure  stirred  not ;  but  now  there 
came  one,  the  very  echo  of  whose  footsteps  had  command  in  it,  and  the 
form  advanced  stealthily,  and  glided  out  of  its  hiding-place,  right  upon 
the  path  of  the  Lord  of  Yisinara.   He  stood  stUl,  and  fooed  the  intruder. 

**  Who  are  you — and  what  do  you  do  here  ?'* 

''  I  came  to  bid  you  farewell,  my  lord ;  to  -msh  you  joy  of  your  mar- 
riage !"  And,  throwing  back  the  mantle  and  hood,  Gina  Montani's  fiagfle 
form  stood  out  to  view. 

«  You  here,  Gina !" 

^  Ay ;  I  have  struggled  long — ^bng.  Pride,  resentment,  jealousy — I 
have  struggled  fiercely  with  them ;  but  all  are  forgotten  in  my  unhi^py 
love." 

He  folded  her  to  his  heart,  as  in  their  happy  days. 

^'  You  depart  to-morrow  morning  on  your  way  to  bring  home  your 
bride.  I  have  seen  your  preparations ;  I  nave  watched  the  movements  of 
your  retainers.  No  fiEurewell  was  given  me— no  word  offered  of  consola- 
tion— no  last  visit  vouchsafod." 

It  would  seem  that  he  could  not  gauisay  her  words,  br  he  made  no 
reply. 

''Know  yon  how  long  it  is  since  we  met?"  she  continued;  "how 
long " 

''  Reproach  me  not,"  he  interropted.  "  I  have  suffered  more  than  you, 
and,  for  a  farewell  visit,  I  did  not  dare  to  trust  myself." 

"  And  so  this  b  to  be  the  end  of  your  enduring  love,  that  you  said  was 
to  be  mine^  and  only  mine,  lall  death  I" 

"  And  before  Heaven  I  spoke  the  truth.  I  have  never  loved — I  never 
shall  love  but  you.  Yet,  Gina,  what  would  you  have  me  do?  I  may 
not  speak  to  yon  of  marriage ;  and  it  is  necessary  to  my  position  that 

"  She  is  of  your  own  rank,  therefore  yon  have  wooed  her?" 
''And  of  my  own  foith.     Diffisrence  in  rank  ma^  be  overcome;  in 
iaith,  never." 
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^  Ob  that  the  time  had  come  when  God's  children  dhall  be  all  of  one 
mind  !*'  she  uttered ;  **  when  the  same  mode  of  worship,  and  that  a  pure 
one,  shall  animate  us  all.  In  the  later  ages,  this  peace  maj  be  upon  the 
earth." 

**  Would  to  the  saints  that  it  were  now,  Gina ;  or  that  you  and  I  had 
never  met !" 

**  What !  do  you  wish  it !"  she  contemptuously  exclaimed ; ''  you,  who 
yoluntaiiiy  sever  yourself  from  me!" 

**  I  hare  acted  an  honourable  part,  Gina,"  he  cried,  stridmg  to  and  fro 
in  his  agitation. 

**  Honourable^  did  you  say  ?" 

*'  Ay,  honourable.  You  were  growing  too  dear  to  me,  and  I  could  not 
speak  of  marriage  to  you." 

There  was  a  long  pause.  She  was  standing  against  one  of  the  cypress- 
trees,  the  moon,  through  an  opening  above,  casting  its  light  upon  her  pure 
fiftoe,  down  which  were  coursing  tears  of  anguish. 

*'  So  henceforth  we  must  be  brother  and  sister,"  he  whispened. 

"  Brother  and  sister,"  she  repeated,  in  a  moaning  voice,  pressing  the 
cold  tree  against  her  aching  temples. 

^'  Afber  awhile,  Gina,  when  time  shall  have  tamed  our  feelings  down. 
Until  then  we  may  not  meet." 

^'  Not  meet !"  she  exclaimed,  startled  by  the  words  into  sudden  pain. 
"  Win  you  never  oome  to  see  us  ?  Shall  we  never  be  together  again — 
like  brother  and  sister,  as  you  have  just  sud  P" 

'^  Nay,  Gina,  I  must  not  do  so  great  wrong  to  the  Lady  Adelaide." 

^'  So  great  wrong !"  Alq  exclaimed,  in  amazement. 

'^  Not  real  wrong,  I  am  aware.  But  I  shall  undertake  at  the  altar  to 
love  and  cherish  her ;  and  though  I  cannot  do  the  one,  I  will  the  other. 
Knowing  this,  it  is  incumbent  on  me  to  be  douUy  careful  of  her 
fiselings." 

^'  I  see,  I  see,"  interrupted  the  young  lady,  ind^antly ;  ''  her  feelings 
must  be  respected,  whilst  mine  Farewell,  GiovannL" 

"  One  word  yet,  Grina,"  he  said,  detaining  her,  ^'  You  will  probably 
hear  of  me  mudi — foremost  in  the  chase,  gayest  in  the  ball-room,  last  at 
ihd  banquet — the  gay,  fortunate  Lord  of  Visinara ;  and  when  you  do  ao, 
remember  that  that  gay  lord  wears  about  him  a  secret  chain,  suspected  by 
and  known  to  none — a  chain,  some  links  of  whidi  will  remain  entwined 
around  his  heart  to  his  dying  day,  though  the  gilding  that  made  it  pre- 
cious must  from  this  time  moulder  away.  Know  you  what  the  chain  b, 
Gtna?" 

The  suffocaiing  sobs  were  riang  in  her  Aioat,  and  she  made  no 
answer. 

'^  His  love  for  you.  Fare  thee  well,  my  dearest  and  best.  Nay, 
another  instant ;  it  is  our  last  embrace  in  this  world." 

III. 

It  was  a  princely  cavalcade  that  bore  the  heiress  of  Delia  Ripa  to  her 
new  terrltoriesy  and  all  eyes  looked  out  upon  it.  The  armour  of  the  war- 
like retainen  of  the  house  of  Visinara  sparkled  in  the  sun,  and  the  more 
peaceful  servitors  were  attired  with  a  gorgeousness  that  would  have 
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'  done  honour  to  an  Eastern  clime.  The  old  Prince  of  Delia  Ripa,  than 
whom  one  more  fierce  and  hrave  never  existed  in  all  Italy,  had  that  mom- 
ing  given  his  daughter's  hand  to  Giovanni  of  Visinara;  and  as  she 
neared  the  castle  that  was  henceforth  to  he  her  home,  every  point  firom 
which  a  view  of  the  procession  could  he  obtained  was  seized  upon. 

*'  By  my  patron  saint,  but  it  is  a  goodly  sight!"  exclaimed  one  of  a 
group  of  maidens,  gathered  at  a  window  beneath  which  the  bridal  caval- 
cade was  prancing.     "  Only  look  at  Master  Pietro,  the  seneschal." 

*^  And  at  the  steel  points  of  the  halberds, — how  they  shine  in  the  crim- 
son of  the  setting  sun." 

''  Nay,  rather  look  at  these  lovely  dames  tliat  follow — the  Lady  Ade- 
liude*s  tire-women.  By  the  sacred  relics !  if  her  beauty  exceed  that  of 
her  mudens,  it  must  be  rare  to  look  upon.  See  the  gold  and  purple  oC 
their  palfreys'  horsecloths  waving  in  the  air." 

*'  Hist !  hist !  it  is  the  Count  of  Visinara  in  his  emblazoned  carriage ! 
How  haughtily  he  sits  ;  but  the  Visinara  is  a  haughty  race.  And — yes — 
see — ^by  his  side — oh,  how  lovely !  Signora  Montani,  look  I  That  fiice 
might  win  a  kingdom." 

Gina  Montani,  who  stood  in  the  comer  of  the  lattice,  shielded  from 
view  by  its  massive  frame,  may  possibly  have  heard,  but  she  answered 
not. 

'^  Say  what  you  will  of  his  pride,  he  is  the  handsomest  man  that  ever 
lived,"  exclaimed  a  damsel,  enthusiastically.  "  Look  at  him  as  he  sits 
there  now — he  rides  bareheaded,  his  plumed  cap  resting  on  his  knee — 
where  will  you  find  such  a  £m»  and  form  as  that  ?  ' 

'*  What  IS  she  like  ?"  interrupted  an  old  duenna,  snappishly,  who, 
standing  behind,  could  not  as  yet  obtain  a  view  of  the  coveted  sight; 
'^  we  know  enough  of  his  looks,  let  us  hear  something  of  hers.  But  you 
sirls  are  ever  the  same :  if  a  troop  of  sister  angels  came  down  from 
heaven,  headed  by  the  Virgin  Mother  herself,  and  a  graceless  cavalier  ap- 
peared at  the  other  side,  you  would  turn  your  backs  to  the  angels  and 
your  eyes  upon  him.  Is  she  as  handsome  as  the  young  Lady  Beatrice, 
the  count's  sister,  who  married  away  a  year  agone  ?" 

"  Oh,  mother,  she  is  not  like  her.  Beatrice  of  Visinara  had  a  warm 
countenance,  with  eyes  black  as  the  darkest  night,  and  brilliant  as  a  dia- 
mond aigrette.*' 

*'  And  are  the  wife's  not  black  ?"  screamed  out  the  duenna.  ''  They 
ought  to  be ;  her  blood  is  pure  Italian." 

*'  They  are  blue  as  heaven's  sky,  and  her  face  is  dazzling  to  behold 
firom  its  extreme  fairness,  and  her  golden  hair  droops  in  curls  almost  to 
her  waist — ^it  is  a  band  of  diamonds,  you  see,  that  confines  it  from  the 
temples.  But  you  can  see  her  now,  mother ;  remember  you  one  half  so 
lovely?" 

'^  Dio  mio  !"  uttered  the  woman,  startled  at  the  beautiful  vision  that 
now  came  within  her  sight ;  ^^  the  Lord  of  Visinara  has  not  sacrificed  his 
liberty  for  nothing." 

«  Mark  you  her  rich  white  dress,  mother,  with  its  corsage  of  diamonds, 
and  the  sleeves  looped  up  to  the  elbow  with  lace  and  jewels  ?  And  over 
it,  nearly  hiding  her  fair  neck,  is  a  mantle  of  blue  velvet,  clasped  by  a 
diamond  star.     And  see,  she  is  taking  her  glove  off,  and  her  hand  is 
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nosed  to  her  cheek — small  and  delicate  it  is  too,  as  hefitteth  her  rank 
and  beauty.  And — look  I — ^he  lays  his  own  upon  it  as  she  drops  it,  but 
she  woula  draw  it  from  him  to  replace  the  glove.  Now  he  bends  to 
speak  to  her,  and  she  steals  a  glance  at  him  with  her  blushing  cheeks 
and  her  eje  full  of  love.  And  now  he  is  bowing  to  the  people — ^hark 
how  they  shout,  '  Long  life  to  the  Lady  Adelaide — long  life  and  hap- 
piness to  the  Count  and  Countess  of  Visinara  !* " 

'*  She  is  very  beautiful,  Bianca ;  but—" 

*^  Ay,  what?  you  are  a  reader  of  countenances,  madra  mia;  what  see 
you  there  ?*' 

'^  That  she  is  proud  and  self-willed.  And  woe  be  to  any  who  may 
hereafter  look  upon  her  handsome  husband  with  an  eye  of  favour,  for  she 
loves  him." 

'^  Cau  there  be  a  doubt  of  that  ?''  echoed  Bianca ;  '^  has  she  not  mar- 
ried him  ?  And  look  at  his  attractions :  see  this  goodly  lot  of  cavaliers 
speeding  on  to  join  his  banquet ;  can  any  there  compare  with  him  ?" 

''  Chi  6  stracco  di  bonaccie,  si  mariti/'  answered  the  lady ;  ''  and  have 
you,  Bianca,  yet  to  learn  that  the  coroeliest  mates  oftentimes  bring  any- 
thing but  love  to  the  altar  ?" 

Bianca  made  a  g^mace,  as  if  she  doubted.  "  It  will  come  sure  enough, 
then,"  she  said  aloud ;  '*  for  none  could  be  brought  into  daily  contact 
with  one  so  attractive  and  not  learn  to  love  him." 

**  And  who  should  this  be  in  a  holy  habit,  following  the  bridal  equipage 
on  his  mule?  Surely  the  spiritual  director  of  the  Lady  Adelaide — the 
Father  Anselmo  it  must  be,  that  we  have  heard  speak  of.  A  faithful  man, 
but  stern,  it  is  told ;  and  so  his  countenance  would  betray.  Bend  your 
heads  in  reverend  meekness,  my  children :  the  holy  man  is  bestowing  his 
blessings." 

"  How  savage  I  should  be  if  I  were  the  Lady  Beatrice,  not  to  be  able 
to  come  to  the  wedding  after  all,"  broke  in  tne  giddy  Bianca.  ''  She 
reckoned  fully  upon  it,  too,  they  say,  and  had  caused  her  dress  for  the 
ceremony  to  oe  prepared— one  to  rival  the  bride's  in  splendour." 

'*  She  has  enough  to  do  with  her  newly-born  infant,"  mumbled  the 
good  duenna.  *'  Gaiety  first,  care  afterwards  ;  a  christening  usually 
follows  a  wedding.     Come,  girls,  there's  nothing  more  to  see." 

"  Nay,  mother  mine,  some  of  these  dames  that  follow  lack  not  beauty." 

"Fish!**  uttered  a  fair  young  girl,  who  had  hitherto  been  silent ;  ^Mt 
would  be  waste  of  time  to  look  at  their  fiaces  after  the  Lady  Adelaide's." 

^'  Who  is  that  going  away  ?  The  Signora  Montani  ?  Why,  it  has 
not  aU  passed,  signora.  She  is  g^ne,  1  declare !  What  a  curious  girl 
she  seems,  that" 

^'  Do  you  know  what  they  say  ?"  cried  little  Lisa,  Bianca's  cousin. 

"  What  do  they  say  ?" 

*'  That  her  mother  is  a  descendant  of  those  dreadfiil  people  over  the 
sea,  who  have  no  religion,  the  heretics." 

The  pious  duenna  boxed  her  niece's  ears. 

*«  You  sinful  little  monkey,  to  utter  such  heresy !"  she  cried,  when 
anger  allowed  her  to  speak. 

'^  So  they  do  say  so  I"  sobbed  the  young  lady,  dancing  about  with  the 
passion  she  dared  not  otherwise  vent     **  And  people  do  say,"  she  con- 
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out  of  branrado,  and  smarting  under  tbe  pain,  ^that  thoy^  are 
heretics  theinselvesy  or  else  whj  do  they  nerer  come  to  mass  ?" 

"  The  old  Signora  Montani  is  bedridden ;  how  could  she  get  to  mass  ?" 
laughed  Bianca. 

^  Don't  answer  her,  Bianca.  If  she  says  such  a  thing*  here  again — if 
she  insinuates  that  the  Signora  Gina,  knowing  herself  to  be  in  such 
league  with  the  Evil  One,  would*  dare  to  pnt  her  head  inside  a  fiaitfaful 
house  such  as  this,  I  will  cause  her  to  do  public  penance — the  wicked 
little  calumniator !"  concluded  ihe  good  duenna,  adding  a  few  finishing 
strokes  upon  Lisa's  ears. 

ni. 

Long  lasted  the  bridal  banquet,  and  merrily  it  sped.  Ere  its  oondu- 
sioD,  and  when  the  hours  were  drawing  towards  midnight,  the  young 
Lady  Adelaide,  attended  by  her  maidens,  was  conducted  to  her  dressing- 
chamber,  according  to  the  custom  of  the  times  and  of  the  country. 

She  sat  down  in  front  of  a  laive  mirror  whilst  they  disrobed  her. 
They  took  the  circlet  of  diamonds  from  her  head,  the  jewels  from  her 
nedc  and  arms,  and  the  elegant  bridal  dress  was  carefully  removed  ;  and 
there  she  sat,  in  a  dressing^robe  of  cambric  and  lace,  while  they  brushed 
out  and  braided  her  beautiful  hair. 

As  they  were  thus  engaged,  the  lady's  eyes  ran  round  and  round  the 
coatly  chamber.  The  toniture  and  appurtenances  were  of  the  most 
reeherehe  description.  One  article  in  particular  attracted  her  admira- 
tion. It  was  a  small,  but  costly  cabinet  of  malachite  marble,  exqiusitely 
mounted  in  silver,  and  had  been  a  present  to  the  count  from  a  Ruanan 
despot.  In  the  inner  part  was  fixed  a  mirror,  encircled  by  a  large 
frame  of  silver,  and  on  the  projecting  slab  stood  open  essence-bottles  of 
pure  crystal,  in  silver  frames,  emitting  various  perfumes.  As  she  con- 
tinued to  look  at  this  novelty — the  marble  called  malachite  was  even 
more  rare  and  costly  in  those  days  than  it  b  in  ours — she  perceived,  lying 
by  the  side  of  the  scent-bottles,  a  piece  of  folded  paper,  and,  wondoing 
what  it  could  be,  she  desired  one  of  the  ladies  to  bring  it  to  her.  It 
proved  to  be  a  sealed  letter,  and  was  addressed  to  herself. 

The  conscious  blush  of  love  rose  to  her  cheeks,  for  she  deemed  it  was 
some  communication  or  present  from  her  husband.  She  opened  it,  and 
the  contents  instantly  caught  her  eye,  in  the  soft,  pure  hg^t  which 
the  lamps  shed  over  the  apartment : 

''  To  THB  Lady  Adelaide,  Countess  of  Visikaba. 
'^  You  fancy  yourself  the  beloved  of  Giovanni,  Count  of  Visinaim,  but 
retire  not  to  your  rest  this  night,  lady,  in  any  such  vain  imagining.  The 
heart  of  the  count  has  long  been  given  to  another,  and  you  know,  by 
your  love  for  him,  that  such  passion  can  never  change  its  object  Had 
ne  met  you  in  earlier  life,  it  might  have  been  otherwise.  He  marries 
you,  for  your  lineage  is  a  high  one,  and  she,  in  the  woild  s  eye  and  in 
that  of  his  own  haughty  race,  was  no  fit  mate  lor  him." 


The  hrid^ioom  was  still  at  the  banquet,  for  some  of  his  guests  drank 
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deeply,  when  a  hasty  iramHions  came  to  him.  Qaitluig  the  hall^  he 
foand,  standing  outsiae,  two  of  his  bride's  attendants. 

«  Sir  Count,  the  Lady  Adelaide " 

*'  Has  retired?"  he  observed,  finding  they  hesitated,  yet  feeling  some* 
what  surprised  at  so  i^ieedy  a  sammons. 

"  Nay,  signer,  not  retired,  but '* 

"^  But  what  ?     Speak  ont." 

*^  We  were  disrobing  the  Lady  Adelaide,  Sir  Count,  when  she  saw  in 
the  chamber  a  note  addrened  to  her.  And — and — she  read  ic^  and 
fainted,  in  spite  of  the  essence  we  poured  on  her  hands  and  brow." 

^  A  note ! — tinted!"  ejacokted  the  count. 

^  It  was  an  insulting  letter,  simor;  for  Irene,  the  youngest  of  Ae 
Lady  Adelaide's  attendants,  read  the  first  line  or  two  of  it  aloud,  before 
we  could  prevent  her,  it  having  fallen,  open,  on  Ae  floor.  Our  lady  is 
yet  insensible,  and  the  Signora  Lucrezta  desired  ub  to  acquaint  you,  my 

Without  another  word  he  turned  firom  them,  and,  passing  through 
the  various  corridors,  entered  ^e  dressing-chamber.  The  Lady  Ade« 
laide  was  still  motionless,  but  a  faint  colouring  had  begun  to  appear  in 
her  face. 

^  What  is  this,  signora?*'  demanded  the  count  of  the  chief  attendant, 
Lucrezia. 

^  It  must  be  owing  to  this  letter,  my  lord,  which  was  waiting  for  her 
on  the  cabinet,"  was  the  lady's  reply,  holding  out  the  open  note.  '*  The 
Lady  Adelaide  fainted  whilst  she  was  perusing  it." 

''  Fold  it  up,"  interrupted  the  count,  ''  and  replace  it  there." 

Lucrezia  did  as  she  was  bid. 

'*  You  may  now  go,"  said  Giovanni  to  the  attendants,  advancing  to 
support  his  bride.  *'  When  the  countess  has  need  of  you,  yon  shall  be 
summoned." 

*'  Yoo  have  read  that  letter?'*  were  tilie  first  connected  words  of  die 
Lady  Adelaide. 

'*  Nay,  my  love,  sorely  not,  without  your  permission.     Will  yoa  that 

She  motioned  in  die  affirmative. 

A  g^ty,  glowing  colour  came  over  his  face  as  he  read.  Who  oonid 
have  written  it  ?  That  it  alluded  to  Gina  Montani  there  was  no  doubt 
Who  could  have  sent  it?  He  felt  convinced  that  she  had  no  act  or  part 
in  so  dishonourable  a  trick — yet  what  may  not  be  expected  firom  a  jealoua 
woman  ?  Now  came  his  trial. 

**  Was  it  not  enough  to  make  me  ill  ?"  demanded  Adelaide. 

He  stammered  something.  He  was  not  yet  sufficiently  collected  to 
speak  connectedly. 

'^  Giovanni,"  she  exclaimed,  passionately,  *^  deeeive  me  not.  Tell  me 
what  I  have  to  fear :  how  much  of  your  love  is  left  for  me — if  any." 

He  tried  to  soothe  her.  He  told  her  an  enemy  nrast  have  done  this ; 
and  he  mentioned  Gina  Montani,  though  not  by  name.  He  said  that  he 
had  sometimes  visited  her  house,  but  not  to  love ;  and  that  the  letter  must 
allude  to  diis. 

**  You  say  you  £d  not  love  her !"  she  cried,  resentment  in  her  tone^ 
as  she  listened  to  the  tale. 
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He  hesitated  a  single  second ;  but,  he  reasoned  to  himself,  he  ought  at 
all  risks  to  lull  her  suspicions — ^it  was  his  duty.  So  he  replied  ftnoly,. 
though  the  flush  of  shame  rose  to  his  brow,  for  he  deemed  a  fisJsehood 
dishonourable. 

"  In  truth  I  did  not     My  loye  is  yours,  Adelaide/' 
"  Why  did  you  visit  her?" 

(i  I  can  hardly  tell  you.  I  hardly  know  myself:  want  of  thought — 
or  of  occupation  probably/' 

'^  You  Purely  did  not  wrong  her?"  was  the  next  whispered  question,  as 
she  turned  her  face  firom  him. 

"  Wrong  her  !     Had  you  known  her,  you  could  not  have  admitted  the 
possibility  of  the  idea,"  he  answered,  resentment  in  his  tone  now.    *'  She 
has  been  carefully  reared,  and  is  as  innocent  as  you  are." 
"  Who  is  she  ? — what  is  her  name?" 

<'  Adelaide,  llet  us  rather  forget  the  subject.  I  have  told  you  I  loved 
her  not:  and  I  should  not  have  mentioned  this  at  all,  but  that  I  can 
think  of  nothing  else  to  which  that  diabolical  letter  can  have  alluded. 
Believe  me,  my  own  wife" — and  he  drew  her  to  his  bosom  as  he  spoke 
— '^  that  I  have  not  done  you  so  great  an  injury  as  to  many  where  1  did 
not  love." 

''  Oh,"  she  exclaimed,  wringing  her  hands,  and  extricating  herself  from 
him,  "  that  this  cruel  news  had  not  been  g^ven  me!" 

^*  My  love,  be  comforted — be  convinced.  I  tell  you  it  is  a  false 
letter." 

*'  How  can  I  know  it  is  fisilse,"  she  lamented — '^  how  can  you  prove  it 
to  me  ?" 

^'  Adelaide,  I  can  but  tell  you  so  now  :  the  future  and  my  conduct 
must  prove  it." 

'<  Giovanni,"  she  continued  vehemently,  and  half  sinking  on  her  knees 
before  him,  "  deceive  me  not  If  there  be  aught  of  truth  in  this  accu- 
sation, :  let  me  depart  I  am  your  wife  but  in  name  :  a  slight  ceremony 
only  has  passed  between  us,  and  we  both  know  how  readily,  with  such 
influence  as  ours,  the  Church  at  Rome  would  dissolve  that.  Suffer  me  to 
depart  ere  I  shall  be  indeed  your  wife." 

'^Adelaide,"  he  replied  mournfully,. as  he  held  her,  ''I  thought  you 
loved  me." 

« I  do — I  do.  None,  save  God,  know  how  passionately.  My  very 
life  is  bound  up  in  yours ;  but  it  is  because  I  so  love  you,  that  I  could 
not  brook  a  rival.  Let  me  know  the  truth  at  once— even  though  it  be  the 
worst;  for  should  I  trust  to  you  now,  and  find  afterwards  that  I  had  been 
deceived,  it  would  be  most  unhappy  for  both  of  us.  My  whole  affection 
would  be  turned  to  hate ;  and  not  only  would  my  own  existence  be 
wretched,  but  I  should  render  yours  so." 

'<  You  have  no  rival,  Adelaide.     You  never  shall  have  one." 
''  I  mean  not  a  rival  in  the  vulgar  acceptation  of  the  term,"  she  replied, 
a  shade  of  haughtiness  mixing  with  her  tone — *'  but  one  in  your  heart — 
your  mind — this  I  could  not  bear." 

"  Adelaide,  hear  me.  Some  enemy,  wishing  to  do  me  a  ibul  injury,  has 
thrust  himself  between  us ;  but,  rely  on  it,  they  are  but  false  cowards  who 
stab  in  the  dark.     I  have  sought  you  these  many  months ;  I  have  striven 
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to  gain  your  love ;  I  have  now  made  yon  mine.  Why  should  I  have 
done  this  had  my  affections  been  another's  ?  Talk  not  of  separation, 
Adelaide." 

She  burst  into  a  passionate  fit  of  weeping. 

*'  Adelaide,"  he  whispered,  as  he  fondly  clasped  her  to  his  heart,  <<  be- 
lieve that  I  love  you  ;  believe  that  you  have  no  rival,  and  that  I  will  give 
you  none.  I  have  made  you  my  infe — the  wife  of  my  bosom  :  you  are, 
and  ever  shall  be,  my  only  love. 

Sweet  words !  And  the  Lady  Adelaide  suffered  her  disturbed  mind  to 
yield  to  them,  resolutely  dirustmg  away  the  dreadful  thought  that  the 
heart  of  her  attractive  husband  could  ever  have  been  given  to  another. 


V. 

Months  elapsed,  and  the  Lady  Adelaide  was  the  happiest  of  the  happy, 
although  now  and  again  the  remembrance  of  that  anonymous  letter  would 
dart  before  her  mind,  like  a  dream.  That  most  rare  felicity  was,  indeed, 
hers,  of  passionately  idolising  one  from  whom  she  need  never  be  sepa- 
rated by  night  or  by  day.  But  how  was  it  with  him  ?  Love  is  almost 
the  only  passion  which  cannot  he  called  forth  or  turned  aside  at  will,  and 
though  the  Count  di  Visinara  treated  his  wife  in  all  respects,  and  ever 
would,  with  the  most  cautious  attention,  his  heart  was  still  true  to  Gina 
Montani. 

But  now  the  count  had  to  leave  home ;  business  called  him  forth ;  and 
to  remain  away  fifteen  days.  In  those  earlier  times  women  could  not 
accompany  their  lords  everywhere,  as  they  may  in  these;  and  when 
Giovanni  rode  away  from  his  castle  gates  the  Lady  Adelaide  sank' in 
solitude  upon  the  arm  of  one  of  her  costly  sofas,  all  rich  with  brocaded 
velvet ;  and  though  not  a  tear  dimmed  her  eye,  or  a  line  of  pain  marked 
her  forehead,  to  tell  of  suppressed  feelings,  it  seemed  to  her  that  her  heart 
was  breaking. 

It  was  on  the  morrow,  news  was  brought  to  the  countess  that  one 
craved  admission  to  her — a  maiden,  young  and  beautiful,  the  servitor 
said ;  and  the  Lady  Adelaide  ordered  her  to  be  admitted. 

Young  and  beautiful  indeed,  and  so  she  looked,  as,  with  downcast  eyes, 
the  visitor  was  ushered  ixt'^you  know  her,  reader,  though  the  Lady 
Adelaide  did  not.  She  began  to  stammer  out  an  incoherent  explanation : 
that  news  had  reached  her  of  the  retirement  of  one  of  the  Lady  Ade- 
laide's attendants,  and  of  her  wish  to  fill  the  vacant  place. 

''  What  is  your  name  ?*'  inquired  the  countess,  already  taken,  as  the 
young  are  apt  to  be,  with  the  prepossessing  manners  and  appearance  of 
her  visitor. 

''  Signora,  it  is  Gina  Montani." 

''  And  in  whose  household  have  you  resided  ?** 

A  deep  shade  rose  to  Gina's  face.  ''  Madam,  I  am  a  stranger  as  yet 
to  servitude.  I  was  not  reared  to  expect  such.  But  my  mother  is  d^ul, 
and  I  am  now  alone  in  the  world.  I  have  heard  much,  too,  of  the 
Countess  of  Visinara's  gentleness  and  worth,  and  should  wish  to  serve 
her." 
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Some  forther  conTonation,  a  few  prelimiaary  artangementa,  and  Gins 
Montani  was  installed  at  the  castle  as  one  of  the  coimtefls's  maids  in 
waiting:  a  somewhat  contradistinctive  term,  be  it  understood,  to  a 
waiUng-maid^  these  attendants  of  high-bom  gentlewomen  being  then 
made,  in  a  great  degree,  thar  companions.  Gina  speedily  rose  in  &nroiir. 
Her  manners  were  elegant  and  imassuming,  and  there  was  a  aadnesB 
about  her  whidi^  coupled  with  her  gnat  beauty,  rendered  her  eminently 
interesting. 

VL 

The  Lady  Adelaide  stood  at  the  eastern  window  of  the  Purple  Room 
— so  called  irom  its  magnificent  hangings  ~  watching  eagerly  for  the  ap* 
pearance  of  her  husband,  it  being  the  day  and  hour  of  his  expected 
return.  So  had  she  stood  since  the  morning.  Ah!  what  pleasure  is 
there  in  this  world  like  that  of  watching  for  a  beloved  one  ?  At  the  op- 
posite end  of  the  apartment  were  her  ladies,  engaged  upon  some  &ney 
work,  in  those  times  violently  in  vogue,  like  that  eternal  knitting  (mt 
crotchet-work  is  in  ours. 

^'  Come  hither,  Lucresia,''  said  the  lady,  at  length.  "  Discern  you  yon 
trees — ^groups  of  them  scattered  about,  and  through  which  an  occasional 
gttmpse  of  Uie  highway  may  be  distinguished  ?  Nay,  not  there ;  &r,  iut 
away  in  the  distance.     See  you  aught  ?" 

^'  Nothing  but  the  road,  my  lady.  And  yet,  now  I  look  attentively, 
there  seems  to  be  a  movement,  as  of  a  body  of  horsemen.  Ah !  now  there 
is  an  open  space,  and  they  are  more  distinct.  It  should  be  the  count, 
madam,  and  his  followers." 

'^  I  think  it  is,  Lucreaa,"  said  the  Lady  Adelaide,  calmly,  not  8u£Fering 
her  emotion  to  appear  in  the  presence  of  her  maidens,  for  that  haughty 
girl  brooked  not  that  others  should  read  her  deep  love  for  Giovanni. 
**"  You  may  return  to  your  embroidery." 

The  Count  di  Visinara  rode  at  a  sharp  trot  towards  his  home,  followed 
by  his  retainers;  but  when  he  discerned  the  form  of  his  wife  at  the 
window,  he  quickened  the  pace  to  a  gallop,  after  taking  off  his  plumed 
cap,  and  waving  his  hand  towards  her  in  the  distance.  She  pressed  her 
heart  to  still  its  throbbing,  and  waited  his  approach. 

She  heard  him  rattle  over  the  drawbridge,  and  was  turning  to  leave  the 
apartment  to  welcome  him  home,  when  he  entered,  so  great  haste  had  he 
made.  Without  observing  that  she  was  not  alone,  he  advanced,  and, 
throwing  his  arms  round  her,  drew  aside  her  fair  golden  curls,  and  kissed 
her  repeatedly,  like  many  a  man  possessed  of  a  lovely  wife  will  kiss, 
though  his  love  may  be  far  away  from  her.  But  she  shrank  from  his  em* 
brace,  the  glowing  crimson  overspreading  her  face ;  and  then  the  connt 
turned  and  saw  they  were  not  alone.  At  the  extreme  end  of  the  apart- 
ment, out  of  hearing,  but  within  aig^t,  were  the  damsels  seated  over  thdr 
embroidery. 

^  Gina,''  murmured  one  of  the  girls,  still  pursuing  her  work,  *<  what 
has  made  you  turn  so  pale  ?     You  are  as  white  as  Juliette's  dress." 

*'  Is  the  Signora  Montani  ill  ?"  demanded  Lucreaia»  sharply;  for  she 
liked  not  Gina. 
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**  A  sudden  pain — a  spasm  in  mj  side,"  gasped  Gina.     '^  It  is  oyer 


now." 


^'  Is  he  not  an  attractive  man  ?**  whispered  another  of  the  ladies  in 
Gina's  ear. 

«  He  r 

^<  The  Coant  di  Vislnara :  you  never  saw  him  before.  They  are  well 
matched  for  beauty,  he  and  the  Lady  Adelaide." 

''Pray  attend  to  your  work,  and  let  this  gossiping  cease,"  exclaimed 
Lucreada,  angrily. 

Giovanni  and  his  wifo  remained  at  the  window,  with  their  backs  to- 
wards the  damsels.  She  suffered  her  hand  to  renuun  in  his — they  could 
not  see  thai — ^and  ocmversed  with  him  in  a  confidential  time.  Then  she 
began  chattering  to  him  of  her  new  attendant,  telling  how  lovely  she  was, 
when  a  servant  entered  and  annoonced  the  mid-day  meal. 

''  Now  you  shall  see  my  favourite,"  she  exclaimed,  as  he  took  her  hand 
to  conduct  her  to  the  banquet-hall.  ''  I  will  stop  as  I  pass  them,  to  look 
at  their  work,  and  you  shall  tell  me  if  you  do  not  think  her  very  beau* 
tiftd." 

^  Scarcely,  Adelaide^  when  beside  you." 

''  She  is  about  my  age,"  ran  on  Adelaide,  whose  spirits  were  raised  to 
exuberance.  But  it  had  never  entered  the  mind  of  that  haughty  lady  to 
imagine  the  possibility  of  the  Lord  of  Visinara,  her  husband,  looking  upon 
an  attendant  of  hers  with  an  eye  of  real  admiration ;  or  she  might  not 
have  discussed  their  personal  merits. 

'*  How  do  yon  get  on  with  the  work,  Lucseiia  ?"  demanded  the  Lady 
Adelaide,  stopping  close  to  her  attendants. 

"  Favourably,  madam,"  answered  the  signora,  rising  from  her  seat. 

"  That  is  a  beautiful  part  that  you  are  engird  upon,  Gina.  Bring 
it  forward,  that  we  may  exhibit  our  handiwork." 

Gina  Montani,  without  raising  her  eyes,  and  trembling  inwardly  and 
outwardly,  rose,  and  advanced  with  the  embroidery.  The  Signoia  Lu- 
crexia  eyed  her,  covertly. 

*^  Is  it  not  a  handsome  pattern  ?"  exclaimed  Adelaide,  her  thouriits 
now  really  occupied  with  the  beauty  of  the  work.  ''  And  I  was  so  indus- 
trious while  you  were  away,  Giovanni.  I  did  a  good  portion  of  this  my- 
self— I  did,  mdeed  :  all  the  shadings  of  the  rosebuds  are  my  doing,  and 
those  interlaces  of  stiver." 

The  Lady  Adelaide  stopped,  for,  on  looking  to  his  foce  for  approbation, 
she  was  startled  by  the  frightful  pallor  which  had  overspread  it. 

''Oh,   Giovanni,   you   ore  ill! — my  husband,    what    is    it?     Gio- 


vanni  " 


"  It  is  nothing,"  interrupted  the  count,  leading  her  hurriedly  from  the 
room.     "  I  rode  hard,  and  the  sun  was  hot     A  cup  of  wine  will  restore 


me." 


But  not  less  awake  to  this  emotion  of  the  count's  than  she  had  been  to 
Gina's  was  the  Signora  Lucrezia,  and  she  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
there  was  some  unaccountable  mystery  at  the  bottom  of  it,  which  she  de« 
tennined  to  do  all  in  her  power  to  find  oat. 
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VII. 

Days  passed.  The  count  had  not  yet  seen  Gina  alone,  though  he  had 
sought  for  the  opportunity;  hut  one  morning  when  he  entered  the  Lady 
Adelaide's  emhroidery-room — so-called — Gma  sat  there  alone,  sorting 
silks.  He  did  not  obserre  her  at  the  first  moment,  and,  heing  in  search 
of  his  wife,  called  to  her. 

'« Adelaide !" 

^*  The  Lady  Adeludeis  not  here,  signor,"  was  Gina's  reply,  as  she  rose 
from  her  seat. 

^'  Gina,"  he  said,  advancing  cautiously,  and  speaking  in  an  under  tone, 
<*  what  in  the  name  of  all  the  saints  brought  you  here — an  inmate  of  my 
castle — ^the  attendant  of  the  Lady  Adelaide  ?'* 

'^  You  shall  hear  the  truth,*'  she  gasped,  leaning  against  the  wall  for 
support.  ''  I  have  lived  long,  these  many  months,  in  my  dreary  home, 
unseeing  you,  uncared  for,  knowing  only  that  you  were  happy  with 
another.  Giovanni,  can  you  picture  what  I  endured  ?  My  mother  died 
— you  may  have  heard  of  it — ^and  her  relations  sent  for  me  into  their 
distant  country,  and  would  have  comforted  me ;  but  I  remuned  on  alone 
to  be  near  you.  I  struggled  much  with  my  unhappy  passion.  My  veiy 
soul  was  wearing  away  with  despair.  I  would  see  you  pass  sometimes 
at  a  distance  with  your  retainers— rand  that  was  heaven  to  me.  Then 
came  a  thought  into  my  mind ;  I  wrestled  with  it,  and  would  have  driven 
it  away — but  there  it  was,  ever  urging  me ;  it  may  be  that  my  better 
angel  sent  it  there ;  it  may  be  that  the  Evil  One,  who  is  ever  tempting 
us  for  ill,  drove  it  on.** 

'^  What  mean  you? '  he  inquired. 

"  It  suggested,"  she  continued,  in  a  low  voice,  *'  that  if  but  to  see  you 
at  a  distance  and  at  rare  intervals,  could  almost  compensate  for  my  life 
of  misery,  what  bliss  would  be  mine  were  I  living  under  the  roof  of  your 
own  castle,  liable  to  see  you  any  hour  of  the  day ;  hence  you  find  me 
numbered  amongst  your  wife's  waiting-maids.  And  blame  me  not,  Gio- 
vanni," she  hastily  concluded,  seeing  him  about  to  interrupt  her ;  ''  you 
are  the  cause  of  all,  for  you  sought  and  gained  my  love ;  and  such  love ! 
I  think  none  can  have  ever  known  such.  And  yet  I  must  suppress  this 
love.  The  fiercest  jealousy  of  the  Lady  Adelaide  rages  in  my  heart — and 
yet  1  must  suppress  it !  Giovanni,  you  have  brou^t  this  anguish  upon 
me ;  so  blame  me  not." 

"  It  is  a  dangerous  proceeding,  Gina.  I  was  becoming  reconciled  to 
our  separation ;  but  now — ^it  will  be  dangerous  for  both  of  us." 

"  Ay,"  she  answered,  bitterly,  "  you  had  all.  Friends,  revelry,  a  wife 
of  rare  beauty,  the  chase,  the  bustle  of  an  immense  household — in  short, 
what  had  you  not  to  aid  your  mental  struggles  ?  I  but  my  home  of  soli- 
tude, and  the  jealous  pictures,  self,  but  ever  inflicted,  of  your  happiness 
with  the  Lady  Adelaide." 

<'  I  still  love  but  you,  Gina,"  he  repeated,  <*  but  I  will  be  honourable 
to  her^  and  must  show  it  not." 

"  Do  I  ask  you  to  show  it  ?  or  think  you  I  would  permit  it  ?"  she  re- 
plied, quickly;  **no,  no;  I  did  not  come  here  to  sow  discord  in  your 
household.  Suffer  me  to  live  on  unnoticed  as  of  these  last  few  days,  but, 
oh !  drive  me  not  away  from  you." 
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**  Believe  me,  Gina,  this  will  never  do.  I  mistrust  my  own  powers  of 
endurance  ;  ay,  and  of  concealment." 

^  You  can  think  of  me  but  as  the  waiting-maid  of  your  lady/'  she  in- 
terrupted, in  a  tone  of  bitterness.  "  In  time  you  will  really  regard  me 
as  such." 

''There  would  be  another  obstacle,  Gina,"  he  returned,  sinking  his 
voice  to  a  lower  tone,  as  if  fearful  even  to  mention  the  subject-— '' how  can 
you  live  in  my  household,  and  not  conform  to  the  usages  of  our  faith  ? 
Vou  know  that  yours  must  never  be  suspected." 

''  Trust  to  me  to  manage  all,"  she  reiterated ;  ''  but  send  me  not  away 
from  you." 

''Be  it  so,  Gina,"  he  observed,  after  reflection;  "you  deserve  more 
sacrifice  on  my  part  than  this.  But  all  confidence  must  cease  between  us: 
from  this  time  we  are  to  each  other  as  strangers." 

"  Even  so,"  she  acquiesced.  "  Yet  if  you  deem  that  my  enduring 
affection  deserves  requital,  give  me  at  times  a  look  as  of  old ;  a  smiley 
unperoeived  by  others,  but  acknowledged  by,  and  too  dear  to,  my  own 
heart.  It  will  be  a  token  that  you  have  not  driven  away  all  remembrance 
of  our  once  youthful  love,  though  it  is  at  an  end  for  ever." 

He  took  her  hand  and  clasped  it  tenderly,  but  the  next  moment  he 
almost  flung  it  from  him,  and  had  turned  and  quitted  the  room.  Gina 
burst  into  a  violent  fit  of  weeping,  and  slowly  retreated  to  seek  the  soli- 
tude of  her  chamber. 

Scarcely  had  the  echo  of  her  footsteps  died  away  in  the  gallery,  when 
the  door  of  a  closet  appertaining  to  the  room  was  cautiously  pushed  open, 
and  out  stepped  the  Sigpiora  Lucrezia,  her  eyes  and  mouth  wide  open, 
and  her  hair  standing  on  end. 

"  May  all  the  saints  reject  me  if  ever  I  met  with  such  a  plot  as  this !" 
she  ejaculated.  "  I  knew  there  was  something  going  on  underneath,  but 
the  deuce  himself  would  never  have  suspected  this.  So  the  innocent- 
fiiced  madam  has  not  been  winding  herself  round  the  Lady  Adelaide  for 
nothing — the  she-wolf  in  sheep's  petticoats !  Something  was  said,  too, 
that  I  could  not  catch,  about  her  irreligion.  The  hypocrite  dare  not  go 
to  confession,  probably,  and  so  keep  away.  The  letter  of  the  wedding 
night  is  explained  now,  and  that  changing,  as  they  both  did,  to  the  hue 
of  a  mort-cloth  at  sight  of  each  other.  May  I  die  unabsolved  if  so  sly  a 
conspiracy  ever  came  up.  However,  I  shall  not  interfere  yet  awhile. 
Let  my  baby-mistress  look  out  for  herself:  she  has  not  pleased  me  of 
late,  showering  down  marks  of  favour  upon  this  false  jade.  Her  rival ! 
if  she  did  but  know  it  I  Til  keep  my  eyes  and  ears  open.  Two  lo? ers 
cannot  live  for  ever  under  the  same  roof  without  betraying  their  secret ; 
and  there  will  be  an  explosion  some  day,  or  my  name  is  not  Lucresia 
AndrinL" 
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A   DRBAH. 

MoBDAs  T  Lindsay  Arew  off  the  long  black  crape  soarf  and  hatband 
^iriiichy  in  the  character  of  chief  momner,  he  had  that  day  worn  at  the 
funeral  of  his  wife,  as  he  entered  one  of  the  apartments  at  Lang^ord,  and 
moodily  sought  a  seat.  The  room  was  spacious,  and  filled  with  every 
hizury  whidi  wealth  could  procure  or  ingenuity  invent  to  add  to  its  com- 
fort or  its  ornament.  Pictures,  mirrors,  silken  curtains,  and  warm  car- 
pets ;  statues  in  marble  and  bronie  were  scattered  about  in  rich  profusion 
m  the  saloon,  and  its  owner,  in  the  deep  mourning  of  a  widower,  sat 
there — grieving  truly — ^thinking  deeply;  but  not,  as  might  have  been 
sapposec^  of  the  lady  who  had  uiat  day  been  laid  in  the  vault  of  his  an- 
eeitors — no,  he  was  regretting  the  loa  of  a  mudi  brighter  spirit  thaa 
ever  lived  in  her  pale  proud  fiioe^  or  in  the  coldness  of  her  calm  blueeye. 
Mordant  Lindsay  was  apparently  a  man  of  past  fifty ;  his  hair  was  streaked 
with  grey,  though  its  dark  locks  still  curled  thickly  round  his  head ;  he 
bore  on  his  fine  the  marks  of  more  than  common  beauty,  but  time  had 
left  its  traces  there,  in  the  furrows  on  hb  brow;  and  even  more  deeply  than 
time,  care.  As  a  young  man,  he  had  been  very  handsome,  richly  endowed 
by  nature  with  all  those  graces  which  too  often  make  captive  only  to 
kill;  but  fortune,  less  generous,  had  gifM  him  but  with  the  heritage  of 
a  good  name — nothing  more — and  has  early  life  had  been  passed  in  an 
attempt,  by  his  own  means,  to  remedy  ihe  slight  she  had  put  upon  him 
at  his  birth.  The  object  of  his  ambition  was  gained — had  been  now  for 
some  years :  he  was  wealthy,  the  possessor  of  all  the  fair  lands  stretched 
out  before  him  as  far  as  his  eye  could  reach,  and  a  rent-roll  not  unworthy 
of  one  in  a  higher  station  in  life.  Looked  up  to  by  the  poor  of  Langfora 
as  the  lord  of  the  manor,  courted  by  his  equals  as  a  man  of  some  conae- 
qnence.  Was  he  happy  ?  See  the  fines  so  deeply  marked  on  his  counte- 
nance, and  listen  to  the  sigh  which  seems  to  break  fiN>m  the  bottom  of 
his  heart.     You  will  find  in  them  an  answer. 

How  brightly  the  sun  shines  in  through  the  windows  of  the  room, 
gilding  all  around  with  its  own  radiance,  and  giving  life  and  light  to  the 
very  statues  I  It  shines  even  on  his  head,  but  fails  in  warming  bis  bosom ; 
it  annoys  him,  uncongenial  as  it  is  with  his  sad  thoughts,  and  he  rises 
and  puUs  down  the  blmd,  and  then  restlesaly  wanders  forth  into  the  open 
air.  The  day  is  dose,  for  snmmw  is  still  at  its  height,  and  Mocdant 
Lindsay  seeks  the  diade  of  a  group  of  trees  and  lies  down,  and  presently 
he  sleeps,  and  the  sun  (as  it  dwdines)  throws  its  shadows  <m  nearer  oi^ 
jects  ;  and  now  it  rests  on  him,  and  as  it  hovers  there,  takes  the  form  of 
that  companion  of  his  childhood,  who  for  long,  with  a  pertinacity  he 
could  not  account  for,  seemed  ever  avoiding  his  path,  and  flying  from  him 
when  most  anxiously  pursued;  and  he  sees  again  those  scenes  of  his  past 
life  before  him  dimly  pictured  through  the  vista  of  many  years,  and  his 
dream  runs  thus: 

He  is  a  child  at  play,  young  and  innocent,  as  yet  untainted  by  worldly 
ambition,  and  standing  by  him  is  a  beautiful  figure^  with  long  golden 
hair,  very  bright,  and  shining  like  spun  glass  or  the  rays  of  the  summer 
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•an.    Her  eyes  seem  bom  for  laughter,  so  dear,  so  mirthfiil,  so  fbll  of 
joy,  and  her  spotless  robe  flows  around  her,  making  eyenrthing  it  comes 
m  contact  with  gracefhl  as  itself;  and  she  has  wings,  tor  Happiness  is 
fidde  and  flies  away,  so  soon  as  man  proves  &lse  to  himself  and  unworthy 
of  her.     She  joins  the  child  in  his  gambols,  and  hand  in  hand  with  him 
sports  beside  him,  gathering  the  same  flowers  that  he  gathers,  looking 
mrough  his  smiling  eyes  as  she  echoes  his  happy  laughter;  and  then,  over 
meadow,  past  ditches,  and  through  tangled  bushes,  in  full  chase  af^r  a 
butterfly.      In  the  eagerness  of  the  sport  he  faUs,  and  the  gaudy  insect 
(all  unconscious  of  being  the  originator  of  so  many  conflicting  hopes  and 
resers)  flutters  onward  in  fiill  enjoyment  of  the  sun  and  the  light,  and 
soon  it  is  too  far  off  to  renew  the  chase.     Tears,  like  dewdrops,  fiU  the 
diild's  eyes,  and  he  looks  around  in  vain  for  hb  companion  of  the  day. 
The  grass  is  not  so  green  without  her;  even  the  bird's  song  is  discordant, 
and,  tired,  he  sadly  wends  his  way  towards  home.   *^  Oh,  dear  mamma !"  he 
ezdaims,  brightening  up,  as  he  sees  his  mother  coming  towaids  him,  and 
running  to  her  finds  a  ready  sympathy  in  his  disappointment  as  she  clasps 
iier  boy  to  her  bosom  and  <uies  his  little  tearful  £aoe,  closely  pressing  him 
to  a  heart  whose  best  hopes  are  centxed  in  his  well-being.     Happiness  is 
in  her  arnos,  and  he  feels  her  warm  breath  upon  his  cheek  as  she  kisses  and 
fondles  him;  and  anon  he  is  as  cheerful  as  he  was,  for  his  playmate  of  the 
day,  now  returned  with  his  own  good-humour,  accompanies  him  for  all  the 
hours  he  will  encourage  her  to  remain ;  sometimes  hnling  within  the  pur- 
1^  flower  of  the  scented  violet,  or  nodding  from  beneath  the  yellow  cups 
of  the  cowslip,  as  the  breeze  sends  her  laden  with  perfume  back  to  him 
again.     And  in  such  childish  play  and  innocent  enjoyment  time  rolls  on, 
tmtil  the  child  has  reached  his  ninth  year,  and  becomes  tiie  subject  and 
lawful  slave  of  all  the  rules  in  Murray's  Grammar,  and  those  wno  instil 
them  into  the  youthful  mind.     And  then  the  boy  finds  his  early  friend 
Talthough  ready  at  all  times  to  share  his  hours  of  relaaEation)  very  shy  and 
distant ;  when  studies  are  difiicult  or  lessons  long,  keeping  away  untd  the 
task  is  accomplished ;  but  cricket  and  bat  and  biul  invariably  summon  her, 
and  then  she  is  bright  and  kind  as  of  yore,  content  to  forget  old  quarreb 
in  present  enjoyment ;  and  as  Mordant  dreamed,  he  sighed  in  his  sleep, 
and  the  shadow  of  Happiness  went  stiU  further  (^  as  if  frightened  by  hsi 
grief. 

The  picture  changes :  and  now  more  than  twenty  years  are  past  since 
the  time  when  the  boy  first  saw  the  light,  and  he  is  atdng  in  tne  room  of 
a  little  oottage.  The  glass  door  leading  to  the  garden  is  open,  and  the 
flowers  come  clustering  in  at  the  windows.  The  loveliness  of  the  child 
has  flown,  it  is  true,  but  in  its  place  a  fond  mother  gases  on  the  form  of 
a  son  whose  every  feature  is  calculated  to  inspire  love.  The  short  dark 
curls  are  parted  firom  off. his  sunburnt  forehead,  and  the  bright  haael 
eyes  (in  which  merriment  predominates)  glance  quickly  towards  the  door, 
as  if  expecting  some  one.  The  book  he  has  been  pretending  to  read  lies 
idly  on  his  la;^,  and,  bending  his  head  upon  his  hand,  his  eyes  half  shut  in 
the  earnestness  of  his  reverie,  he  does  not  hear  the  light  fbotst^  whii^ 
presently  comes  stealing  softiy  behind  him.  The  new  comer  is  a  young 
and  ijery  pretty  giri,  wim  a  pale  Madonna-looldng  face,  seriously  thought- 
ful beyond  her  years.  She  may  be  seventeen  or  ^ghteen,  not  more. 
Her  hands  have  been  busy  with  the  flowers  in  the  garden,  snd  now,  as 
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she  comes  up  behind  he  youth,  she  plucks  the  leaves  from  off  a  rose-bud, 
and  drops  them  on  his  open  book.  A  slight  start,  and  a  look  upward, 
and  then  (his  arms  around  her  slight  form)  he  kisses  her  fondlv  and  often. 
And  ELappiness  clings  about  them,  and  nestles  closely  by  their  side,  as  if 
jealous  of  being  separted  from  either,  and  they  were  happy  in  their 
young  love.  How  happy!  caring  for  nought  besides,  thinlang  of  no 
future,  but  in  each  other,  taking  no  account  of  time  so  long  as  they 
should  be  together,  contented  to  recdve  the  evils  of  life  with  the  good, 
and  to  suffer  side  by  side  (if  Gtxl  willed  it)  sooner  than  be  parted.  They 
were  engaged  to  be  married.  At  present,  neither  possessed  sufficient  to 
live  comfortably  upon,  and  they  must  wait  and  hope  ;  and  she  did  hope^ 
and  was  reconciled  almost  to  his  departure,  which  must  soon  take  place, 
for  he  has  been  studying  for  a  barrister,  and  will  leave  his  mother^s  house 
to  find  a  solitary  home  in  a  bachelor's  chambers  in  London.  Mordant 
saw  himself  (as  he  had  been  then)  sitting  with  his  first  love  in  that  old 
familiar  place,  her  hand  clasped  in  his,  her  Ceut  hair  falling  around  her, 
and  veiling  the  face  she  hid  upon  his  shoulder,  and  e? en  more  vividly 
still,  the  remembrance  of  that  Happiness  which  had  ever  been  attendant 
on  them  then,  when  the  most  trivial  incidents  of  the  day  were  turned 
into  matters  of  importance,  coloured  and  embellbhed  as  they  were  by 
love.  He  saw  himself  in  possession  of  the  reality,  which,  alas !  he  had 
thrown  away  for  the  shadow  of  it,  and  he  longed  for  the  recovery  of  those 
past  years  which  had  been  so  unprofitably  spent,  in  a  vain  attempt  at  re- 
gaining it.  The  girl  still  sat  by  him  ;  they  did  not  seem  to  speak,  and 
throughout  that  lone  summer  afternoon  still  they  sat,  she  pulling  the 
flowers  (so  lately  gatnered)  in  pieces,  and  he  playing  with  the  ringlets  of 
her  hair.  And  now  the  door  opens,  and  his  mother  enters,  older  by  many 
years  than  when  she  last  appeared  to  him,  but  still  the  same  kind 
smile  and  earnest  look  of  affection  as  she  turns  towards  her  son.  Her 
hand  is  laid  upon  his  arm  (as  he  rises  to  meet  her),  and  her  soft  voice 
utters  his  name,  coupled  with  endearment  ''  Mordant,  dearest,  Edith 
and  myself  wish  to  walk,  if  you  will  accompany  us  T*  '^  Certainly,"  is 
the  reply,  and  the  three  set  out,  and  the  dreamer  watched  their  £hst  re- 
ceding forms  down  a  shady  lane,  until  a  turn  lost  them  to  his  sight, 
and  the  retrospective  view  had  vanished,  but  quickly  to  be  replaced  by 
another. 

Again  he  sees  the  same  youth,  this  time  impatiently  walking  up  and 
down  a  close  dismal  room.  The  furniture  is  smoke-dried  and  dusty,  once 
red,  now  of  a  dark  ambiguous  colour.  The  sofa  is  of  horsehair,  shining 
(almost  white  in  places)  hova  constant  friction.  On  the  mantelpiece 
hangs  a  looking-glass,  the  frame  wrapped  round  with  yellow  gauze  to 
protect  it  from  dut,  and  here  and  there  a  fly-catcher,  suspended  from 
the  ceiling,  annoys  the  inmate  of  the  dusky  room  by  its  constant  mo- 
tion. It  IS  a  lod^ng-house,  ready  fumisheidy  and  the  young  man,  who 
has  not  left  his  home  many  months,  is  not  yet  accustomed  to  the  change, 
and  he  is  wearied  and  unnappy.  He  has  just  been  writing  to  Edith, 
and  the  thought  of  her  causes  him  uneasiness ;  he  is  longing  to  be  with 
her  again.  Restlessly  he  paces  up  and  down  the  narrow  chamber,  un- 
willing to  resume  studies  by  the  master  of  which  he  could  alone  hope  to 
be  with  her  again,  until  a  knock  at  the  hall  door  makes  him  pause 
and  sit  down  ;  another  knock  (as  if  the  visitor  did  not  care  to  be  kept 
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waiting).  Mordant  knew  what  was  coming;  he  remembered  it  all,  and  felt 
no  surprise  at  seeing  in  his  dream  a  friend  (now  long  since  dead)  enter 
the  apiurtment,  with  iJie  exclamation  of  *'  What»  Lindsay !  all  alone  ?  I 
had  expected  to  find  you  oat,  I  was  kept  so  long  knocking  at  your  door. 
How  are  you,  old  fellow  ?"  and  Charles  Vernon  threw  himself  into  a 
chur.  '^  We  are  all  going  to  the  play/'  continued  he,  "  and  a  supper 
afterwards.  You  know  Leclerque? — ^he  will  he  one  of  the  party — will 
you  come  ?'*  and  Vernon  waited  for  an  answer.  The  one  addressed  re- 
plied in  the  affirmative,  and  Mordant  saw  (with  a  shudder)  the  same 
figure  which  had  lured  him  on  in  Pleasure  to  seek  lost  Happiness,  now 
tempting  the  youth  before  him.  The  two  were  so  like  each  other  in 
outward  appearance  that  he  wondered  not  that  he  too  was  deceived,  and 
followed  her  with  even  more  eagerness  than  he  had  ever  done  her  more 
retiring  sister.  And  then  with  that  gay  creature  ever  in  mind,  Mor- 
dant saw  the  young  man  led  on  from  one  place  of  amusement  to 
another — from  supper  and  wine  to  dice  and  a  gambling- table — until  ruin 
stared  him  in  the  face,  and  that  mind,  which  had  once  neen  pure  and  un- 
tarnished, was  fast  becoming  defiu;ed  by  a  too  close  connexion  with  vice. 
Mordant  was  wiser  now,  and  he  saw  how  flimsy  and  unreal  this  figure 
of  Pleasure  appeared — ^how  her  gold  was  tinsel,  and  her  laughter  but  the 
hollow  echo  of  a  forced  merriment — ^unlike  his  own  once  possessed  Hap- 
piness, whose  treasures  were  those  of  a  contented  spirit — whose  gaiety 
proceeded  from  an  innocent  heart  and  untroubled  conscience.  Strange 
that  he  should  have  been  so  blinded  to  her  beauties,  and  so  unmindful  of 
the  other's  defects ;  but  so  it  had  been.  Mordant  sympathised  with  the 
young  man  as  he  watched  him  running  headlong  towards  his  own  misery; 
but  me  scene  continued  before  him — ^he  had  no  power  to  prevent  it —and 
now  the  last  stake  is  to  be  played.  On  that  throw  of  the  dice  rests  the 
min  of  the  small  property  he  has  inherited  from  his  fieither.  It  is  lost,, 
and  he  beggared  of  the  little  he  could  call  his  own,  and  forth  from  the  hell 
(in  which  he  has  been  passing  the  night)  rushes  into  the  street.  It 
wants  but  one  stroke  to  complete  the  wreck  of  heart  as  well  as  of  for- 
tune, and  that  stroke  is  not  lon^  in  coming.  Miserable,  he  returned  to 
his  lodgings,  and  alone  he  thought  of  his  position.  He  thought  of 
Edith.  ''  Love  in  a  cottage,  even  could  I  by  my  own  means  regain  what 
I  have  lost.  Pshaw  I  the  thing  is  ridiculous.  Without  money  there 
oannot  be  Happiness  for  her  or  for  me."  A  few  months  had  sadly 
changed  Arm,  who  before  saw  it  only  in  her  society.  But  now  the 
Goddess  of  his  fancy  stands  before  him — her  golden  curls  of  the  precious 
metal  he  covets — her  eyes  receiving  their  brightness  from  its  lustre,  and 
in  his  heart  a  new  feelmg  asserts  superiority,  and  he  wishes  to  be  rich. 
With  money  to  meet  every  want  he  will  command  her  presence — not  sue 
for  it ;  and  Mordant  remembered  how,  in  pursuance  of  this  ambition 
gradually  cooling  towards  her,  he  had  at  last  broken  off  his  engagement 
with  Edith — how  for  some  years,  day  and  night  had  seen  him  toiling  at 
his  profession,  ever  vfith  the  same  object  in  view,  and  how  at  last  he  had, 
married  a  woman  in  every  way  what  he  desired  :  rich  in  gold  and  lands 
and  worldly  possessions,  but  poor  in  heart  compared  with  Edith. 

The  crowd  jostle  each  other  to  get  a  nearer  view  of  the  bride  as  she 
passes  (leaning  on  her  father's  arm)  from  the  carriage  to  the  church  door. 
The  bridegroom  is  waiting  for  her,  and  now  joins  her^  and  they  kneel 
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ttde  by  side  at  the  altacr.  Mordant  remembers  his  wedding-day.  He  ia 
not  happy,  notwithstanding  ihe  feeling  of  g^tified  pride  lie  eaqpeiienocs 
as  he  placee  the  ring  uponihe  fair  .hand  of  the  Lady  Blandie.  No. emo- 
tion of  a  very  deep  kind  tinges  her  oheek ;  she  k  calm  and  cold  through- 
out the  ceremony.  She  admires  Mordant  Lindsay  very  much ;  he  was 
'of  a  good  family,  so  was  she;  he  very  handsome  and  young,  and  she  patit 
ihirty.  Matches  more  incongruous  have  been  made,  and  with  less  appm- 
arent  xeeson,  and  this  needs  no  further  exphuntion  on  lier  side.  They  «re 
married  now  and  about  to  leave  the  church.  The  voung  man  turns  «8 
he  passes  out  (amidst  the  congratulation  of  his  friends),  attracted  by 
.scarcely  suppressed  sobs ;  but  the  doaked  fig^ure  from  whom  they  procesd 
does  not  move,  and  he  recognises  her  not.  It  is  Edith,  and  Mordant,  as  lie 
gases  on  the  scene  before  him,  sees  Happiness  standing  afar  off,  afraid  to 
approach  too  near  to  any  one  of  the  party,  but  still  keeping  hear  eyes  fiirad 
on  the  pale  young  mourner  at  that  Inidfld,  who,  bowed  down  wSdi  grief, 
^sat  there  until  the  dock  warned  her  to  go,  as  lihe  doors  were  being  closed. 
The  married  pair  (after  a  month  spent  abroad)  settles  down  at  Lang- 
&rd ;  and  the  husband — was  he  happy  now  ?  No,  aot  yet — but  expeet- 
ing  to  be  from  day  to  day,  hoping  that  time  would  alter  far  the  better 
iriiat  was  wanting  to  the  happiness  of  his  home ;  but  tame  flew  on,  and, 
vegardlees  of  his  hopes,  left  him  the  -same  disappointed  man  diat  it  found 
.him — disappointed  in  his  wife,  in  his  expectations  of  obildros — feeling  a 
void  in  his  heart  which  money  was  inefficient  to  supply.  The  drama  was 
drawing  to  a  dose;  Mordant  felt  that  the  present  time  Ind  arrived.  Hb 
iwife  was. dead,  and  he  in  possession  of  everything  whidi  had  been  hera, 
but  still  an  anxious  unsatisfied  mind  prevented  all  enjoyment  of  life;  but 
yet  one  more  scene,  and  this  time  Mordant  was  pusmd,  for  he  did  not 
lecognise  eitiier  the  place  or  the  actors. 

On  a  bed  on  one  side  was  stretched  the  figure  of  a  young  woman* 
Her  features  were  so  drawn  and  sharpened  by  illness,  that  he  could  not 
lecal  them  to  his  mind,  although  he  had  an  idea  that  he  ought  to  know 
•her  &oe.  8he  was  very  pale,  and  the  heat  seemed  to  oppress  her,  for  in 
a  languid  voice  «he  begged  ^bie  lady  (who  was  sitting  by  her  side)  to 
open  the  window.  She  rose  to  do  so,  and  then  Mordant  saw  that  ^tte 
scenery  beyond  was  not  English,  Sot  hedges  of  mj'rtle  and  scarlet  gera- 
nium grew  around  in  profusion,  and  the  odour  of  orange  flowers  came 
tbickly  into  the  chamber  of  the  dying  g^irL  Raising  hersdf  with  diffi- 
culty, she  called  to  her  companion,  and  &en  she  siud: 

''  I  know  I  shall  not  now  get  better ;  I  fed  I  am  dying,  and  I  am 
glad  of  it.  My  life  has  been  a  £ving  death  to  me  for  some  years.  When 
I  am  dead  I  would  wish  to  be  buried  in  £ng1and— ^not  here — not  in  this 
place,  which  has  proved  a  grave  to  so  many  of  my  countrymen.  Let  me 
and  my  last  resting-place,  dearest  mother,  at  home,  in  our  own  little 
churchyard." 

The  lady  wept  as  she  promised  her  diild  to  fulfil  her  last  request,  and 
Mordant  saw  that  Happiness  had  flown  from  the  bed  (around  which  she 
had  been  hovering  for  some  minutes)  straight  up  to  heaven,  to  await 
there  the  spirit  of  the  broken-hearted  g^l,  who  was  breathing  her  last 
under  the  dear  and  sunny  sky  of  Madeira. 

Mordant  shuddered  as  he  awoke,  for  he  had  been  asleep  for  some 
time,  and  the  evening  was  dosing  in  as  he  rose  £rom  the  damp  grass. 
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ft  leas  to  a  lonely  lieartli  thtft  he  retamed,  and  during  tlie  long  night 
which  followed,  as  he  thought  of  his  dream  and  of  an  ill-spent  life,  he 
Tesi^ed  to  revisit  his  early  home,  in  the  hope  that  amidst  old  scenes  he 
might  hring  hack  the  days  when  he  was  happy.  Was  Edith  still  alive  ? 
He  knew  not.  He  had  heard  she  had  gone  ahroad  ;  she  might  he  there 
Btrll.  He  did  not  confess  it  to  himself,  hut  it  was  Edith  of  whom  he 
thought  most ;  and  it  was  the  hope  of  again  seeing  her  which  induced 
%im  to  t^e  a  long  journey  to  the  place  where  he  had  been  horn.  Hie 
l>el]8  were  ringing  lor  some  merry-making  as  Mordant  Lindsay  left  his 
travelling  carriage,  to  walk  up  the  one  street  of  which  the  village  of 
Bower's  GKfford  boasted.  He  must  go  through  the  churchyard  to  gain 
the  new  imi,  and  passing  (by  one  of  the  inhabitant's  directions)  through 
the  turnstile,  he  soon  found  himself  amidst  the  memorials  of  its  dead- 
Mordant,  as  he  pensively  walked  along,  read  the  names  of  those  whose 
virtues  were  recorded  on  their  g^vestones,  and  as  he  read,  reflected.  And 
BOW  he  stops,  for  it  is  a  well-known  name  which  attracts  his  attention, 
and  as  he  parts  the  weeds  which  have  grown  high  over  that  grave,  he 
«ees  inscribed  on  the  broken  p?llar  which  marks  the  spot,  *^  Edith  Graham, 
who  died  at  Madeira,  aged  21.^  And  Mordant,  as  he  looks,  sinks  down 
upon  the  grass,  and  sheds  the  "first  tears  which  for  years  have  been  wept 
hy  him,  and  in  sorrow  of  heart,  when  too  late,  acknowledges  that  it  is 
!not  money  or  gratified  ambition  which  'brings  Happiness  in  this  world^ 
liut  a  contented  and  cheerful  mind ;  and  from  ^t  lonely  grave  lie  leaves 
an  altered  man,  and  a  better  one. 


HESTER     SOMERSET. 

Bf  NIOHiHUUS  MICHBLL. 
BOOKm. 
CHAFTm  VIL 
HABTLBT  YX8ITS  UBS.  flOMBBSBT  AT  BflETHLBHEK  HOBFXTJyL, 

Mr.  Somesset,  two  or  three  times,  had  purchased  a  **  liberty  ticket.^ 
Hiis  term  may  be  explained,  by  stating  that  for  a  certain  sum,  usually  four 
shillings,  the  warden  of  the  prison  granted  leave  to  prisoners  to  be  absent 
icft  the  space  of  a  day,  good  security  that  they  should  return  to  their 
quarters  having  been  previously  given.  Such  a  practice,  as  may  be  sup- 
posed, was  a  source  of  great  emolument  to  the  wardens,  so  that  we  find 
ihem  making  many  hundreds  a  year  by  it.  The  system,  as  regards 
debtonT  prisons,  in  tbe  present  day  is  entirely  abolished. 

Vt.  Somerset  obtained  his  ^^  liberty  tickets'*  for  the  purpose  of  accom- 
panying Hester  to  Bethlehem  Hospital,  for  however  painful  to  him  might 
be  the  sight  of  his  unhappy  wife,  he  fdt  it  his  duty  to  see  her,  and  to 
watch  the  progress  of  ner  distressing  mental  disease.  On  no  occasion 
had  Isabella  yet  recognised  her  husband.  It  is  frequently  die  case  with 
the  insane,  that  those  whom  they  once  loved  the  most  devotedly,  they  re- 
gard with  total  apathy  or  dblike.  The  fixed  eye,  or  lihe  meaningfless 
stare,  the  waving  of  the  hand  at  some  imaginary  object,  still  marked  her 
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demeanoixr;  and  she  continued,  in  every  respect,  much  in  the  same  state 
as  when  we  descrihed  her  in  a  previous  portion  of  our  history. 

But  we  do  not  intend  now  to  accompany  the  husband  on  one  of  his 
visits ;  we  must  direct  our  attention  to  another  person. 

A  man  with  a  moody  and  contemplative  aspect  presented  himself  one 
morning  at  the  iron  gates  of  the  asylum.  He  had  obtained  the  usual 
order  of  admission  from  one  of  the  governors,  for  he  represented  that  a 
relative  was  confined  within  the  walls.  Crossing  the  g^velled  walk,  he 
slowly  mounted  the  steps  of  the  beautiful  Ionic  portico.  He  did  not  raise 
his  eyes  to  admire  the  grace  and  majesty  of  that  entrance,  but,  within 
the  hall,  he  stood  several  minutes  before  Gibbers  statues  of  Raving  and 
Melancholy  Madness.  An  expression  of  strange  pleasure  flitted  across 
his  saturnine  countenance,  as  though  he  experienced  a  morbid  gpratifica- 
tion  in  gazing  on  that  embodiment  of  human  frailty  breathing  in  the 
marble. 

This  was  the  first  time  Hartley  had  visited  Bethlehem  Hospital.  He  had 
long  resisted  the  desire  of  going  thither;  but  the  wish  of  seeing  the  wo- 
man he  had  loved,  and  still  loved  even  in  her  melancholy  condition,  grew 
so  strong  upon  him,  that  he  could  combat  with  his  inclination  no  longer. 

The  spirit  of  Hartley  was  never  so  scornful  and  gloomy  as  when  he 
witnessed  happiness  in  nis  fellow-creatures.  It  seemed  to  him  that  the 
joy  manifested  by  them  was  either  hypocrisy  or  an  infallible  sign  of 
mental  weakness.  He  looked  upon  all  men  as  moths  whirling  around 
the  glare  of  a  lamp — as  beings  sporting  about  the  edge  of  a  grave.  Such 
a  mind,  as  a  natural  consequence,  was  coldly  indifferent  to  the  spectacle 
of  suffering  and  misery.  Sorrow,  discontent,  and  gloom,  accorded  with 
the  nature  of  his  own  internal  world.  Man,  he  considered^  was  not  bora 
to  laugh,  hut  to  think  and  mourn.  To  the  eye  of  that  despondent  muser 
the  heaven  wore  a  pall  of  blackness ;  the  sunbeams,  the  flowers,  and  the 
gushing  streams,  were  not  types  of  beauty,  the  reflected  smile  of  the  Be- 
neficent One;  they  possessed  no  spell  to  soften  his  soul  or  charm  his 
sense.  In  a  word.  Hartley's  philosophy  was  steeped  in  darkness,  and  the 
very  atmosphere  he  breathed  seemed  charged  with  misery. 

And  yet  there  were  moments  when  he  experienced  a  sort  of  pleasure, 
or  he  had  not  otherwise  belonged  to  the  human  family.  That  pleasure 
sprang  from  the  recollection  of  his  passion  for  Isabella,  and  from  the  in- 
dulgence of  it  still  in  his  waking  dreams.  Another  and  more  debased 
source  of  gratification  was  the  conviction  that  his  envied  and  hated  bro- 
ther, like  Job  of  old,  suffered  now  as  much  as  he  once  enjoyed ;  and  that 
the  revenge^  pursued  through  long  and  weary  years,  was  working  towards 
its  consummation. 

Hartley  was  informed  that  he  could  not  see  Mrs.  Somerset  for  a  short 
time;  and  to  wile  away  the  hour,  he  passed  down  some  of  the  g^eriea 
which  extend  the  whole  length  of  the  building,  opening  into  rooms  and 
cells.  In  the  basement  story,  his  ear  was  appalled  by  the  howl  of  the 
violent,  and  yet  he  experienced  a  sing^ar  pleasure  in  watchinc^  the  ges- 
tures of  those  whose  intellect  had  been  reduced  below  that  of  the  brutes. 
The  spectacle  to  him  was  a  fine  psychological  study. 

'^  And  all  this,"  said  Hartley  to  himself,  "  proceeds  from  some  slight 
injury  to  the  brain ;  some  disarrangement  of  the  Bbres  of  that  delicate 
organ.     What  men  call  the  soul  acts  through  it— K»innot  act  without  it; 
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and  yet  the  organ  itself  is  common  matter,  while  the  soul  is  immaterial, 
an  emanation  &om  the  Deity.  Oh,  wondrous,  incomprehensible  connexion  f 
Mysterious  Giver  of  Life !  wilt  thou  never  solve  the  problem  to  man  T* 

The  quiet  suffering,  the  pathos  of  sorrow,  evinced  by  those  whose 
insanity  was  of  a  gentle  description,  awoke  a  different  train  of  thought 
in  the  mind  of  the  curious  speculator.  The  author,  whom  we  intro- 
duced on  a  previous  occasion,  was  still  there,  though  removed  to  another 
cell — one  of  a  class  appropriated  to  those  whose  cases  are  improving. 
Still  he  talked  of  his  works,  his  neglected  performances,  and  bewailed 
the  obscurity  to  which  his  name  was  doomed ;  and  still  he  mourned  that 
over  him  would  rise  no  column  of  renown. 

Hartley  heard  the  calculations  of  the  ruined  merchant  over  imaginaiy 
heaps  of  gold ;  and  the  lovesick  maiden's  sigh  breathed  in  his  ear ;  but 
he  walked  along  with  crossed'  arms,  his  lips  being  compressed,  and  his 
large  bushy  brows  concealing  his  eyes.  It  was  not  pity  that  he  felt 
for  his  stricken  brothera  of  mortality ;  they  were  all,  all  in  their  ideal 
sorrows,  their  ideal  transports,  more  blest  than  himself.  He  felt  that 
truth — ^he  knew  it ;  and,  in  his  wayward  creed,  imagined  that  insanity, 
under  many  circumstances,  is  an  enviable  condition. 

Hartley  was  conducted  to  the  room  of  Isabella  by  one  of  the  nurses. 
His  subdued  demeanour,  and  apparent  sympathy  with  the  scene  around 
him,  together  with  a  handsome  fee  slipped  into  the  hand  of  the  woman, 
greatly  conciliated  her,  and  secured  her  good  offices.  When  the  door 
vras  opened,  Hartley  followed  the  nurse,  but  notwithstanding  his  usual 
coUectedness  of  mind,  a  slight  tremor  affected  him.  Something  un- 
earthly, connected  with  the  presence  of  Isabella,  seemed  to  be  in  that 
room.  There  was  the  wreck  of  beauty,  the  grave  of  soul ;  for  was  not 
the  body  the  tomb  of  the  intellect,  which  had  perished  and  dropped  into 
its  dread  repose  before  its  time  ? 

He  turned  his  face  away  from  the  insane  woman,  for  he  could  not 
immediately  summon  resolution  to  look  at  her.  The  morning  sun  was 
shining  faintly  through  the  narrow  window,  and  the  shadow  of  his  tall, 
motionless  6gure  was  thrown  on  the  opposite  wall.  In  the  deep  stillness 
the  birds  were  heard  singing  among  the  garden  trees  in  front  of  the 
asylum.  Alas !  a  sad  contrast  their  free,  happy  jubilee,  to  the  dark 
scene  of  human  blight  and  ruin  within  that  pile! 

*'  Now,  sir,  this  is  Mrs.  Somerset,''  said  the  nurse,  who  found  it  neces- 
sary to  draw  the  risitor's  attention  to  her  charge. 

Hartley  slowly  turned,  for  he  longed  yet  dreaded  to  behold  her.  She 
was  stooping  forward  in  her  chmr,  her  thin  colourless  hands  resting  on 
her  knees.  She  was  dressed  in  a  robe  of  light  grey  stuff,  whicn  set 
closely  around  her  throat ;  her  abundant  black  hair  was  braided  taste- 
fully (for  she  was  indulged  in  this  littie  vanity),  and  a  flower — it  was  a 
natural  one,  a  moss-rose— drooped  from  the  side  of  her  head.  Her 
finely-chiselled  features  were  perfectly  still;  insanity  had  not  stamped 
its  signet  there ;  its  wild,  wandering  &es  only  burned  in  the  eye. 

Beautiful  she  looked ;  for  years,  as  if  in  conse(][uence  of  the  inaction 
of  mind,  seemed  to  have  suspended  their  usual  work  on  the  frame.  Yet 
it  was  the  beauty  of  a  marble  statue  :  the  carved  lip  moved  not,  the 
damask  cheek  smiled  not,  in  the  dimple  of  the  small  chin  love  am- 
bushed not — all  was  cold,  without  feeling,  and  without  meaning.     Oh! 
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ethereal  fite  of  Tivifyiag  soul!  thine  attzibntes  extinct,  what  ia  tbe-miirt^ 
perfect  mould  of  human  lovelioess  ?     A  corpse  under  the  power  of  the 
galTaniser*8  art,  mimickiDg  life. 

.  ^*  She  is  not  mine  now,  thought  Hartley,  ''  and  she  i»  not  his*  Wdl, 
better  sa  it  is*  I  would  behold  her  thus,  £air  rather  than  know  her  bestow 
the  endearments  of  her  love  on  my  abhorred  brother." 

He  moved  nearer,  curiously  contemplating  her.  His  eyes  were  fixed 
on  the  downbent  features  of  the  unhappy  woman*  He  admired*  T\t^ 
passion  of  long  years  was  not  yet  siU)dued;  still  he  loved*  He  ma^ 
touch  her  hand  now ;  he  may  raise  it  to  his  lips.  '*  She  will  aot|^'* 
thought  Hartley,  "  recognise  or  repulse  me  now." 
■  The  thin  fingers  were  clasped  in  his  own,  and  Isabella  did  not  more. 
He  kissed  that  band  again  and  again.  At  length,  roused  by  the  actui» 
of  Hartley,  she  turned  in  her  chair. 

"  Who  is  this  ?     I  do  not  know  you.     Aze  you  the  suzgeoa?     I  am 
not  ill.     Leave  the  room,  sir." 

'^  It  is  not  the  surgeon,  dear  madam,"  said  the  nuzse,  f'  buib  a  land, 
friend  come  to  see  you." 

"  A  friend?  I  have  no  firiend — yes,  Hester,  Hugh — noi-noy  they  aae 
my  enemies.'^ 

''  Dearest  Isabella,  you  have  no  enemies,"  said  Hartley* 

Mrs.  Somerset  uttered  an  exclamation,  and  started  from  her  seat. 
Will  the  ear  of  madness  revive  in  the  shattered  soul  the  recollection  of. 
aounds,  when  the  eye  fails  to  remember  features?  However  this  he^ 
eactraordinary  was  the  effect  produced  on  Mrs.  Somerset  by  the  voice  of. 
Hartley.  She  moved  back  several  paces  ;  her  limbs  trembled ;  and  hac 
eyes,  gradually  concentrating  the  vague  light  they  possessed,  were  fised. 
wildly  upon  him* 

**  Who  speaks  ?"  she  cried.  ^*  That  voice  I  I  know  him  now ;  it  is  he-*-- 
the  fiend  that  I  have  been  beseeching  to  leave  me  these  three  years,  and 
he  IB  come  at  last  in  bodily  shape.  Demon,  avaunt  1 — miner  of  my  hua^ 
band  I  cease  to  torture  me  I" 

The  poor  lady,  usually  so  tranquil,  was  now  in  a  fit  of  frantic  violeno^ 
Sttch  as  the  nurse  never  beheld  her  yield  to  before.  She  tore  her  haiiv< 
stamped,  waved  her  hands  in  agony  above  her  head,  while  her  shriekft 
were  appalling.  The  nurse  endeavoured  to  soothe  her  to  no  purpose ; 
and  not  until  Hartley  had  quitted  the  room  did  that  storm  of  excited 
feeling  abate.  But  tne  object  of  her  indignation  being  removed^  sorrow 
imd  lamentation  succeeded  ;  and  in  a  short  time  she  again  took  her  [dace 
in  her  chair.  Gradually  her  features  resumed  their  wonted  composure  ; 
her  hands  again  rested  on  her  knees,  and  her  expressionless  eyes  were 
fixed  on  vacancy. 

Alas !  poor  heart !  desolate  broken  spirit !  might  it  not  have  been  a 
mercy  if  that  torn  flower  in  thy  hair  breathed  its  fragrance  on  the  turf 
which  should  cover  from  human  eyes  thy  woes  and.  thee  ? 
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habtlet  begsiyjss  an  tiirexp£ct£d  yt8it  at  his  chaitbkrs  in  th 

TEMPLB. 

Ha]M*lbt,  returning  from  Bethlehem  Hospital^,  found  in  the  scene 
which  he  had  just  witnessed  much  matter  for  profound  thought.  When  he 
reached  hisf  chamhera  in  the  Temple,  he  thniw  himself  into  »  seat,  and 
remained'  for  a  Ion?  time  wrapped  in  deep  meditation.  To  dissipate  the 
gloomy  images  which  so  thickly  crowded  upon  him,  he  had  recourse  to 
his  favourite  philosophers ;  but  not  lon^  had  his  book  been  open  before 
him,  when  he  heard  steps  on  the  stairs.  They  appealed  to  be  those  of  a 
penoD  who  mounted  with  diffioul^,  for  the  ascent  was  slow,  and  often  in- 
terrupted, while  a  short  distressing  cough  was  frequently  heard. 

"  This  way,  ma'am,  if  you  please,  here  is  the  door,**  said  some  one 
without,  whose  sharp  voice  was  evidently  that  of  a  child.  The  next 
instant  a  low  tapping  was  heard.. 

'*  Come  in,''  said  Hartley^ 

The  door  opened,  and  a  woman,  stricken  with  blindness,  being  led  by  a 
fittle  ffdj  advaneed  into  the  room.     It  was  Mrs.  Flamming. 

<'  Mr.  Hartley  lives  here?"  she  said,  in  a  low  tramuious  tone. 

**  My  name  is  Hartley,"  answered  the  Templar,  marvelling  much  what 
bminess  the.  woman  could  have  with  him^  for  he  had  not  the  slightest 
reoolleciion  of  her  person. 

*'  That  will  do,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Flemming  to  her  little  guide ; 
^'  leave  the  room,  and  shut  the  door  after  you ;  when  I  want  you  again 
I  will  oalL" 

The  blind  woman  stood  still,  her  hands  crossed  on  her  breast,  and  her 
faoe  turned  towards  the  spot  where  she  believed  Hartley  sat  There  was 
a  firmness,  a  quiet  dignity  in  her  look,  which  the  countenance  of  Mrs, 
Flamming  never  expressed  before.  She  uttered  no  woi'd,  still  standing 
there,  like  one  whom  some  sudden  spell  had  turned  to  stone.  The  surprise 
of  Hartley  increased. 

''  Oh  I  that  1  could  see  thee!"  she  said,  at  lengthy, ''  worids  would  I 
give  only  to  see  thee  for  a  moment !" 

'^  Who  are  you,  woman?  I  know  you  not" 

''  Roland  Hartley  I  have  time  and  sorrow,  then,  worked  such  change 
upon-  me,  that  evea  each  mark  of  humanity,  all  likeness  of  what  I  wae,  is 
obUterated?'' 

Haitley  gaiged  searchingly  on  her. 

*^  Woe  has  wrinkled  my  forehead,  and  turned  my  hair  grey  before  the 
natural,  course  of  time — the  tears  of  long,  long  years  have  made  me  blind, 
and  now  they  have  ceased  to  flow — I  am ** 

''  Impossible !"  cried  Hartley,  rising  suddenly  from  his  chair ;  *'  I  do 
not  — 


*^  Yes,  you  see  her— her  you  wronged,  ruined,  deserted  in  her  youth^- 
her  who,  too  proud. to  accept  alms  from  him  who  refused  to  fulfil  his  vows, 
fled  with  her  child.     I  am  Flora  Arundel!" 

^*  Flora  Arundel?"  repeated  Hardey. 

''I  hid  my  shame  from  the  knowledge  of  all,  and,  under  another  name^ 
toiled  for  my  owo  living  and  the  support  of  my  child.     I  knew  where  to 
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find  you,  but  never  revealed  myself,  never  sought  you ;  and  I  would  haTe 
died  unknown,  but " 

The  callous-hearted  man  for  a  moment  appeared  moved.  The  flame 
in  the  lamp  of  Nature  and  feeling,  though  nearly  out,  rose  for  an  instant. 
He  took  his  victim  by  the  hand : 

'*  You  did  wrong,  Flora;  I  would  have  rendered  you  assistance ;  you 
shall  have  money  now." 

^*No,  no;  your  gold  I  despise;  I  have  not  struggled  with  poverty  for 
twenty  years  to  receive  alms  at  last.  One  motive  only  brings  me  here. 
I  am  wrapped  up  in  my  child,  my  loved,  my  talented  son;  they  called  him 
a  hunchback,  but  to  me  he  was  all  beauty  and  perfection.  I  have  lost 
him  now — ^he  has  left  me  for  ever." 

She  bent  her  head,  and  mechanically  raised  her  hands  to  cover  her 
eyes. 

"  Be  composed  Flora,"  said  Hartley. 

**  He  is  your  child,  Roland." 

*^  Mine !"  he  repeated,  sullenly — '^  yes,  yes,  let  that  pass." 

'^  The  hunchback  is  your  child,"  said  the  mother,  in  a  louder  tone. 

«  Well,  I  admit  it.'*' 

''  To  whom,  then,  should  I  come  in  my  bereavement,  my  distress,  but 
unto  the  father? — Roland !  Roland !  pity  me — assist  me !" 

The  scene  was  becoming  annoying  to  Hartley,  for  he  hated  to  have  his 
sympathies  appealed  to,  or  his  peace  disturbed.  The  first  natural  surprise, 
and  the  first  touch  of  feeling  being  past,  his  hardness  and  apathy  returned. 

''  Now  we  will  not  multiply  words,  Flora.  Tell  me  at  once  what  you 
want." 

*'OhI  Father  in  heaven!"  cried  the  blind  woman;  ''Thou  who  hast 
afflicted  thy  poor  sinful  servant  with  the  heavy  curse  of  bodily  darkness, 
hear  him  who  should  have  been  my  protector,  my  husband,  ask — what  do 
I  want?" 

"  This  is  mere  raving,  woman.  Talk  reasonably.  The  lad,  you  say, 
is  a  hunchback  ;  what  name  have  you  given  him? 

*'  The  name  I  had  assumed — Flemming,  Mark  Flemming." 

The  Templar  started;  paleness  overspread  his  cheek,  but  he  speedily 
recovered  himsel£ 

''  Strange — singular  coincidence,"  he  muttered.  ''  Flora,  this  is  the 
^'oung  man  who  formed  a — a  design  to  carry  off  Miss  Somerset." 

'*  Yes,  but  he  repented  of  his  evil  conduct.  Roland,  you  and  some 
other  person  were  his  abettors  in  that  unhappy  affair ;  I  am  confident  of  it. 
But  now  that  you  know  Mark  Flemming  is  your  own  son,  save  him— find 
him — restore  him  to  me! " 

A  smile  passed  over  the  iiigid  features  of  Hartley.  The  interest  at  first 
excited  in  his  breast  had  entirely  ceased. 

*'  Hear  me !  this  is  why  I  seek  you :  Mark  knows  you  to  be  his  father. 
I  discovered  to  him  the  secret  before  he  left  me,  and  the  intelligence 
seemed  to  overwhelm  him.  Roland,  assist  me  in  ascertaining  where  he 
has  fled.  You  have  sight,  you  have  strength  and  energy— oh !  how  I 
need  them  all  now!" 

"  Advertise  in  the  papers,"  said  Hartley,  turning  away  and  walking  to 
the  window. 

''  That  will  be  useless.  If  he  should  see  tho  advertisement  he  will  not 
heed  it.     I  must  find  him — I  will  draw  him  home  by  force — I  must,  I 
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wiU  have  my  son/'  she  coBtinued,  raisings  her  voice.  *^  Is  he  not  all  to 
roe  ? — more  than  riches,  and  even  good  fame  in  this  world?  Oh !  villany, 
cmelty,  shall  not  deprive  me  of  my  child*  Haste,  then;  let  us  fly  to  him 
before  madness  be  hb  portion,  or  death  overtake  him.  I  g^w  frantic 
without  him ;  every  moment  lost  seems  an  age  of  agony,  and  wrings  a 
drop  of  blood  firom  my  heart.  Roland !  come — ^Roland  Hartley !  I  say, 
let  us  search  for  our  child  I*' 

*'  Flora,  this  is  folly.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  cannot  mix  myself  up  with 
this  affair.  If  the  lad  has  left  you,  and  refuses  to  return,  I  cannot  help  it ; 
and  if  yon  are  resolved  on  finding  him,  you  must  seek  him  yourself,  for  I 
shall  take  no  steps  in  the  matter.  Understand  this  distinctly.  Now«  you 
had  better  leave  my  office." 

The  calm  cold  words  of  Hartley  were  as  swords  piercing  the  heart  of 
the  bereaved  mother.  Oh !  the  bitter  pang  that  wrings  die  soul  when, 
in  our  wretchedness,  we  seek  for  support  and  sympathy,  and  find  none  ! 
The  heart  recoils  upon  itself,  and  our  loneliness  is  doubly  lonely.  The 
blind  woman  hung  upon  the  arm  of  him  who  had  betrayed  her  in  younger 
years.  She  called  upon  him  mildly,  pathetically,  to  hear  her,  by  her 
sorrows,  by  her  blindness,  caused  through  weeping  for  him ;  but  he  re- 
mained deaf  to  her  entreaties.  Her  prayers  were  breathed  more  passion- 
ately, and  her  gestures  became  more  vehement;  then,  as  the  mother's 
impatience  and  agony  momently  increased,  Hartley,  wearied  by  her 
appeals,  thrust  her  rudely  and  forcibly  from  him. 

The  pride  of  the  woman  for  an  instant  returned ;  she  stood  at  a  short 
distance,  and  drew  herself  up.  Raising  her  hand,  she  spoke  in  a  deep  and 
measured  accent : 

'^  Roland  Hartley,  I  loved  you  once,  and  believed  your  affection  for  me 
was  not  feigned,  was  not  all  a  lie.  You  have  destroyed  my  happiness  in 
this  worid  and  that  which  is  to  come.  I  ask  you  now  only  a  small 
favour — to  search  for  our  child — and  I  am  refused.  What  have  I  then 
left  but  to  pour  my  malediction  on  the  ^Eilse  lover  and  unnatural  father  ? 
Take  then  the  cm'se  of  the  wronged  and  the  broken-hearted  woman ;  and 
may  it  cling  to  thy  soul  like  a  canker  and  a  leprosy;  may  it  ring  in  thine 
ears  like  the  knell  of  dead  Happiness  by  night  and  day.  Roland  Hartley, 
man  of  iron  and  cruelty " 

She  lifted  her  sightless  orbs  to  heaven,  and  seemed  preparing  to  speak, 
but  words  would  not  flow.  Some  revulsion  of  feeling  suddenly  took  place 
within  her  bosom — the  rigidity  of  her  features  relaxed,  and  a  softness 
stole  over  her  thin  cadaverous  face.  Recollections  of  past  years,  and  sym- 
pathies long  dormant,  woke  to  life;  her  old  and  ill-starrea  love,  the  cause 
of  her  ruin  and  all  her  woe,  came  back,  like  a  revived  dream,  upon  her 
soul,  and  Flora  Arundel  could  not  curse  the  worshipped  one  of  her  youth, 
the  father  of  her  child. 

Her  head  drooped,  her  arms  fell  by  her  sides,  and,  the  next  minute, 
subdued  and  comparatively  calm,  ehe  knelt  on  the  floor. 

*'  Oh,  God !  whose  laws  I  have  broken,  pardon  me,  and  forgive  this 
man  !  Thy  unhappy  servant  will  curse  no  one ;  let  me  bear  my  heavy 
load — ^tbe  burden  of  my  misery — alone !" 

Mrs.  Flemroing  arose  from  her  knees,  and,  turning  from  Hartley,  in- 
stinctively passed  towards  the  door.  She  called  the  child  who  stood 
outside  on  the  stairs,  and  then  the  blind  woman,  with  her  little  guide, 
silently  pursued  her  way  from  the  precincts  of  the  Temple. 
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"  I BAVB  yon  again — ^I  olasp  you  again*— I  eall  you-  mine  agttiDh— my 
loved  one,  my  joy,  my  more  than  li£e !  I.  raok  nofe  blindnesa  now,  for 
you  are  the  suu  of  my  soul ;  I  defy  sorrow  and  pain  now,  for  you  will 
comfort  me  !*' 

Thus  spoke  the  motho*,  as  she  strained  her  son  in  her  arms.  Flem" 
miog  had  returned  after  the  absence  of  a  fbrtnigbt:  and  why  had  he 
deserted  his  parent?  For  the  first  time  Aa  had/  informed  him  he  was 
base-born,  for  hitherto  Flemming  had  imagined'  hb  father  died  when  he 
was  an  in&nt.  Realarkably  sensitive  and  keenly  alive  to  all  that  ihe 
world  considers  dishonour,  his  mother's  position,  and  the  blot  on  her 
name,  afiPected  him  powerfully.  Hb  first  feelings  towards  her  were 
iBdignatioBi  and  shame,  amountiog  almost  to  abhorrenoe ;  uid,  in  thia 
fma»  of  mind,  he  fled  ftom  the  unfortunate  woman,  resolviug  never  to 
behold,  her  agfani.  Bat  Nataow's  pleadinga  were  soon  heaxd ;  die 
thought  of  her  unprotected  nUiiBlMi,  kmt  rnmrn^^  and  her.  bqcmimi 
melted  down  the  iron  of  pride,  while  filial  love  urged  him  bnoik  to/itar 
whom  his  heart  clung  to^  in  spite  of  the  past,  with  a  strength  of  affectioiL 
exceeded  only  by  her  own. 

'^  Then  you  forgive  me,"  said  Flemming.  "  The  feelings  I  entertained 
I  acknowledge  to  be  unjust  and  wrong.  Yon  are  to  be  pitied,  my  dear 
mother,  not  condemned." 

'^  1  have  no  forgiveness  to  grant,  my  son ;  I  feel  only  gratitude  to 
Heaven..    I  have  nothing  but  love  to  pour  upon  you." 

"  But  on  one,"  pursued  Flemming — '*  on  one  man  must  justice^  the 
bolt  of  vengeance  &1L  Too  long,  too  long^  hwre  your  wrongs  been  unie- 
cisessecL^ 

The  mother  could  not  behold  the  working  features  and  the  drached 
hand  of  him  who  spoke :  and  well  it  was  so.  Had  she  known  all  which 
burned  in  that  bosom — ^the  hatred  cherished  for  Hartley,  the  detormina^ 
tion  to  obtain  revenge,  her  nature  had  shrunk,  and  all  her  recent  anxiety 
for  the  fate  of  her  child  would  have  been  renewed. 

Days  passed.  Flemming  had  called  several  times  on  Hartley  in  liie 
Temple  oince  his  mother's  visit ;  but  after  two  or  three  interviews, 
Hartley,  annoyed  cuid  wearied,  would  see  him  no  more.  The  hunchback, 
persevering  in  his  calls,  the  Templar  employed  one  of  the  porters  to  pre* 
vent  the  youth's  entrance  at  the  door ;  and  finally  the  police  took  him 
into  custody,  and  he  was  cautioned  never  i^^n  to  repeat  his  offence  on 
pain  of  imprisonment. 

Flemming  was  doggedly  obstinate.  He  would  not  bend  from  his  pur- 
pose, or  relinquish  the  idea  of  obtaining  justice  for  his  mother.  Since 
he  could  not  gain  access  to  his  father's  chambers,  he  would  watch  him  in 
his  walksk 

Hartley's  solitary  habits  frequently  led  him  to  the  suburbs  of  London, 
and  one  of  his  favourite  rambles  was  in  Hyde  Park.  It  was  about  ten 
o'clock  in  the  evening,  when,  returning  from  Kensington-gardens^  he 
crossed  the  pari£  in  the  direction  of  the  Piccadilly  entrance.  The  moon, 
in  her  first  quarter,  hung  over  the  clumps  of  trees,  the  tops  of  whidi 
were  faintly  silvered^  while  all  below  was  black  massy  shade.     It 


profoundly  still,  but  the  air  was  cold,  the  latter  ciraumstaiice  having 
caused  loiterers  aod  pedestriaos  to  retairn  tO' their  homesL  Hartley  passed 
near  the  Serpentine  river,  the  crisp  wavelets  of  which  glittered  at  inter- 
tala- as  the  moourrayH  fell  obliquely  on  them.  The  stieani  thus,  doubly 
answered  to  its  name,  for  it  wound  its  sinuous  course,  and  shone  also^  like 
a  serpent  tauSmg  his  sealy  length  through  the  green  grass. 

At  a  short  distance  en  his  right  Hartley  perceived  a  dark  spot  close 
by  the  water.  It  moved,  and'  be  imagined  it  to  be  a  dog.  As  the  path, 
however,  oonduoted  him  nearer,  he  diaooiviiBd  the  figure*  to  be  that  of  a 
human  beings  The  man  was  sitting  on  the  gro«id  0(nled  up  in  the  fiirm 
of  a  ball ;  but  now,  as  it  were»  he  unrolled  himself  and  spnuig  upon  his 
feet  In  the  short  deformed  body,  and  long  legs,  Hartley  at  once  le- 
CDgnised.  3llark  Flemming. 

The  hunchback  placed  himself  in  front  o£l  the  solitary  walker  ;  his 
ejest  glarad  beneath  the  black  mass  of  his  uncombed  hair,  and  his  white 
fiace  shone  yet  more  white  in  the  faint  and  sickly  rays  of  the  moon. 
Hartley,  at  the  unexpected  appearance  of  him  who  had  recently  watched 
his  movements  and  harassed  him  in  no  small  degree,  drew  involuntarily 
backward*  Flemming  did  not  move,  and  the  otliec,  recovering  from,  his 
surprise,  was  about  to  proceed  without  speaking.. 

"  No,"  said  Flemming,  "you  will  not  escape  me.  I  have  not  followed 
youj  from  your  chambers  and  waited  here  two  hours  for  nothing.  Mr. 
Hartley,  my  father,  we  must  now  come  to  an  understanding  with  each 
other." 

"Bo}f^  my  answer  is  the  answer  I  have  returned  before.  I  will  have 
nothing  to  do  with  you.  Being  of  age,  you  possesa  no  claim  on  me. 
Giain  a  livelihood  in  the  world  in  any  way  you  choose,  and  torment  me 
BO  more." 

*^  Not  for  myself  do  I  plead  :  the  son  has  no  personal  £&your  to  ask  of 
his  fiither ;  I  only  demand  again,  and,  if  it  be  not  granted,  I  must  con*' 
tinue  to  demand  it  while  I  have  breath — justice  for  my  mother !" 

"  Folly  !  you  know  not  what  you  ask — I  cannot  listen  to  you — out  of 
my  way!" 

"  Not  yet :  by  Him  who  framed  thee  and  me,  and  beholds  us  now,, 
thou shalt hear  me  !  Look  at  me,  my  father!  Have  I  not  sufficient  to 
bear  in  this- blighted  misshapen  body  ?  Am  I  not  the  scorn  and  ridicule  of 
my'  fellows  ?  My  calamity  weighs  down  my  soul,  and  bids  me  think  death, 
would  be  a  blessing.  Now,  in  addition,  I  have  the  knowledge  of  my 
being  base- bom — a  thing  thrust  out  from  the  pale  of  law  and  society. 
I  cannot  lift  my  head  for  shame — I  am  stricken  to  the  dust — the  inera* 
disable  spot  clinging  to  my  name  for  ever.  Who  has  done  this  ? — thou :. 
what  has  caused  my  deep  degradation  ? — thy  falsehood  to  my  mother : 
art  thou  not,  then,  mstead  of  a  father,  my  blackest  foe  ?  Yet  I  forgive 
thee  on  one  condition — ^be  just  and  honourable  at  last ;  it  is  not  even 
now  too  late  :  fulfil  thy  early  vows*— restore  to  thy  victim  an  honest 
name  before  she  diei<-^b^  traa  to  thy  promise,  thongh  it  be  at  the 
eleventh  hour." 

^^DreamoB  and  fool!"  interrupted  Hartley,  '*I  understand  not  your 
senseless  babble — I  can  remain  listeoiM  t2>  yon  no  longer.*' 

"Father!  cried  Flemmingv  seising  nim  by  the  arm,  '^ justice  to  my. 
mother — ^keep  your  oaths — wipa  from  her  name  the  fouLstaini — wed  her, 
and  then  permit  her  to  die  in.  peace." 
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Hartley  laugbed  aloud. 

'*  Bitter  mocker !  cruel  betrayer !  her  misery  and  her  blindness  haye  a 
double  ckdm  upon  you.'* 

*^  Your  utter  ignorance,  boy,  makes  me  laugh.  Know  you  so  litfie  of 
the  world  as  to  believe  it  possible  for  me  to  marry  your  mother?  She 
does  not,  and  nerer  did  belong  to  the  class  of  society  entitling  her  to 
become  my  wife." 

*^  Then  why  did  you  tender  her  tows  of  honourable  attachment  ?*' 

**  Pshaw !  that  is  the  young  man's  common  practice.  He  tows,  prays, 
and  promises,  of  course,  but  it  is  understood  that  his  words  mean  nothing. 
He  forgets  them  afterwards.  'Tis  the  way  of  the  world — ^'tis  human 
nature.** 

Flemming  was  goaded  to  frenzy  by  these  light  bantering  words.  ^  I 
baye  been  guilty,"  he  cried;  ^^my  deeds  have  been  black  enough,  yet  I 
had  no  intention  to  embitter  by  dishonour  the  life  of  her  I  rashly  lored. 
Heaven  be  praised !  she  is  taintless,  restored  to  her  £Either  again,  and  free 
for  ever  from  my  polluting  touch.  But  your  cruelty  and  falsehood  were 
pursued  on  system  ;  your  villany  has  never  been  repented  of;  and  now, 
even  when  an  opportunity  offers  to  repair  the  past,  you  refuse  to  do  it." 

'^Yes,  I  refuse;  and,  m  addition  to  this,"  continued  Hartley,  ^'know, 
wretched  and  insolent  boy!  that  I  never  loved  your  mother." 

*'  Never  loved  her!  after  all  that  passed?     Oh!  villany  on  villany!" 

"  Ay,  and  as  much  as  I  loathe  you,  vile  piece  of  deformity !  I  now 
detest  her.  Away !  I  cast  you  botn  from  me ;  I  renounce  all  connexion 
with  you ;  and  here  I  command  you  never  to  cross  my  path  again !" 

^^  Cross  your  path  ?"  cried  Flemming,  fiercely  detaining  Hifftley  as  the 
latter  was  about  to  proceed — "  I  will  never  cease  to  do  it  I  scorn  your 
commands,  I  laugh  at  your  threats.  I  will  pursue  you  through  life.  Thou 
shalt  be  an  Orestes  followed  by  the  Furies,  for  thou  art  worse  than  he. 
Where  thou  art,  there  shalt  thou  behold  me — thy  haunter,  thy  demon. 
And  never  will  my  efforts  cease.  Can  my  task  be  completed  until  I  gain 
redress  and  vengeance  for  my  mother^s  wrongs  ?" 

As  these  words  were  spoken  vehemently,  the  countenance  of  Hartley 
underwent  a  fearful  change.  DifHcult  to  be  moved  from  his  wonted  cold 
coUectedness  and  stoical  hardness,  when  his  passions  were  aroused,  he 
lost  all  command  of  himself;  his  rage  completely  metamorphosed  his 
nature.  It  was  not  with  him  an  honest  storm,  which  blusters  and  blows 
itself  to  rest ;  it  was  the  fearful  tornado  which  succeeds  the  calm,  and 
brings  with  it  die  lightnings  which  shiver  and  consume.  Hartley  fixed 
his  eyes  on  the  youth  with  fiery  maligputy ;  his  overhanging  brow  was 
contracted  into  thick  lines ;  his  thin  lips,  drawn  back,  showed  distinctly 
his  white  dazzling  teeth ;  and  his  throat  swelled  like  the  throat  of  the 
constrictor  when  about  to  spring  on  its  prey. 

'*  Thou  wilt  cross  me,  thou  sayest ;  thou  wilt  not  cease  to  follow  and 
torment  me.     And  b  my  peace  to  be  broken  by  a  thing  like  thee  ?" 

*^  Yes,  a  thing  like  me ! — a  miserable,  creeping  reptile,  like  me,  who  am, 
nevertheless,  thy  son." 

**  What  matters  ?"  said  Hartley,  as  thoueh  speaking  to  himself;  '^  if  a 
part  of  me,  I  have  a  greater  right  to  cast  it  from  me,  and  to  quench  its 
energies  when  it  embitters  my  own  existence.  Whether  it  sleep  now  or 
thirty  years  hence,  it  can  make  little  difference." 

As  he  ground  these  words  through  his  teeth,  rather  than  spoke,  Hart- 
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ley  continued  to  drag^  Flemming  nearer  to  the  Serpentine.  The  latter, 
half  comprehending  the  meaning  of  the  action,  struggled  in  his  grasp. 
The  hunchback  was  vigorous,  but  in  the  iron  gripe  of  the  athletic  Hart- 
ley he  seemed  a  mere  child. 

"Would  you  murder  me?*'  cried  Flemming — "would  you  kill  your 
flon?" 

''  Send  thee  to  slumber,  unhappy  being,  only  a  little  while  before  thy 
natural  time." 

The  bank  sloped  away  to  the  edge  of  the  water,  which  in  that  place 
was  of  an  unusual  depth.  The  air  was  still ;  the  moon  had  sunk  behind 
the  trees,  and  there  was  no  human  being,  besides  these  two,  in  that  part 
of  the  park.  All  favoured  the  unnatural  father  s  desig^.  Down  towards 
the  water  they  still  went  reeling.  With  a  violent  effort,  Hartley  bound 
Flemming's  arms  together,  and,  thus  manacled,  he  would  be  unable  to 
swim.  The  margin  of  the  bank  crumbled  beneath  thdr  feet — would  the 
murderer  relent  ? 

Night !  draw  thy  veil  over  the  scene.  Humanity !  hide  from  Virtue's 
eye  the  spectacle  of  cruelty  and  horror.  When  will  the  spirit  of  Cain 
cease  to  walk  the  earth,  and  the  demons  be  chained  in  their  adamantine 
caves,  to  stir  up  no  more  to  madness  the  hearts  of  men  ? 

"  My  mother !  my  mother !"  were  the  last  words  that  gurgled  over  the 
water ;  then  quietness  fell  around.  The  stars  shone  placidly  on  high,  the 
little  waves  crept  on  with  faintest  murmurs,  and  the  flowers  on  the  bank 
drank  the  night-dews  with  their  odorous  lips.  Nature  changed  not  in 
her  aspect  of  peace  and  beauty,  but  all  things  continued  to  smile,  as  if  no 
soul  that  instant  had  been  disunited  from  its  fleshly  bonds,  and  sent  from 
life  and  light  into  the  dark  unknown. 

Chaftbr  X. 

THE  PAUPER  FUNERAL — THE  PROSPECTS  OF  HESTER  BRI6HTEK. 

The  truth  was  not  discovered.  A  person  was  found  drowned  in  the 
Serpentine — an  event  of  very  frequent  occurrence  in  conneidon  with  that 
suburban  river.  All  marks  of  violence  being  absent,  and  the  man's  arms 
having  been  bound  with  a  handkerchief  bearing  initials  which  afterwards 

S roved  to  be  those  of  his  own  name,  the  case  was  considered  one  of 
esperate  self-destruction,   and  a  verdict  at  the  coroner's  inquest  was 
returned  accordingly. 

^  She  who  might  have  guessed  the  perpetrator  of  the  deed  was  unable  to 
^ve  her  testimony  or  state  her  convictions  to  the  world.  The  recogni- 
tion of  the  lifeless  Flemming,  who  lay  at  the  workhouse  to  be  clumed  by 
his  friends,  proved  a  shock  too  great  for  the  already  enfeebled  mother. 
There  are  cords  of  the  heart  which  anguish  can  uterally  strain  and 
break  ;  there  is  a  grief  that  can  kill.  The  parent  died  on  the  body  of  her 
child. 

A  pauper  funeral — the  two  victims  at  least  received  this  last  acknow- 
ledgment of  humanity  from  their  fellow-creatures.  A  few  boards  hastily 
nailed  together ;  a  hurrying  away  of  the  deceased  on  the  shoulders  of  men 
who,  being  allowed  no  "dram,"  do  their  work  sulkily;  no  one  to  follow^ 
no  one  to  drop  a  tear  over  remains  so  mean  and  despised ;  a  thrusting  of 
the  coffins  into  shallow  holes,  rather  than  pits,  in  one  corner  of  the 
crowded  parish  grave-yard ;  no  stone^  no  nused  turf  to  mark  the  spot,  but 
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a  trampling  and  beating  down  to  make  the  place  lercfl  with  the  tuiTeuod- 
*ing  soil,  80  that  new  comers  may  be  piled  upon  the  last  without  ansptciim 
— such  is  a  pauper's  funeral ! 

Well  may  we  sigh  to  muse  on  thy  lot,  Flora  Arundel ! — to  think  -of 
*fiiy  youth's  spring,  thy  beauty,  llhy  loving  heart,  fhy  betrayal  and  deser- 
tion, thy  anxious  character  as  a  toiling  mother,  thy  poverty,  thy  berca?^ 
ment,  and  thy  pauper's  grave  at  last!  Sad  destiny  of  God's  created! 
Oh  !  Heaven,  the  eternal  fount  of  justice,  if  another  world  did  not  await 
us,  where  the  sufferers  of  earth  shidl  be  comforted  and  receive  their  good 
'things,  how  might  we  reconcile  the  acts  of  Providence  with  the  laws  of 
equity  and  the  attributes  of  mercy  ? 

Time  passed,  and  the  tragic  occurrence  began  to  be  less  thought  of  by 
Mr.  Somerset  and  his  daughter,  for  these  two  alone  it  affected.  The 
prospects  erf  Hester  daily  brightened  in  her  school  near  Doctore'  Com- 
mons. The  young  mistress  was  universally  liked,  and  her  pupils  became 
so  numerous  that  the  task  of  superintending  them  was  one  of  close  appli- 
cation and  unremitted  exertion.  Julie,  the  turnkey's  daughter,  never 
failed  to  assist  her  ever)'  day  in  the  more  laborious  portions  of  her  duties. 
Hester,  however,  wi^ed  her  to  relinquish  these  menial  offices,  but  die 
girl,  in  her  humility  and  anxiety  to  be  useful,  would  not  abandon  her 
accustomed  tasks ;  yes,  her  pride  and  happiness  seemed  to  consist  in  being 
considered  Hester's  servant ;  her  intense  love  and  devotion  were  tempered 
l>y  a  meek  spirit  of  distant  respect,  and  this  mingled  sentiment,  while  it 
urged  her  to  embrace  one  towards  whom  her  heart  so  yearned,  imposed 
on  her  silence,  and  prompted  reserve. 

The  income  which  Hester  derived  from  her  pupils,  forty  in  number^ 
amounted  to  about  120/.  a  year.  Of  this  she  saved  more  nian  one  half. 
Should  she  be  able  to  maintain  her  present  position,  the  happy  calculator, 
the  clever  and  thrifty  financier,  considered  that  in  five  years  she  should 
have  accumulated  the  sum  desired.  Already  had  she  laboured  six  years, 
but  the  fruits  of  her  toil,  at  that  moment,  amounted  to  no  more  than 
forty  pounds. 

"Brighter  sides  now  spread  ahove  her,  and  richer  harvests  seemed  to 
wave  at  her  feet.  '^Five  years'* — ^how  oflten  Hester  whispered  these 
words  to  herself! — five  short  years,  and  the  necessary  sum  would  be  in  her 
hands ;  then  Hartley's  schemes  would  be  baffled,  and  his  malignity  defied, 
for  her  father  would  be  free  I  **  Five  short  years" — ^had  any  one  at  the 
still  hour  of  night  hung  over  her  couch,  her  lips  in  sleep  might  have  been 
heard  breathing  these  words.  She  dreamed  of  money,  of  Inlls  of  ex- 
change, of  saving  pound  after  pound  for  one  holy  purpose.  The  onoe 
reckless,  frolicsome  ^1  of  Brookland  Hall  had  been  converted  into  a 
plodding  merchant,  an  anxious  accumulator  of  that  sordid  dust — ^gold  and 
sOver.  So  her  fingers,  in  her  dreams,  would  move  quickly,  as  if  in  the 
act  of  counting ;  then  the  words,  "  Lawyers,  Insolvent  Court,  Debtors? 
Prison,"  would  follow  at  intervals,  being  always  succeeded  by  the  **  ^e 
short  years — free!  free!" — while  smiles  would  steal  across  her  face,  and 
tears  of  the  heart's  full  rapture  well  from  beneath  the  snowy  lids,  which 
lay  so  tranquilly  on  her  sleeping  cheek. 

Thus  the  daughter  of  the  poor  debtor  in  the  Fleet  continued  to  press 
on  towards  the  goal  of  her  desires.  Beautiful  dream  of  affection !  bright 
hopes  of  coming  joy !  and  must  they,  too,  be  scattered  and  dissolved  ? 
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DeAB  KRS.  LAIUUNS 

'^  nobody  noae  when  they-  travvle  whots  the  End  of  there  Tother.  we 
may  phansy  weve  eggsauceted  our  feeling  of  Terrer  when  once  wove  seen 
a  Navvy  lunch  or  herd  the  Rore  of  halpin  toirings  but  no  sech  Tlung 
nater  is  perpettly  inventing  of  New  Sirprizes  and  Fresh  Oners.  Them 
as  lives  on  Plane  ground  mrs  Larkins  which  they  may  bless  there  Stars 
for  it  can  have  No  oonsepshn  of  whot  a  ^mounting  Regium  is  nor  whots 
the  Dangers.  Wages  is  no  considerashn  and  Twice  the  emount  woodent 
have  Temted  Me  with  tee  and  shugger  found  and  FoUyers  aloud  and 
misseses  wardrub  when  Past  waring  which  the  Jooae  bates  yon  down  to  the 
Last  Penny  for  no  munney  Wouldent  have  Dun  It. 

^  The  fust  Tiling  as  evryboddy  Does  jentel  or  Simpel  at  Shammoonfis^ 
Is  To  Go  Up  to  the  mare  de  glass  which  it  isnt  Made  of  glass  bat 
Hice  with  Dredfle  Splitts  yarning  to  Devour  and  rivvers  out  of  Site 
junning  at  there  Bottoms,  mister  Dolfus  wishing  to  Exorcise  his  Linuns 
perferred  his  feat  to  mewls  which  miss  ^ace  and  master  and  Me  Road 
upon  the  pashent  Creetars  and  misses  in  a  shayseyporter  with  a  man 
strapped  To  each  End  like  a  Redd  without  Leggs  only  Youre  close  is  hep 
On.  There  was  a  gide  to  eviy  Mewl  and  well  there  mite  Be  for  going 
Up  the  side  of  a  nouse  is  nuthen  to  the  mounting  Vir  and  How  to  keep 
On  the  saddel  if  it  wasot  for  Pummils  and  Mains  and  the  gides  Fienly 
Hans  BO  jokky  coodnt  Do  it  let  alone  terrefide  leemles.  The  vode  as  we 
fullered  Was  no  Rode  at  All  but  oanly  a  sort  of  jaycnbs  Ladder  with 
short  turns  which  It  sent  my  Hart  into  my  mouth  eviy  Step  we  Took 
•eacpectin  Necks  Minnit  to  Behold  my  latter  End  butt  pnyvedings  diverted 
That  The  floz  of  gotes  as  you  See  mrs  larkins  in  these  Parts  is  quiAe 
unaccountable,  hunderds  On  bunderds  they  Are  which  a  boy  drives  them 
By  hisself  and  nose  His  voice  and  has  befs  on  there  nex  and  Eats  out  of 
•peeplee  Hans,  haxf  Way  up  the  mounting  we  stopt  For  a  Rest  mister 
dolfus  being  Blone  and  misseses  barers  granting  a  Drop  of  sumthin  Shoit 
to  cumfurt  there  in  Sides  which  master  stood  treet  all  Round  out  of  the 
Switch  gals  bottles  and  deer  Enuff  he  Pade  them  Switch  gals  being  the 
greedest  of  Kites  and  Newer  content  They  offerd  me  sum  of  ihese 
Sower  strawbveys  bat  no  mamsell  ses  i  frute  Dont  agree  with  my  exnty 
Stummiok  ant  Alley  voos  on  if  you  Pleese  till  i  arsks  you  which  Wont 
be  Soon,  after  tailing  along  for  more  then  To  ours  we  reeched  the  Top 
ware  we  cum  to  a  pevillium  which  You  neednt  Go  For  to  sespoae  is  like 
the  brighting  pevillium  but  all  Together  difiEering  Being  a  Tetehed  Ole 
not  fit  ror  chrischuns  let  Alone  george  the  Foorth  which  he  lived  In  when 
prins  region.  Of  all  the  sites  mrs  larkins  as  Ewer  was  Seed  the  mare  de 
Glass  is  the  most  Wunderflest  sum  peepel  cumpairs  It  to  the  Ragin  see 
when  suddingly  Friz  but  i  should  si^  It  was  mounting^  of  shugger  Loves 
broken  Up  for  the  Jyants  to  have  their  Tees  which  its  Hard  and  Lumpy 
and  as  i  sed  all  full  of  Splitts  a  thowsing  foot  Deep  and  no  Botton  then. 
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Well  nuthen  wood  Sattisfy  our  party  but  We  must  git  Upon  It  and 
a  pretty  scrammel  we  Hadd  to  reecn  the  Hedge  of  the  glasher  which 
master  Fell  down  when  he  got  there  and  Roled  Ewer  so  Fur  being 
Fatt  on  his  back  and  lucky  enufF  no  crevvisses  in  the  way  or  Els  good 
By  to  master  for  them  as  Tumbles  Down  there  newer  returns  no  Moor 
to  the  lite  of  day  but  Lays  a  Mangled  corpus  which  It  makes  one  all 
Croos  flesh  to  think  Of.  It  was  jest  like  Catts  in  wamut  shells  trying^  to 
wauk  upon  the  glasher  and  if  my  gide  a  tall  and  a  nansum  mann  which 
His  Name  was  Jack  hadnt  clasped  me  Round  the  Waste  ware  i  shood 
have  Been  at  Fressant  is  not  to  be  Named  for  theres  No  saying  what  one 
does  when  Once  one  Begins  to  Slip.  Jack  was  verry  plite  to  Me  and 
handled  me  sum  Hiced  water  which  it  flowd  From  a  riwerlet  on  the 
glasher  in  a  lether  cup  shapt  like  a  scotch  bonnit  but  no  Tarting  nor 
Tossles  and  Goes  into  the  weskit  Pockit.  He  told  me  that  ewer  so  fur 
Up  this  glasher  which  its  Origen  is  monblong  in  the  middle  of  the  Ever- 
lasting Pikes  is  a  garding  full  of  Flours  with  roses  and  dendrums  all  a 
growin  a  blowen  as  the  men  with  Baskits  on  there  Hedds  crvs  in  the 
streats  of  lunden  the  hole  yere  Round  and  mister  dolfus  after  Riting  sum 
vurses  on  the  englishmins  Stoan  YHiich  peecok  and  windum  was  there 
Names*  and  Founded  the  Tally  of  shammooney  in  the  middle  of  the  Last 
Sentry  Left  us  to  Git  Back  how  we  Mite  and  set  Off  with  his  gide  to  Sea. 
But  what  He  Did  is  all  Reddy  in  the  times  noose  paper  and  black  as  a 
Cole  was  his  fiEu;e  and  coodent  so  much  as  Shet  his  ies  from  the  Rarey 
Fraction  of  the  Hare  and  showtin  hisself  Horse  on  the  top  of  monblong 
when  back  He  came  with  the  Merrykin  gent  and  count  cannon  Ball  which 
shows  a  sneekin  detachment  For  miss  grace  and  g^ve  me  a  pressent  no 
Later  than  yesterday  of  a  Shammy  cut  out  of  Wood  with  black  ies  and 
Twisting  0ms  the  Himmage  of  nater  and  cost  a  Matter  of  thirty  Bats  or 
five  and  thrippuns  rors  larkins  of  our  munney.  How  we  got  Down  from 
the  mounting  Vir  b  moor  than  i  can  tell  You  but  a  Mercy  it  Was  that  i 
wasnt  Pitcht  Into  a  croo  over  the  mewls  Hedd  which  the  Fathful  annimle 
kep  his  legg^  thow  nigh  down  owin  To  a  roling  stoan  whereby  he  mist 
his  Foot  In.  Before  i  takes  my  leaf  of  shammooney  i  must  Tell  you  That 
the  liwin  isnt  bad  at  the  hoe  Tells  and  the  verry  last  day  as  we  dined 
there  a  Pooden  cum  in  at  the  tabble  ware  the  count  and  miss  grace  Set 
which  it  was  omymented  with  a  hart  in  Redd  gelly  in  a  wite  boarder  and 
to  Harrers  stuck  a  Cross  the  emblum  of  Troo  Luv  with  flours  in  gelly 
sprincled  all  Over  it  the  Switch  being  Grate  confekshiners  and  qmte  ekal 
to  gunters  what  That  menes  mrs  larkins  josuph  rogers  may  gess  but  i 
shant  Tell.  As  our  root  wasnt  to  be  backerd  there  was  moor  Mewlwerk 
when  mister  Dolfus  got  hisself  agen  and  the  count  hapning  to  be  Gcmg 
our  Way  which  i  dont  believe  it  for  1  we  started  for  the  vally  of  the  roan 

*  We  presume  that  the  verses  alluded  to  by  Miss  Smith  are  the  following,  which 
are  to  be  seen  amongst  other  facetious  matter  in  the  Album  of  the  Pavilion  on 
the  Montanvert,  as  they  bear  the  signature  of  "  A.  G./'  and  are  dated  **  July 
loth,  1851." 

LDfSS  ON  THE  "  PIEBBB  DBS  ANGLAIS,"  NBAR  THE  XEB  DE  GLACE. 

First  like  a  roe  came  proud  Fooock, 

Him  follow'd  swiftly  Windham ; 
And  when  they  reach*d  this  massive  rock, 

— ^They  sat  'em  down— and  grinn'd  'em  t 
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misses  riding  2.  We  past  evrer  so  menny  Moor  gkshers  and  then  Tomd 
Up  i  cant  say  ware  into  the  most  dredflest  Dismle  vally  as  ewer  was  and 
not  a  Sole  to  be  Seen  but  ourselves  till  we  Come  To  the  villidg^  of  valen- 
tine and  orson  ware  the  riwer  runs  as  Black  as  Ink  and  riggles  and  isses 
like  a  Cerpent  and  fomes  at  the  Rox  in  the  spiteflest  way  fike  a  crischun. 
The  moor  narrer  the  rode  was  the  moor  Our  Party  seamed  To  Like  It  but 
i  cant  say  I  was  of  thare  opinion  it  was  Badd  enuff  when  we  was  Down  at 
the  Bottom  but  when  the  mewls  was  Maid  to  clime  Up  agen  my  Hedd 
quite  tumd  It  Did  and  if  the  ^de  which  the  memry  of  jack  i  shall  bless 
in  my  prares  haddent  held  Me  Tite  over  the  pressypus  i  snood  have  Dropt 
and  my  Pore  carkus  wood  have  regaled  the  bares  and  Vulters  and  no 
toom  Stoan  to  Mark  the  spot  ware  i  perrisht.  This  place  is  cauld  the 
Tate  Gnaw  which  it  means  black  hedd  and  So  it  May  mrs  larkins  for  no 
chimley  Sweap  cood  be  Blacker  and  the  frite  i  was  in  when  the  fur  trees 
came  shootin  down  from  the  Hites  and  pitching  there  selves  into  the  riwer 
rite  over  the  Rode  as  we  cum  Along  set  me  Pretty  nigh  into  fitts.  It 
was  gittin  dark  to  and  what  with  fears  of  Sperrits  and  Robbers  how  i  set 
On  my  mewl  is  oanly  noan  to  providings  and  Jack.  Its  all  verry  well 
Travlin  in  this  Fashn  and  sayin  Its  Romantic  and  the  quallaty  may  Like 
it  but  between  you  and  me  mrs  larkins  iroe  sick  of  mountings  give  me 
regent  Streat  and  Plenty  of  peeple  In  It  thats  what  i  say.  We  did  git 
to  our  jemeys  End  at  Last  and  stopt  that  nite  at  the  anshent  hoetel  de 
Treeon  which  a  cow  House  is  splendid  in  comeparryson  and  ware  the 
count  and  mister  dolphus  Slep  is  Past  Beleevin  with  cox  and  henns  in  the 
same  Room  and  me  and  miss  grace  necks  too  em  and  master  and  misses 
on  the  grown  Flore  with  the  beems  of  the  sealing  so  Low  that  master's 
Hedd  was  all  Black  and  Blew  With  Bumps  next  morning  as  Big  as 
pomdetares  and  my  Bedd  so  by  which  i  scrope  the  Skin  of  my  back  agen 
the  rafters  as  i  scrambled  Up  m  the  dark  And  lay  tremblin  all  Nite  ex- 
pectin  my  throte  to  Be  Cutt  or  Somethin  worse.  Glad  enuff  we  wos  to 
Kise  when  it  was  lite  tho  such  a  Thing  as  a  looldn  Glass  wasnt  to  be 
Had  to  dress  our  Hares  In  and  the  figgers  we  Must  have  been  if  the 
Count  hadnt  sent  miss  grace  his  pockit  mirrer  with  His  Best  compts  isnt 
to  Be  exprest  Master  was  So  Stiff  with  Riding  that  it  was  as  Much  as 
fore  men  cood  Do  to  lift  him  On  his  mewl  agen  but  thanks  to  goodness* 
we  got  a  Way  at  last  and  then  we  went  zig  zaggin  up  Another  mounting 
moor  Stei^)6r  than  any  wead  bean  and  crost  the  Coll  de  Four  claws  and 
come  to  a  Pleese  staslm  ware  our  passpots  was  over  Hailed  and  one  froue 
was  Pade  for  -the  Lott  the  Switch  pleesman  not  Being  Abel  to  Reed 
riting.  The  rest  of  the  way  was  all  Down  hill  till  we  Got  to  marteeny 
and  pleased  enuff  i  was  to  6nd  my  Self  once  moor  on  the  Flatt  Here 
we  are  now  at  the  nne  of  the  Swan  which  a  better  brekfist  and  sivler 
waters  i  never  met  and  what  were  to  Doo  nex  i  dont  No  but  master  and 
misses  torks  of  keepin  on  the  lewle  and  going  round  to  bum  and  tune- 
wile  miss  Grace  ana  mister  Dolfus  and  the  count  and  praps  me  crosses 
Over  the  gamey  pass  and  meet  them  there.  But  Lomm  propose  a  Dew 
dis  Pose  as  the  French  say  and  what  we  does  youU  hear  of  from  your 
well  wisher 

<<  AnHA  Maria 

SjaTH." 

Ifav. — VOL.  zciu.  HO.  cccT«xxf.  r 
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Chapteb  IX. 

MR.  SWTMFSN  QBDTFIn's  OBSERYATTOKS  ON  SWISS  COOKEBT,  AND 

OTHER  LOCAL  MATTERS. 

We  are  not  qtiite  sure  whether  the  accomjiaoying  ^  obserratioiia'' 
were  intended  for  puhlicationy  but  as  eveiybody  in  th^e  times  aims  at 
authorship,  we  trust  Mr.  Swymfen  Griffin  will  not  be  displeased  to  find 
that  we  have  made  his  ^'  Mems"  aTailabie  for  the  purpose  of  iUustratm^ 
the  family  tour. 

*"  Trois  Cooronnes,  YeTiy,  Jnlj  18,  ISSl. 

^^  Exercise  is  good  for  digestion  ;  but  too  much  exercise  takes  away 
&e  appetite  and  makes  digestion  a  dead  letter.  It  is  better,  therefors^ 
to  use  moderate  exercise^  and  thus  fulfil  one  of  the  great  duties  a  maa 
owes  to  himself-— *the  capability  to  eat  his  dinner.  It  is  on  this  aocount 
that  I  have  declined  any  more  rough  work  among  the  mountainsi  and 
sent  the  young  people  their  way  while  I  take  mine. 

"  This  is  a  capital  hotel — the  best  Fve  yet  seen  in  Switeerland.     I 
was  right,  Fm  sure,  in  coming  down  the  valley.     Mountain  scenery  filb 
the  eye,  but  keeps  the  stomadb  empty;  and  nobody  can  enjoy  travelling 
when  that's  the  case :  at  least,  I  can't     Look  at  that  place  at  Trient  a 
couple  of  nights  ago !     What  did  I  get  for  supper  there,  I  should  like  to 
know?     Kid-chops  and  crawfish !     They  might  as  well  have  given  me 
kid-gloves  and  scorpions!     There  aren't  two  Such  humbugs  in  the  world 
—in  the  cookery  line — as  kid  and  crawfish.     Kid  has  no  taste  in  it : 
I  defy  any  man  to  tell  me  what  it's  like.     'Tisn't  mutton,  nor  veal,  nor 
venison,  nor  anything  that's  eatable.     I  should  be  inclined  to  class  it 
with  cat — only  I  never  ate  one — ^but  give  me  my  choice  between  kid 
and  kitten,  and  my  fork  goes  into  the  little  one!     What  annoys  me 
more  than  all  is  their  calling  it  ehevreuiij  as  if  that  sauce  would  make 
it  go   down  I     Then,  look   at    crawfish.    What  are  they  ?    Where's 
iliere  anything  of  'em  ?    What  do  you  do  when  you  take  one  up  to  eat 
it  ?     Why,  throw  it  back  again  into  the  dish  in  disgust^  as  a  fisherman 
•throws  away  a  dab  when  he  expected  a  dory.     They're  nothing  but 
horns  and  prongs — all  shell — ^no  satis&ction  in  'em  at  alL     I've  seen  'em 
a  foot  long  in  Belgium,  bigger  than  lobsters ;  and — I  don't  mind  saying 
it  here — I've  cried  over  'em  when  I  found  they  werenU  lobsters.     But 
what  can  you  expect  of  such  amphibious  reptiles,  that  live  in  ditches  all 
their  lives,  that  can't  swim  and  are  afraid  to  sink  I 

**  There's  only  one  drawback  against  inland  travelling,  and  that's  the 
want  of  sea-fish.  Here,  for  instance,  there's  neither  turbot  nor  salmon 
to  be  had  for  love  or  money.  To  be  sure  they  have  lake-trout,  which 
isn't  at  all  a  bad  thing  ia  its  way.  We  had  one  to  day  that  must  have 
weighed  thirty  pounds  when  it  was  in  the  water,  flesh  firm,  colour  a  pale 
pinkish  white,  flavour  delicious.  I'm  no  enemy  to  trout  in  general — 
diat's  to  say,  in  mountainous  countries;  in  some  parts  of  the  Pyrenees 
they  re  excellent ;  flaky  little  fellows,  about  five  inches  long,  colour  of 
lead,  with  red  spots  on  the  back ;  much  the  same,  as  well  as  I  remember, 
as  those  you  get  at  Berne — where  1  hope  to  fall  in  with  'em  again. 
"  The  tabu  dhotes  in  Switzerland  are  better  now  than  they  used  to  be 
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twenty  years  ago.  At  that  time  tbere  wag  only  one  good  hotel  in 
Geneva,  now  there  are  half  a  dozen*  One  can't  tiy  'em  all  at  one  Tidt ; 
but  where  we  stopped  the  other  day,  the  Ecu  de  Gen^ye,  I  should  hxn 
no  objection  to  go  back  to.  There's  one  thing  you  see  everywhere,  now^ 
— and  very  good  it  is  in  its  way — that's  patties  ;  not  French  vol-au-vemti^ 
mere  puir-crust  and  cockscombs,  but  something  to  eat  in  'em,  well- 
seasoned  and  full  of  gravy, — things  that  melt  in  your  mouth  and  leaye  a 
Mlish  behind.  They've  a  capital  custom,  if  you've  a  diner  h  part — say 
there  are  four  of  you ;  they  always  bring  five  patties ;  so  I — ^that  is-* 
somebody  gets  one  over. 

*'  The  wine  isn't  any  great  things,  but  you  get  to  like  it  after  a  time, 
and  there's  one  thing  you  may  siSidy  do :  drink  as  much  as  you  like,  it 
won't  g^t  into  your  head.  I  don't  recommend  either  Burgundy  or  Bor- 
deaux— both  very  dear  and  seldom  good ;  to  be  sure  I  had  a  capital  bottle 
of  Medoc  at  that  cowshed  at  Trient,  where  they  gave  us  the  kid-chops ; 
but  that  was  an  exception.  The  rule  in  most  countries  is  to  drink  the 
trm  du  pay$.  Don't  do  it  in  Switzeriand,  except  you're  at  this  end  of  the 
Ldtke  of  Geneva,  where  the  grapes  have  a  chance.  Try  *  La  Vaux'  at 
Lausanne,  and  *  Yyome'  everywhere  else,  then  you'll  do.  What  they 
eall  <  wine'  in  the  Alps  is  iodide  of  iron  with  a  rough  edge  extrtu  I've 
told  Dolly  to  make  notes  on  this  head  where  he's  gone  now ;  he  can 
etand  it — ^he  once  went  through  a  course  of  Brighton  port,  and  sur- 
vived it. 

*'  If  a  man  wants  to  eat  a  good  breakfast  he  must  sleep  welL  Now  the 
Swiss  beds  are  not  exactly  bad,  but  they've  one  peculiarity :  the  palli- 
asses are  all  stuffed  with  Indian  com — not  the  gnun,  that's  understood, 
but  the  leaves.     One  doesn't  so  much  mind  the  crackling  and  rustling 
about  one's  ears,  as  if  one  was  an  elephant  rushing  through  a  cane-brake» 
but  it's  the  hole  you  make  when  you  settle  down.     There  you  are  for  the 
ni^ht — gfood  or  bad — ^visitors  or  no  visitors.     If  you're  sleepy  it  don't 
much  matter,  but  if  you're  not,  say  your  prayers, — I  say  no  more, — and 
when  you  get  up  in  the  morning,  if  you  haven't  an  appetite,  set  it  down 
to  depletion.     You  may  get  a  good  breakfist  in  Switzerland,  or  you  may 
not.  Eggs  are  tolerably  safe  everywhere,  but  cutlets  are  selon;  tlie  higher 
you  get  above  the  level  of  the  sea  the  worse  they  are  :  it's  a  rule  here  tok 
measure  your  mutton  by  your  barometer — taking  the  Southdown  as  the 
lowest  point  of  elevation  instead  of  the  sea-level.  The  honey  is  tempting, 
and,  I  dare  say,  good  in  its  way;  but  as  an  article  of  food  it's  only  fit  for 
bears  and  women.     Never  driuK  tea  in  Switzerland.     Indeed,  you  can't, 
any  more  than  in  London ;  for  what  they  call  tea  is  only  chips  and  stalks 
of  rhododendron;  and,  besides — this  is  a  fact, — water  wotCt  boil  in  Swit* 
zerland :  too  much  snow  in  it,  I  suppose.     Take  ccife  au  lait  instead^ 
'tisn't  so  fine  as  in  France ;  that  is,  they  don't  roast  the  coffee  so  well ; 
but  the  milk's  good,  and  they  contrive  to  make  that  boL" 

"  Freybarg,  July  20th. 
<<  Hired  a  voiturier  at  Vevay,  meaning  to  get  here  last  ni^t;  but,  as 
good  luck  would  have  it,  one  of  the  horses  went  lame,  wUcn  obliged  us 
to  stop  at  Bulle,  t*  the  Gruy^e  country,  about  half-way.  Stiff  hill  to 
begin  with ;  but  after  that,  road  pleasant  enough,  and  country  fertUe  and 
well-cultivated,  vdth  plenty  of  cattle,  not  too  high  up,  but  get^iU^U 
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symptomatic  of  beef.  This  canton  belongs  to  the  Jesuits.  If  these  gen- 
tlemen do  any  harm  here  'tisn*t  externally :  everybody  seems  to  be  well 
fed  and  well  to  do.  The  only  thing  I  object  to  is  the  way  they  get  rid 
of  their  smoke.  Instead  of  building  regular  chimneys,  they  make  a  hole 
in  the  wall  close  to  the  window,  and  let  it  out  through  a  pipe ;  the  conse- 
quence is,  that  when  the  door  is  open — and  it's  never  shut — ^the  smoke 
drives  back  again  that  way.  Didn't  hear  any  of  that  humbug  called 
'  The  Ranz  des  Vaches ;'  if  the  Swiss  really  did  call  their  cows  home 
with  those  long  horns  and  strangulated  noises,  I  should  have  a  respect  for 
'em,  but  it's  only  done  for  batz— a  sort  of  licensed  highway  robbery. 

*'  I'd  never  heard  of  BuUe  before,  and  when  the  driver  said  he  couldn't 
get  on  any  further  that  evening,  I  was  sulky  enough,  for  I  knew  the  living 
was  good  at  Freyburg,  and  this  place  was  an  experiment.  I  hate  experi- 
ments— you're  generally  done  when  you  try  'em,  but  this  was  a  success. 
We  put  up  at  the  '  Cheval  Blanc,'  and  the  first  place  I  walked  into, 
thinking  it  was  the  salle  a  manger^  was  a  billiard-room.  '  Where's  the 
salle.  a  manger?'  said  I,  rather  gruffly,  to  a  dapper  sort  of  waiter.  '  Au 
troisi^me,  monsieur/  was  the  reply.  '  Where's  the  kitchen,  then  ?' 
^  En  face,  monsieur, — ^  I'autre  cdt^  de  la  rue.'  And  so  it  was :  there 
are  two  establishments  under  one ; — the  cooking's  done  in  one  place  and 
the  eating  in  another.  I  made  up  my  mind  for  a  lukewarm  dinner, — 
the  most  execrable  thing  in  nature — and  giving  my  arm  to  Mrs.  G.,  we 
groped  our  way  up-stairs.  Well,  we  found  the  saUe  H  manger^  next  door 
to  our  bed-room,  exemplifying  the  old  French  proverb^  '  Bu  lit  ^  la 
table,  de  la  table  au  lit,'  and  sat  down  grumpy  enough.  I  took  up  the 
carte  du  vm,  and  while  1  was  studying  it  my  eye  fell  upon  the  word 
*  Xeres.'  '  So  they've  got  sherry  here,  Laura,'  sidd  I :  '  pretty  stuff 
it  is,  I  dare  say, — three  francs,  that's  half-a-crown  a  bottle !  I'll  try  some, 
just  to  see  how  far  impudence  can  be  carried.' 

'*  Sooner  than  I  expected,  in  came  the  dapper  gargon^  bearing  the  soup 
tureen.  To  mjr  surprise  it  was  smoking  hot,  and  turned  out  first-rate 
yermicellL  This  put  me  in  a  little  better  humour.  '  Quel  vin  d^sirez- 
vous?'  asked  the  waiter.  *  What's  this  ?'  said  I,  pointing  to  the  Xeres. 
*'  C'est  excellent,  monsieur !'  was  the  reply.  I  laughed  in  my  sleeve, 
and  told  him  to  bring  a  bottle.  He  was  back  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye 
^-out  came  the  cork,  and  our  glasses  were  filled.  I  raised  mine  to  my 
lips,  tasted  the  wine,  and  fell  back  in  iny  chair.  Mrs.  G.  jumped  up^ 
thinking  I  had  a  stroke  of  apoplexy.  ^  6od  bless  me!'  she  exclaimed, 
^what's  the  matter?'  '  The  matter?'  said  I;  ^  sit  down  again  and 
drink  off  that  wine:  Us  the  finest  pale  sherry  I  ever  tasted  in  my  lifeP 
And  so  it  was  ;  and  I  finished  a  second  bottle  of  it  before  I  left  the  table. 
And  the  dinner,  too^  was  worthy  of  the  wine.  Here's  the  bill  of  fare — ^I 
think  I  shall  send  a  copy  of  it  to  the  Times.  As  they've  quarrelled  with 
the  aldermen,  perhi^s  the  editor  will  be  glad  of  it. 

'^  Soup — vermicelli, — as  I  said  before,  capital.  Trout^ — ^the  purple 
sort — equal  to  Luz  and  Gavamie — sauce  exquisite.  Iilet  de  boeuf — ^fiill 
of  gravy — ^hotfrom  the  fire — mustard  perfect, — real  Lyons, — no  mistake. 
Porames  de  terre  firites, — crisp, — tasty — first-rate.  Stewed  pigeon,  with 
what  I  call  sauce  incomparable !  C6telettes  de  veau  aux  6pinaxds, — ^that's 
the  way  to  dress  veal  chops — ^there's  no  other.  Cauliflower  and  melted 
butter — bond,  fide  melted  batter, — ^not  flour  and  water, — and  such  collies  I 
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Gigot  de  mouton, — short,  brown,  succulent,  equal  to  Bagshot !  Poulet, 
tenderness  itself, — and  salad  croquant.  As  to  the  almond-pudding  and 
custards,  the  apple  jelly,  the  cakes  and  bonbons,  and  the  dessert,  1  leave 
them  for  Mrs.  G.  to  talk  about ;  all  I  know  is  that  I  never  ate  Gruyere 
before !  And  what  do  you  think  this  dinner  cost  us  ?  Four  francs  a  head, 
without  the  wine.  I  could  have  stayed  at  Bulle  for  a  week— or  a  month 
if  that  was  all, — ^but  we  have  prombed  to  be  at  Thun  by  a  certain  day, 
and  if  we  are  not  there  when  Grace  arrives  she'll  be  frightened. 

^*  I  asked  the  waiter  how  he  came  to  get  such  sherry  ?  He  told  me — as 
if  it  didn't  add  to  the  value  of  the  wine, — that  they  had  had  it  ten  years, 
having  bought  it  originally  of  a  Spaniard  who  was  going  through  the 
country.  How  the  deuce  the  fellow  got  so  far  with  his  wine  without 
being  stopped  is  the  wonder.  I  took  away  a  dozen  of  it  in  the  carriage, 
and  would  have  taken  more  if  there  had  been  room.  All  I  hope  is,  that 
it  won't  all  be  gone  next  year,  for  /  shall  certainly  come  back  to  it 

"A  good  breakfast  at  the  Zfthringer  Hotel  in  this  place.  They  wanted 
me  to  go  and  hear  the  great  organ,  for  which  they  charge  the  moderate 
sum  of  eleven  francs!  *  No!  no!'  said  I,  '  thanks  to  Sib,  we've  put 
down  the  org^n  nuisance  in  London  ;  I'm  not  going  to  stand  it  here.' 


<( 


Berne,  July  21. 
Dined  and  slept  at  the  '  Faucon.'     Trout  as  good  as  ever.     House 
keeps  up  its  old  reputation.     Hot  rolls  for  break£ut." 

Chafteb  X. 

A  FEW  MORE  "  IBtFRE88ION8  DE  VOYAGE." 

**  Baths  of  Lenk,  July  19,  1851. 
"  Once  more,  my  Isobel,"  writes  lifiss  Grace  Griffin,  in  the  purple 
morocco  depository  of  her  secret  thoughts — *^  once  more  I  am  alone  with 
Nature  and  Thee,  though,  as  our  own  bard  says, 

Here  to  be  lonely  is  not  desolate. 

But  the  solitude  I  covet  has  been  but  scantly  accorded  to  my  desires  dur- 
bg  my  mountun  pilgrimage,  save  when  the  stars  have  risen  and  the  pale 
noon  gleams  upon  those  '  Sommets  resplendissans,  au  dessus  des  temp^tes,' 
in  the  midst  of  which  1  am  now  a  denizen. 

'*  And  why  have  1  not  been  alone  so  much  as  I  thought  to  be  ?  Why 
have  my  musings  by  flood  and  fell  been  so  frequently  interrupted  ?  Alas ! 
it  is  from  the  old  cause.  These  poor  wan  features,  these  tear-dimm'd 
eyes,  this  wasted  frame,*  have  once  more  raised  a  spell  to  conjure  with. 
I  reck'd  not  of  it, — but  it  came!  The  blind  archer  has  once  more  sped 
the  shaft;  it  has  lighted — ^not  on  a  '  little  western  flower,'  but,  to  my 
grief,  in  the  bosom  of  Count  Adrien  de  Carambole,  a  French  gentleman, 
an  acquaintance  of  my  brother,  and  who,  with  him,  recently  made  the 
ascent  of  Mont  Blanc,  and  is  now  our  fellow-traveller. 

*'  I  suspected  this  a  few  days  ago  when,  crossing  the  torrent  of  the  Val 
Orsine,  he  recklessly  threw  himself  from  his  mule,  and,  regardless  of  his 

*  From  private  informatioD,  we  learn  that  Miss  Grace  Griffin  is  rather  plump 
than  otherwise,  and  we  ourselves  think  she  does  not  reflect  her  own  image  so  faith- 
fully as  her  mirror. 
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boUinet^  plunged  into  the  waves  above  hiB  ancle8(!)  and  usurped  the  office 
of  my  gfmde ; — not  very  efficiently,  I  grieve  to  say, — ^for  my  animal  trod 
on  his  toes  and  compelled  him  to  leave  his  hold  and  limp  out  of  the  brook 
in  pain  and  confusion.  But  what  I  only  suspected  then  is  a  certainty 
now,  for  this  very  evening  I  have  found  the  following  lines — ^how  placed 
diere  I  know  not— on  my  toilet-table.  He  has  heard  me  praise  Lamar- 
tine,  and  thus  he  quotes  him : 

Puissions-nous  passer  sur  cette  terre 

Comme  on  voit  en  automne  un  couple  solitaire 

De  cygoes  amoureux 
Partir,  en  s'embrassant,  dii  nid  qui  ks  rassemble, 
£t  vers  les  donx  climats  qu'ils  vont  chercher  ensemble 

S'envoler  deux  k  deux ! 

'^  The  situation  is  most  embarrassing ;  we  are  necessarily  thrown  very 
much  together,  and  I  dare  not  breathe  a  syllable  of  what  I  think  to 
Adolphus,  for — iiourdi  as  he  is, — ^it  would  lead,  I  fear,  to  mortal  arlntre- 
ment  were  he  to  learn  that  the  count  is  Ferdinand's  rival,  and  profiting 
by  accidental  circumstances  to  pay  his  court  to  me.  The  count's  allusioa 
to  '  les  doux  climatSy'  is  too  evident  for  me  to  doubt  his  meaning  for  an 
instant,  as  we  have  already  spoken — after  we  have  crossed  the  Gremmi — 
of  extending  our  excursion  into  Italy, — at  least  as  far  as  the  shores  of  the 
Lago  Maggiore.  But  what  encouragement  has  he  spied  in  my  beha- 
viour to  warrant  the  simile  of  the  two  swans  ?  And  to  think,  too,  of  what 
they  are  supposed  to  be  doing — ^and  the  same  *  nest'  too — this  hotel  I 
suppose!  It  is  really  very  provoking!  Instead  of  flying  off  '  deux  a  deuXy 
1  feel  very  much  disposed  to  remain  dos-H-dos.  Let  me  turn  from  the 
ungrateful  theme  to  throw  a  fugitive  glance  on  the  track  which  we  have 
pursued  to  reach  this  singular  spot. 

"  After  traversing  the  sublime  pass  of  the  Tete  Noire^  whose  fearful 
beauty  exceeded  my  wildest  droams,  and  resting  for  the  night  at  the  sin- 
gular auherge  at  Trient — ^meet  haunt  for  bandits,  if  bandits  wero  '  in 
needy  Switzerland' — we  crossed  the  Col  de  Forolaz  and  descended  upon 
the  Valley  of  the  Rhone,  the  course  of  the  river  being  traced  as  far  on- 
ward as  the  castled  heisfhts  of  Sion.  The  obsequious  count  was  ever  at 
my  side,  and  descanted  eloquently  on  the  sweet  scenery  through  whidi 
we  passed,  whose  rich  luxuriance  of  cultivation,  with  its  picturesque  cot- 
tages overgrown  with  vines  and  shaded  by  secular  chestnut  and  walnut- 
trees,  with  its  bubbling  founts,  its  teeming  orohards,  and  perfume  broath- 
ing  meadows,  might  well  tempt  the  wayfarer  to  cast  aside  his  staff  and 
wallet,  and  exclaim,  ^  Here  will  I  set  up  my  rest!'  But  Ferdinand,  where 
was  he,  vrithout  whose  presence  Nature  smiles  in  vain!  A  wanderor — ^I 
may  almost  say  an  outcast — concealing  his  very  name — ^that  noble  name 
— beneath  the  vulgar  mask  of  *  Jones.'  At  the  base  of  this  exquisite 
slope  we  crossed  the  foaming  Dranse  whera  it  rushes  from  the  Pennine 
Alps  to  join  the  mightier  Rhone.  *  What  a  splendid  gorge!'  I  exclaimed 
to  Adolphus,  pointing  to  the  opening  of  the  Valley  of  the  Fort  St.  Ber* 
nard.  '  Very,  Grace,'  was  his  unfeeling  roply, — '  it's  perfectly  gorgeous* 
I  veiy  nearly  fell  ^m  my  mule ! 

^'  At  Martigny,  afber  a  brief  halt  to  enable  us  to  visit  the  glorious  fall 
of  Sallenches,  our  party  of  six  divided.  Papa  and  mamma,  who  suffered 
a  good  deal  from  the  roughness  of  the  roads  and  the  nature  of  their 
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montmreij  decided  upon  going  ramA  by  way  of  Berne  and  Thun,  at 
which  last  place  my  brother  and  ly  the  count  and  Smith,  who  goes  with 
U8»  but  wIk>  it  strikes  me  would  fian  have  taken  the  other  route,  are  to 
join  them  in  a  few  days. 

'^  It  was  a  singular  sensation  traTcUing  along  that  extensive  plain 
which  reaches  from  Martigny  to  Sierres,  after  having  been  accustomed 
for  so  many  days  to  scale  the  loftiest  elevations  and  look  without  shud* 
dering  over  fathomless  precipices.  Adolphus,  in  his  jocose  way,  de- 
clared that  he  could  not  nnd  his  level,  and  compared  the  effect  to  that 
which  mariners  feel  when  after  a  long  voyage  they  first  go  ashore.  He 
had  not,  he  said,  got  his  land  legs.  However,  there  was  no  occasion  to 
use  them,  for  one  day's  journey  at  least,  as — having  dismissed  our  mule- 
teers— ^we  now  travelled  in  a  carriage. 

'^  After  the  excitement  of  mountmn  toil,  this  manner  of  journeying 
would  have  seemed  as  tame  and  uninteresting  as  a  private  concert  in  a 
friend's  drawing-room  after  the  crushing  sensations  evoked  the  night 
before  by  Garcia  or  Grisi — ^but  for  the  constant  presence  of  the  lofty 
Alps  on  either  band,  assuring  us  that  adventure  was  there  to  reward  who* 
ever  made  the  daring  attempt  to  invade  their  solitary  frontier.  We  had 
heard  much  of  a  wild  valley  which*  aacends  towards  the  Col  de  Verbiers, 
not  far  from  the  small  town  of  Riddes,  where  there  exists  a  colony  of  those 
wretched  and  singular  people,  the  Cretins,  who  occupy  a  whole  village  to 
themselves,  called  Is^rable.  Report  says  of  them  that  they  live  and  feed 
— ^in  large  families — in  common ;  that  they  eat  out  of  huge  troughs  like 
swine,  which  they  afterwards  dean*  out  with  their  elbows  ;  and  that  they 
are  indeed  little  better  than  the  brutes  whose  habits  they  emulate.  Count 
Carambole,  who  is  travelling  ~~he  says — ^in  pursuit  of  knowledge^  probably 
under  difficulties,  mentioned  these  fieusts,  suggesting  a  visit ;  but  1  confess 
I  had  no  desire  to  see  human  nature  in  so  degraded  a  condition,  and 
Adolphus  fortunately  came  to  the  rescue,  observing  that  the  proper  name 
for  the  village  where  these  poor  wretches  lived  ought  to  be  Miserable^ 
and  that  after  we  had  passed  through  Riddes  it  was  as  well  to  get  rid  of 
the  Cretins  altogether.  I  pardoned  the  vileness  of  his  puns,  as  they  put 
an  end  to  the  question  of  paying  a  visit  to  the  place.  The  Cretins,  how- 
ever, are  not  confined  to  the  side  valleys,  but  force  themselves  upon  the 
eye  in  all  the  towns  through  which  you  pass  in  the  VaUais,  and  market^ 
diay  at  Sion  exhibited  them  by  dozens. 

"  But  if  the  market  was  a  drawback  in  this  respect,  it  afforded  me  an 
opportunity  of  sketching  some  of  the  picturesque  dresses  of  the  canton, 
though,  I  grieve  to  say,  that  very  little  costume  was  visible.  Papa,  who 
travelled  through  Swifcserland  twenty  years  ago,  had  prepared  me  for 
something  characteristic  in  the  dress  of  the  peasantry  at  every  turn ;  but 
it  is  everywhere  on  the  wan£  In  my  opinion,  French  bonnets  have 
caused  this  revolution,  as  French  opinions  cause  every  other.  The  eager- 
ness, indeed,  to  obtain  any  foreign  novelty  was  strikingly  exemplified  in 
my  own  case  this  very  morning,  at  the  hotel  in  this  remote  valley  where 
we  are  now  staying. 

"  Yesterday,  at  dinner,  I  wore — you  know  it,  my  Isobel— ffta^  black 
satin  polka  trimmed  with  lace,  which  is  so  well  adjusted  to  my  shape,  and 
descends  below  my  waist.  It  has  always  been  thought  becoming — if  I 
muai  dwell  on  these  idle  vanities— and,  in  addition  to  certain  fl|»proving 
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glances  on  the  part  of  Count  Carambole,  I  noticed  that  a  female 
attendant  who  waited  at  table  continued  to  eye  me  with  a  very  curious 
air.  This,  however,  made  no  particular  impression  on  me;  and  I  should 
have  forgotten  the  circumstance  altogether,  if  I  had  not  been  startled 
from  my  slumbers  this  morning  by  a  loud  knocking  at  my  chamber 
door,  followed,  when  I  replied  to  the  summons,  by  an  earnest  inquiry  to 
know  if  the  lady  who  wore  the  black  satin  polka  at  dinner  the  day  before 
did  not  sleep  in  that  room.  I  answered  in  the  affirmative,  for  the  garment 
was  hanging  before  me  en  evidence^  reminding  me  of  the  fact ;  on  which 
the  voice  at  the  door  requested  permission  to  enter,  and  the  request 
being  granted,  in  came  the  person  I  have  already  mentioned,  who,  it 
seems,  besides  waiting  at  table,  is  the  principal  couturikre  at  the  baths  of 
Leuk. 

'*  *  Ah,  Madame !'  she  exclaimed,  '  me  sera-t-il  permise  de  vous  de- 
mander  une  grace  ?  Vous  avez  porte  un  bien  joli  polka  hier-— et,  le 
voilL  Non,  jamais  de  ma  vie  je  n*ai  rien  vu  de  si  gracieuz,  de  si  char- 
man  t  !  Ca  vous  prend  la  taille  com  me  la  peau.  J*ai  remarqu6  tous  les 
polkas  de  toutes  les  dames  qui  sont  arrivees  de  Paris,  mais  pas  une  seule, 
je  vous  donne  ma  parole  d*honneur,  n'ait  porte  une  robe  qui  allait  si  bien 
ue  la  v6tre.  Est-ce  que  j*ose,  Madame,  vous  demander  la  permission 
'en  fisdre  une  copie  ?  Je  ferai  le  patron  dans  moins  d'un  quart  d'heure ; 
et  je  vous  demanderai  encore  la  permission  de  Fappeller,  de  le  baptiser  en 
effet,  par  votre  nom !' 

*'  I  could  not  forbear  smiling  at  the  urgency  of  this  solicitation,  but  its 
very  urgency  was  a  reason  for  my  granting  the  permission  required,  and 
at  this  hour,  it  is  most  probable,  my  Isobel,  that  all  the  beUes  in  the 
valley  of  the  Dala  attire  themselves  in  a  polka  d  la  Grace  Griffin  ! 

^*  Here  is  fame  enough  for  a  Frenchwoman's  whole  existence ;  but  I — 
I — have  nothing  to  ask  of  Fame !  Tears,  my  Isobel,  unavailing  tears  are 
the  sole  portion  of  your  faithful  friend. 

"  Reverting  for  a  moment  to  the  costume  of  the  Vallais,  I  must  say  I 
think  it  very  picturesque.  Black  is  the  prevailing  colour,  very  much 
brodS  en  or  about  the  stomacher,  which  is  (rh  serree,  and  the  head-dress 
set  out  wide  on  pins,  like  the  Italian  spilley  is  very  graceful,  and  from  it 
falls  a  profusion  of  rich  ribbons  of  every  hue,  which  stream  over  the 
shoulders.  I  do  not  disguise  from  myself  my  impression  respecting  it — 
and  so  Count  Carambole  said,  and,  af^r  all,  he  has  taste — that  I  should 
look  very  well  in  it  at  a  fancy  ball. 

"  Our  day's  journey  to  Martigny  terminated  at  Sierres,  for  the  threat- 
ening appearance  of  the  weather  counselled  us  to  halt,  and  we  had 
scarcely  entered  our  hostelry,  the  Sun — which,  beneath  the  solar  emblem, 
bears  on  the  signboard  the  quaint  inscri{^tion,  in  old  German, '  AUe  bier 
bei  dem  Sonnen' — before  the  storm  came  on.  I  was  withdrawn  from  my 
chamber  window,  where  I  had  placed  myself  to  listen  to  its  wild  ravings, 
by  a  summons  from  my  brother  to  descend  to  supper.  Alas !  that  our 
finiil  condition  should  require  such  aids  I  but  I  am  bound  to  admit  that 
our  pretty,  neat,  little  hostess  had  done  everything  to  render  the  viands 
agreeable,  and  the  amber-KK>loured  Malvoisie,  which  is  grown  here  in  great 
perfection,  may  be  praised  even  by  a  lady. 

'*  A  night  of  calm  and  passive  rorgetfulness  succeeded  to  many  turbu- 
lent vigils,  and  I  awoke  on  the  following  morning  greatly  refreshed  by 
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the  unusaal  rest.  Adolphus  came  to  my  room  and  coDducted  me  down 
stain.  I  was  about  to  enter  the  salon  where  we  had  supped,  but  mj 
brother,  in  his  peculiar  phraseology,  prevented  me. 

*^  '  No,  no  r  said  he,  *  don't  go  in  there.  I  was  going  just  this 
minute;  but,  bless  you,  it's  fullof  ^a/<.  Just  as  I  came  up  to  the  door,  I 
saw  a  petticoat  looking  after  a  pur  of  boots,  and  there  they  were,  six  pairs  of 
ladies*  boots  at  the  door,  guarding  the  pass.  After  our  supper  last  night 
a  large  family  came  in:  they  hadn't  bedrooms  enough,  and  so  were 
obliged  to  toss  up  oyer  so  many  shake-downs  in  there.  We  had  a  poulet 
au  ris  for  supper  in  that  room  last  night,  and  now  there  are  half  a  dozen 
paulets  au  md.     Not  bad,  Grace,  hey — for  an  Englishman  I' 

"  I  chequer  my  own  sombre  pages  with  these  trifles  to  keep  me  from 
myself! 

^*  A  more  magical  pen  than  mine  must  describe  the  sublimity  of  the 
scenery  through  which  we  passed,  in  mounting  from  the  Rhone  to  this 
remarkable  place.  The  elemental  war  which  swept  the  valleys  on  the 
day  before  had  now  ascended  to  the  mountains,  and  ere  we  reached  the 
lony  bridge  of  a  single  arch  which  spans  the  torrent  of  the  Dala,  the 
air,  which  had  become  icy  cold,  was  filled  with  snow-flakes,  that  as  we 
proceeded  fell  thicker  and  &ster,  and  by  the  time  we  had  gained  the 
village  of  Inden  the  aspect  of  the  Leuker-Thal  in  July  resembled  what 
it  wears  in  the  depth  of  winter,  save  that  here  and  there  a  solitary 
cherry-tree,  scantily  hung  with  fruit,  silently  attested  the  struggling 
existence  of  summer. 

*^  The  comparison  between  this  dreary  scene  and  my  own  desolate  con- 
dition— ^with  a  heart  like  the  meads  that  surrounded  me,  bearing  flowers 
that  bloom  beneath  a  surface  of  snow — ^struck  me  so  forcibly,  that  I  raised 
my  handkerchief  to  my  fiuie,  and,  leaning  back  in  the  carriage,  wept  in 
-silence.  I  was  roused  from  my  dream  of  woe  by  the  voice  of  Adolphus, 
exclaiming, 

'^ '  I  say,  Count,  look  at  those  rocks !  Regular  chips  of  the  old  block, 
ain't  they  ?  What  stunted  trees !  Everytliing  pines  here.  They  may 
well  call  this  AU-^pine  sceneiy  I' 

'^  '  Veiy  good.  Monsieur  6ri£P,'  returned  Count  Carambole ;  '  he  shall 
be  very  stony.  I  was  thinking  with  Lamartine,  Mademoiselle,'  he  added, 
turning  to  me,  *  *'  Ce  globe,  fut-il  fait  pour  la  pierre  ou  pour  moi  ?" ' 

*^  *•  I  would  rather  Pierre  had  this  part  of  it  than  I,'  jocularly  remarked 
Adolphus. 

'*  The  Count  laughed,  and  this  badinage  assisted  in  restoring  my  serenity. 

*^  About  half  an  hour  after  passing  Inden  the  valley  expanded  into  a 
basin  or  hollow  of  tolerable  width,  towards  the  upper  end  of  which  we  saw 
the  groups  of  baths  that  give  their  name  to  the  locality,  and  beyond  them 
we  beheld  the  towering  heights  which  form  the  gigantic  barrier  of  the 
Gemmi.  We  now  drove  on  quickly,  and  were  none  of  us  sorry  to  take 
refuge  from  the  inclemency  of  the  weather  in  the  Maison  Blanche^  which 
is  the  name  of  the  hotel  where  we  are  now  staying,  and  a  good  fire  in  the 
salon  was  not  the  least  acceptable  of  the  welcomes  that  awaited  us. 

"  Hark !  what  sounds  are  those  ?  The  pealing  of  the  bell  of  the  village 
church,  to  warn  travellers  caught  in  the  blinding  snow-storm  which  way  to 
bend  their  steps.  How  mournful  it  sounds  !  and  yet  how  sweetly  it  recals 
those  exquisite  lines  in  the  '  Meditations !' — 
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De  I'aurore  k  la  nuit,  de  la  nuit  a  Taurore, 
O  clocbel  tu  pleiiras  oorome  je.pleun  encore, 
Imitant  de  noe  coeurs  le  sanglot  ^tonffant ; 
L*air,  le  ciel,  r^sonnaient  de  ta  complainte  am^rei 
Comme  si  chaqtie  ^toile  avait  perdu  sa  m^re, 
£t  cbaqae  brise  son  enfant ! 


Chaftbe  XL 

MISS  SMITH  CBOSSSS  THE  GEMMI. 

•*  BdWiew  hotel  tune  juhr  2S; 

'<  O  MB8  LABKIH8  ivo  Bin  and  Crone  And  Dun  it  Now  oenper  no 
More  will  i  frite  myself  About  Triffles  when  sech  Thins  cunis  to  Pan 
as  These  ies  have  witnist  ive  took  and  croat  the  gamey  and  how  i  Dun 
it  and  live  to  Say  So  is  moor  than  yule  credit,  i  tnought  the  mountings 
was  all  dun  With  when  we  left  marteeny  for  all  day  long  till  we  got  to  a 
plays  they  call  sears  we  Went  upon  weals  a  rode  as  Flatt  as  baker 
streat  and  pretty  nigh  as  strate. 

^'  nex  day  wee  clumged  our  carridge  for  a  Shar  which  i  thought  when  i 
mounted  the  Box  of  it  beside  the  Driver  a  ignorant  young  germing 
beaded  No  Crood  and  So  it  turned  Out  for  when  we  got  as  &r  as  the 
Idvered  bridge  over  the  roan  which  its  moor  like  a  Bam  nor  a  Bridge 
and  the  roring  river  runnin  beneath  and  the  hawces  H00&  stampin  on 
the  tremblin  planx  till  i  was  amost  of  my  Sect  with  terrer  up  we  goes 
into  the  mountings  agen.  After  2  or  3  sharp  twisties  the  nxle  cum  to 
a  town  called  Look  hilt  sidewise  on  the  ill  with  ewer  so  manny  toars 
like  carsles  and  i  arst  the  driver  in  frensh  what  they  was  cauled.  Com- 
mong  appelly  voo  ?  says  i  pinting  to  the  old  tours  which  he  coodnt  reply 
oanly  in  germing  which  its  a  crockerdill's  langwidge  mrs  larkins  and  No 
Better  rathouse  says  he  and  well  he  Mite  for  none  but  Rats  cood  live  in 
sech  places  but  the  Switch  peeple  can  live  aney  wares  wether  its  roz  or 
wether  its  cololes. 

'<  In  and  out  of  look  we  went  like  a  cawkscrue  oanly  always  Upperds 
till  weed  left  the  narrer  streats  Behind  and  the  rode  which  it  aint  a  Bad 
One  being  noo  and  no  stoans  to  shake  one  out  of  His  Skin  persewin  hs 
Way  into  the  forrists  of  the  Upper  Regium  and  what  do  you  Think  mrs 
larkms  there  was  the  old  wooman  Filling  ber  gees  by  which  meens  youll 
understand  snow  which  it  Was  fEiUing  as  Fast  as  desember  and  Me  on 
ihe  box  Facing  the  Fityless  storm  there  bein  no  Room  inside  the  Shar 
sept  for  Those  as  wisht  to  Keep  thereselves  Cumfitable  pore  servints 
not  bein  Headed  and  there  sufrins  not  considdenL 

''  At  last  we  got  to  lookerbad  which  it  meens  Baths  and  onokin  hot 
they  Gums  out  of  the  Grownd  like  biling  warter  from  a  tee  kittle  irritatin 
the  Medders  and  meltin  the  iseyculls  as  they  Pass.  My  furst  sirprixe  as 
we  dnv  into  This  Queer  plays  was  to  Sea  a  Barber  Rush  from  his  sh<^ 
and  fetch  a  mug  of  Hot  Warter  from  a  founting  to  shave  a  custummer 
which  his  face  i  saw  kivered  with  Suds  nex  minnit  and  the  Barber  a 
dippin  his  rayser  in  the  biling  Elliment  betsy  and  jane  would  like  that 
founting  mrs  larkins  no  fires  to  lite  nor  no  greats  to  Rub  down  on.there 
Nees  nor  no  missis  grumblin  becaws  the  Tee  dont  Draw. 

When  peeple  ses  they  lives  in  hot  warter  they  dont  meen  to  Say 
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thei^  Appy  Init  here  evrjboddj  lives  in  Hoi  Wsrter  sad  Likes  it  which 
they  breknsties  dines  and  tees  Reads  bucks  and  does  eTiythin  theyve  a 
mind  to.  Me  and  miss  grace  and  the  2  gents  was  shone  into  the  piin- 
siple  Bath  which  we  worked  Down  the  Middle  and  smelt  like  a  washns 
steemin  and  smokin  perpetly  all  the  Wile  and  theie  was  old  and  ynng 
germings  and  fiensh  With  long  birds  and  ladeys  with  there  Hares  dxest 
and  Cf^  and  ribhins  if  theyd  Been  Setting  in  there  Own  drorrin  rooms 
they  coodent  have  been  finer  which  Sum  was  smokin  pipes  and  Otheis 
Playin  at  dommynose  and  bag  Gammon  and  all  Manna  of  outlandish 
Games  and  Tabels  floting  about  and  remains  emerst  all  day  in  long  nite 
€rownds  up  to  there  Chins  and  does  eviy thin  but  sleap  and  Praps  That 
Count  Cannon  Ball  which  being  frensh  he  loves  novvletys  was  for  takin  a 
bath  but  mr  dolfus  deswaded  him  tellin  Him  that  if  a  Bash  cum  out  when 
he  Went  In  there  he  must  stay  for  a  munth  for  it  woodnt  be  Gone  before 
and  That  Frited  the  count  out  of  the  Noshun.  People  has  there  own 
ways  of  Pleesin  thereselves  but  i  dont  think  mrs  larldns  that  ether  me  or 
you  wood  go  for  to  Parbile  our  Limms  in  a  publick  stoopan  while  we  was 
taking  our  tees. 

*'  After  that  we  all  Set  Of  to  Sea  a  villidge  cauld  The  Shells  which  its 
percht  on  the  tip  of  a  pressypus  and  no  Way  to  git  At  it  but  by  climing 
of  laders  which  hate  or  ten  of  them  is  Plantid  agen  the  rox  and  Up  you 
gose  leastways  them  as  Must  and  has  oanly  hobsons  Chaws  to  go  or  stay 
behind.  It  was  enuff  for  me  and  miss  grace  to  look  at  the  laders  for  no 
considerashn  cood  temt  us  to  esend  tho  the  switch  Gals  which  they  Ware 
trouseys  like  men  and  Dont  Mind  liftin  There  Sknrts  does  it  evry  day. 
i  was  joaked  about  them  Laders  by  a  forrin  currier  at  Super  afterwads 
and  he  sed  that  when  we  past  the  gamey  thats  another  mounting  mrs 
larkins  i  shood  Have  Wuss  to  Do  than  That  and  Little  did  i  think  his 
werds  was  Trew. 

''  For  to  Days  we  vras  Snode  Up  in  lookerbad  not  wishin  to  temt  the 
Pars  But  on  the  third  mr  dolfus  sed  it  was  Slow  and  of  we  went  on  mewls 
agen  the  snow  being  Up  to  there  stummix  in  Sum  Parts  with  a  wall  of 
perpendicler  rox  on  one  side  and  thowsings  of  Feat  strate  down  on  the 
uther  and  ware  to  leaf  the  valey  you  Dont  no  till  you  git  close  to  the 
pressypus  which  i  shot  my  ies  and  scrunched  my  Teath  all  the  Way  to 
prevent  me  from  falliu  Over  and  Diddent  Dare  to  look  forrerd  nor  backeid 
nor  nuthin  mrs  larkins  i  actilly  cride  with  Feer. 

*^  But  evrythin  has  a  nend  and  So  Has  the  gamey  and  at  Last  we 
reecht  the  Top  and  cum  to  the  dowben  See  which  the  gides  had  to  hold 
the  mewls  by  there  Tales  to  keep  them  in  the  rite  path  for  the  Snow  had 
Fell  so  deap  the  trax  was  on  Viserble  and  Slip  about  they  Did  and  we 
on  there  Bax  expectin  evry  momint  a  melloncoUy  End  leastways  ime 
Shnre  i  Did.  i  declare  mrs  larkins  i  thot  i  was  fhz  Rite  Threw  when  i 
was  Lifted  of  my  mewl  at  the  Shally  at  swaring  back  and  enuff  to  make 
aney  Boddy  sware  such  Dredfle  jemeys  which  i  dratted  it  with  all  my 
hart  and  prade  i  mite  Newer  cum  This  way  No  Moor. 

**  But  we  Haddent  Dun  yet  and  on  we  went  Flowndrin  and  Plungin 
and  a  wind  fit  to  cut  you  in  2  as  Fur  as  candystegg  at  the  bottum  of  the 
gamey  were  Thank  gudnes  there  was  a  nin  cauld  the  Shovel  blank  ware 
hot  brandey  and  warter  afore  the  fire  parshally  restored  our  weered  limms 
but  there  we  diddent  Stay  Long  the  oastess  bein  a  vaiagnr  which  she 
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wanted  Us  to  remane  Wether  or  No  but  Push  On  was  our  motter  and  ao 
we  Left  the  mewls  behind  and  Trayled  in  a  Shar  to  Fruit  agen  which 
there  is  acum&taUe  hottel  with  good  diners  and  fiedds,  and  slep  without 
Rockin.  Nex  day  was  eesy  werk  in  the  shar  Threw  the  valleys  and  past 
the  Sneezing  mounting  and  erived  that  same  eaynin  at  tune  ware  master 
and  missis  had  proseeded  us  from  bum  and  brought  my  bocks  with  my 
Best  Cap  and  Laylock  Ribbings  and  miss  graces  things  for  tomorrer  we 
go  to  Enter  Larking  ware  we  expex  to  be  verry  gay  with  Bawls  at  the 
Penshins  which  they  is  Filed  with  merrycuns  and  inglish  But  whats  to 
Hapen  is  moor  than  i  Can  Tell  count  canning  Ball  bein  verry  Sweat  on 
a  seerting  yung  Ladey  and  Sumboddies  nose  Phips  Put  out  of  Jint  and 
master  not  in  we  best  of  ewmers  the  table  doat  at  this  hottel  not  ekaUing 
his  expectashuns.  mr.  dolfus  tawks  of  moor  mountings  and  crossin  over  die 
Grrims  Hole  and  the  Firker  and  Sent  Goatherd  and  Gudness  nose  ware 
but  all  i  hope  is  that  heal  go  by  Hisself.  As  This  may  be  my  last  oppa- 
tunaty  of  Biting  pleese  give  my  effexionat  reg^urds  to  all  feUer  servints 

which  j  r is  not  For  Crotten  and  am  trewly  mrs  larkins 

"  your  wel  witcher 

*<  Anna  Maria  SmrH." 


Chapter  XII. 

THE  BALIi  AT  INTEBLAKEN. 

While  occupied  in  preparing  for  publication  a  few  more  extracts 
from  Mr.  Swymfen  Griffin's  '<  Notes  on  Swiss  Cookery/'  which  we 
understand  is  to  form  a  division  of  his  great  work  on  "  The  Cookery 
of  the  Continent,"  the  following  communication  wa3  forwarded  to  us  by 
Richard  Bowlaway,  Esq.,  formerly  undemaduate  of  Trinity  College, 
Cambridge,  and  now  of  the  Albany,  W.  No.  12,  to  whom  it  was  origi- 
nally addressed. 

From  the  initials  affixed  to  the  sheet — though  the  internal  evidence 
would  have  been  sufficient — we  perceive  that  the  writer  is  Mr.  Adolphus 
Griffin.  The  letter  is  written  in  that  gentleman's  usual  off-hand  style ; 
but  its  contents — which,  we  confess,  have  surprised  us  slightly — will  be 
found  important  in  its  relation  to  the  proceedings  of  the  Griffin  fiimily, 
and^  without  further  prefiioe,  we  hasten  to  lay  it  oefore  our  readers : 

"Interlaken,  July  25, 1851. 
"  Dear  Dick,— 

**  You  ve  read  my  letter  to  the  Times^  of  course — ^how  I've 
put  an  extinguisher  on  Mont  Blanc,  and  shut  him  up  for  some  time  to 
come — so  there  was  no  necessity  for  me  to  write  to  you  about  it.  But, 
as  I  can't  publish  everything  that  happens  to  me  in  the  Times^  though  I 
should  like  it  well  enough,  I'll  first  clear  off  old  scores  with  you.  Besides, 
Fve  something  to  tell. 

**  You've  never  been  in  Switzerland,  I  think!  That*s  a  pity,  for  you'd 
like  it,  that  is,  the  excitement,  the  ^  get  along,'  and  all  that  sort  of  tbina;; 
there's  no  walking  that  comes  near  it ;  then,  the  appetite  you  get,  able 
to  eat  anything,  which  is  lucky  sometimes,  though  it  wouldn't  suit  my 
governor  altogether ;  and  if  you  like  to  sleep  in  a  strange  bed  every  night. 
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you  can  be  accommodated  in  that  way  too,  after  doing  your  five-and-forty 
miles,  or  so,  of  ground,  mostly  against  die  collar.  I  slept  in  a  queer 
comer  the  other  night,  a  cocklofit,  I  fancy,  from  the  music  that  went  on, 
and  if  Keller  didn't  set  the  place  down  in  the  Vallais,  I  should  have 
thought  it  had  been  in  the  canton  of  Free^bug,  You  take^  I  suppose  I 
Such  an  inn,  you'll  say,  was  tn-tolerable ! 

"  I've  pick'd  up  one  or  two  facts  that  I  don't  find  in  Forbes  or  Murray. 
For  instsmce :  lions  in  Switzerland  are  evidently  fond  of  beer.  Fve  not 
seen  any  live  ones  yet;  but  suppose  they  abound  somewhere  hereabouts; 
for  there's  hardly  an  inn  in  the  German  cantons  without  a  lion  on  the 
sign-post,  and  a  bottle  of  beer  going  off  at  his  elbow.  March  beer,  of 
course.  Besides,  the  people  believe  in  lions.  I  ran  over  to  Berne  the 
other  day,  just  to  look  at  the  bears  in  the  ditch,  outside  the  Aarburg 
ffate,  and,  while  I  was  feeding  a  fine  specimen  with  honey-biscuit,  half  a 
dozen  old  women,  who  were  looking  on,  declared  to  me  he  was  a  splendid 
lion.     I  can  assure  you  this  is  a  bare  &ct. 

"  However,  Fm  not  going  to  bore  you  with  an  account  of  my  travels. 
Here  we  are,  having  come  with  the  intention  of  making  this  place  our 
head-quarters  for  the  summer,  but  there  has  been  an  awkward  row,  and 
we  must  cut.  We  came  by  the  Gemmi  down  to  Thun — ^that  is  my  sister 
and  I,  and  her  maid,  and  the  Frenchman  I  picked  up  at  Chamouny,  who 
made  the  ascent  with  me.  My  governor  and  the  old  lady,  tired  of  being 
jolted  about  on  pack-saddles,  met  us  at  Thuo,  at  the  Bellevue  outside  the 
town, — quite  out  of  tune,  as  one  may  say, — ^and  then  we  came  on  here, 
and  put  up  at  the  Pension  of  the  Hdtel  des  Alpes,  Count  Carambole 
keeping  us  company. 

"  You've  not  seen  my  sister  Grace.  A  fine  girl — like  me,  of  course, 
*in  lineaments,'  as  Manfred  says  —  everybody  quotes  Byron  in  this 
vallcfy — '  but  soften'd  all  and  tempered  into  beauty' — Shaven  t  forgot  the 
old  fellow,  you  see ;  but  if  there's  a  fault  about  Grace  she's  a  trifle  too 
sentimental.  No  likeness  there,  at  any  rate.  Well,  you  recollect  Morton, 
of  *  Keys  ?'  A  good-looking  fellow,  first-rate  wicket-keeper,  capital 
stroke  oar — regular  brick,  in  fact.  Morton  and  Grace  met  at  parties  in  town 
last  season — got  thick,  in  short.  I'd  no  objection,  but  when  the  governor 
came  to  find  it  out,  he  had.  Morton  had  lived  a  little  too  £eist — the  old 
story — ^had  his  debts  paid  two  or  three  times,  no  response  to  the  last  ap- 
plication to  his  uncle  in  Yorkshire — or,  rather,  a  point-blank  refusal,  and 
a  hint  to  shift  for  himself.  He  was  thinking  of  getting  Lord  Palmerston 
to  g^ve  him  a  consulate  in  California,  when  he  met  Grace,  and  fell  in 
love.  This  didn't  make  him  richer,  and  he  came  to  ask  me  what  he 
ought  to  do.  I  told  him  he  had  my  best  wishes ;  but  as  that  wouldn't 
make  the  pot  boil,  I  advised  him  to  go  to  the  governor  and  make  a  clean 
breast  of  it.  *  The  course  of  true  love,'  &c. — ^you  know  all  about  that. 
Governor  got  in  a  passion,  put  it  to  him  why  he  should  be  expected  to 
g^ve  his  daughter  to  a  man  who  hadn't  got  a  dump,  and  walked  him  out 
of  the  premises. 

'<  This  was  the  principal  reason  why  we  came  abroad — to  take  Grace 
out  of  Morton's  way.  But  as  chance  would  have  it,  he'd  an  aunt— not 
the  Yorkslure  uncle's  wife — ^passing  the  summer  at  Interlaken,  so  he 
started  too — to  pay  her  a  visit,  of  course.  I  managed  to  let  Grace  and 
him  have  a  meeting  en  route^  but  what  they  settled  between  them  I  don't 
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axaetiy  know.  Meantinie  this  Count  Carambole  torng  iij),  a  Tegular  Paxii 
lion,  fond  of  '  le  sport/  talks  Lamartine,  and — ^tfae  pendant  to  that — ^tr^ 
passionne  pour  les  Anglaises.  Grace  fancied  that  I  took  no  notice,  but 
anybody  could  see  with  half  an  eye  what  it  was  made  him  hook  on  to  our 
pnty.  But  it  was  nothing  to  me,  as  long  as  he  made  himself  amusing 
and  behaved  like  a  gentleman.  If  a  fellow  falls  in  love  and  makes  an  aas 
of  himself,  that's  his  look  out.  •  I  was  quite  sure  Grace's  heart  was  in  the 
right  place. 

^  One  never  knows  how  fior  a  Frenchman  really  ig  touched  in  thia  par- 
tieular ;  but  all  iha  way  we  came  he  stuck  close  to  Grace's  bridle-hand, 
BO  doubt  wbhing  to  make  it  a  bridal  hand — not  bad  that,  for  a  suddea 
impulse — and  did  nothing  but  ^  sigh  like  a  furnace,'  as  Shakspeare  says. 
a  he  could  have  behaved  like  a  stove  when  we  were  in  the  ckalet  at 
Schwarenbach  it  might  have  been  more  to  the  purpose. 

**  To  cut  this  part  of  the  story  short,  the  Count  put  up  at  this  hotel 
when  we  did.  There's  nothing  to  prevent  a  man  from  doing  diat,  whe- 
ther you  part  company  or  no,  and  we  hadn't  then. 

**  The  pensions  at  Interlaken  are  all  in  the  monster  line ;  they  make  up 
two  hundred  and  fifty  beds  in  every  house,  and  as  many  people  sit  down 
to  tea  together.  Few  things  are  more  toudiinc^  than  to  see  about  twelve 
doBcn  gais  pitching  into  bread  and  butter  and  honey  at  the  same  moment. 
You  can't  say  to  them — 

Sic  vos  non  vobis  mellificates  apes. 

Hie  deaiing-house  at  Smith  Pa3me's  must  be  a  fool  to  what  goes  on 
here.  And  as  to  firitannia-metfid  teapots,  I'm  told  Rij^n  and  Burton 
can't  make  'em  hat  enough.  But  the  gals  are  not  content  with  tea ;  they 
must  have  dances,  too;  and  once  a  week  there  is  a  ball  at  one  or  other  of 
tbe  pensions.  They  had  one  in  the  great  saloon  here  last  night ;  and 
this  brings  me  home  to  my  subject 

^  The  room  is  a  capital  one  for  the  purpose— almost  as  big  as  the 
Crystal  Palace.  K  I  knew  the  address  of  the  man  who  painted  the 
paper  for  the  walls  I'd  send  it  you,  but  most  likely  he  lives  at  l^heim, 
on  the  rail  between  Basle  and  Strasburg ;  that's  where  all  these  things 
come  from.  Fancy  how  appropriate !  In  the  heart  of  Switzerland  a 
series  of  frantic  pictures  of  East  Indian  scenery  and  manners :  the  Taj 
Mahal  at  Ag^^  or  something  of  that  sort,  with  a  group  of  Nautcn 
girls  dancing  before  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  dressed  in  the  costume  he 
wore  as  Colonel  Wellesley,  and  everybody  looking  as  fierce  and  fine  aa 
red  and  yellow  ochre  and  indigo  can  make  'em  I  I  suppose  the  artist 
thought  colour  was  the  thing  wanted,  and  so  he  laid  it  on. 

**  People  who  dance  the  Polka,  however,  don't  much  care  what's  on  the 
walls  of  a  room,  provided  there's  plenty  of  spring  in  the  floor  and  lots  of 
light  from  the  ccaling.  One's  not  long  here  in  finding  a  partner :  likely 
enough,  you'U  say,  apropos  of  the  twelve  dozen  honeysuckles.  Well,  I'd 
got  one ;  she*d  crossed  the  Wengem  Alp  in  the  morning  and  wasn't  a 
bit  tired,  and  we  were  hopping  down  one  side  of  the  room  like  a  couple 
of  love-birds,  when  all  of  a  sudden  we  heard  a  scuffling  noise  at  the  other 
side  of  the  salon,  and  then  there  was  a  general  rush  in  that  direction, 
with  loud  cries  of  ^  Oh,  Mr.  Jones !    Oh,  Mr.  Jones  I  he'll  strangle  him 
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— ^take  him  off!'  mingled  with  all  sorts  of  maledictions  and  sputterings, 
English,  French,  and  German. 

"  Of  course  I  set  my  partner  down  and  made  a  push  for  the  row. 
Twasn't  easy  to  g«t  through  the  crowd,  bat  I  did  it ;  and  what  do  3roa 
think  I  saw  when  I  hit  the  focus  ?  Why,  Grace  fainting  away  on  a  sofa, 
the  governor  with  his  face  on  fire,  mamma  screaming  like  mad,  and 
*  Jones,'  that  is  Morton,  with  one  hand  in  Count  Carambole's  neckcloth, 
shaking  him  like  a  sieve  of  com,  and  doubling  him  up  with  the  other. 
A  pretty  kettle  of  fish  this  was ;  but  we  separated  the  combatants,  though 
jou  ooidd  baldly  call  'em  that,  for  Carambole  made  no  fight  of  it,  and 
when  he  was  aet  free  could  only  gasp  out,  *  A  demiun,  monsieur — i 
demain,  un  duel  ^  mort !  Vous  entendez, — &  mort  ?'  ^  If  I  catch  yoa 
here  to-morrow,'  said  Morton,  beside  himself  with  anger,  *  I'll  put  yon 
imder  the  town  pump  if  there  is  one ;'  and  as  he  spoke  he  made  towards 
the  unfortunate  Carambole,  but  we  got  round  him,  and  enabled  Ae 
count  to  leave  the  room,  which  he  then  did  in  double-quick  time. 

^  You'll  want  to  know  the  cause  of  this  scrimmage,  so  I'll  tell  you  in 
three  words.  Morton — ^who  has  been  staying  here  under  the  name  of 
*■  JaaieBy'  tha±  the  governor  mightn*t  see  bis  real  name  in  the  Fremde 
Bach, — eame  into  the  ball-room  just  as  Grace  and  Carambole  whirled 
past  him  in  a  waltz.  He  had  been  disappointed  at  not  finding  some  let« 
ters  at  the  Post-office,  and  was  out  of  humour  with  Grace,  not  knowing 
that  she  had  arrived, — but  what  made  it  worse  was  seeing  her  dancing 
with  the  Frenchman,  in  whom  he  immediately  recognised  a  blackleg  who 
had  swindled  him  out  of  five  hundred  pounds  last  year  at  Baden-Baden* 
We  all  know  what  French  counts  are,  but  Carambole  was  a  billiard-marker 
into  the  bargain.  Hinc  ilia  lacrynue!  Of  course,  Morton*s  affair  is  blown 
with  the  governor,  who  is  vexed  enough  at  tiie  business  and  the  publicity 
of  it ;  in  consequence  of  which  he  vows  he'll  go  home  to-morrow.  How 
it  will  end  I  can't  say." 

*•  9  P.M.  July  26. 
"  Morton  has  just  been  to  my  room :  he  tells  me  that  Count  Caram- 
bole made  himself  *  safe'  last  night,  but  which  road  he  took  nobody  knows. 
He  found  his  letters  at  the  Post-office  this  morning :  Swiss  stupidity, 
of  course.  There  was  one  from  Grace  and  another  from  his  uncle's 
agent  in  Yorkshire.  The  old  gentleman  has  died  without  a  will  and 
Morton  comes  in  for  all  his  property." 

"12  Ajc.    Same  day. 
*'  It's  all  settled.     Grace  has  made  it  up  with  Morton,  and  the  govern 
nor  has  given  his  consent. 

**  We  all  go  back  together.    Iteburely — by  ihe  Rhine." 
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One  year  drives  awaj  another ; — so  the  world  has  gone  on  since  the  first 
day.  1852  lies  still  in  the  womh  of  time;  but  let  a  few  more  weeks  roll 
by,  and  it  will  start  into  life,  and  take  the  place  of  the  year  that  is  past—* 
never  to  return  again.  Time,  as  pitiless  as  the  Commissioners  of  the 
Great  Exhibition,  who  have  never  lifted  their  voices  to  back  the  public 
wish  to  g^ve  permanency  to  the  most  beautiful  and  fisiiry-Hke  structure 
this  country  ever  boasted,  and  having  boasted,  must  only  enjoy  for 
a  brief  season ; — inexorable  Time  already  holds  out  to  the  present  year 
the  map  of  the  route  which  it  must  inevitably  follow,  to  sink  into  the 
same  abyss  into  which  all  preceding  months,  and  years,  and  ages  have 
been  engulphed.  There  are  many  colourings  that  may  be  given  to  this 
suggestive  fact.  In  this  cold,  gloomy  country,  they  would  all  be  of  a 
strictly  orthodox  and  very  serious  character ;  in  France,  however — and 
we  have  to  do  with  France  just  now — with  a  fine  clear  sky,  and  a  joyous, 
laughter-loving  race  of  people,  they  view  even  the  passing  by  of  another 
year  with  complacency.  "  It  would,"  says  a  writer  in  the  *'  Almanach 
Comique,"  '^  be  a  great  deal  too  monotonous  if  the  same  year  lasted 
always.  All  that  is  done  in  Nature  is  well  done."  This  philosophical 
reflection  is  not  new,  but  it  is  consolatory,  and  that  is  the  most  important 
thing. 

These  receptacles  of  fiin  and  wisdom,  echoes  of  the  feelings  of  the  past 
year — ^the  French  Almanacs — ^have  lost  one  great  resource.  Politics  are 
tabooed  under  a  Republic,  and  Liberty,  Equality,  and  Fraternity  have  been 
so  completely  realised  by  never-ending  revolutions,  that  it  would  be  cer- 
tain imprisonment,  fine,  or  confiscation,  to  speak  about  any  one  of  them. 
Happy,  persevering  French!  tabooed  at  home  by  one  anotner,  by  the  re- 
puMic,  and  by  the  executive,  there  still  remuned  to  men  awaiting  the 
events  of  1852,  the  Great  Exhibition  in  London,  and  that  is  the  chief 
theme  with  the  French  Almanacs  for  1852. 

'*The  system  of  'Expositions,"'  says  a  writer  in  the  *' Almanach 
Prophetique,"  "is  an  idea  especially  of  French  origin.  The  honour  of 
having  originated  it  belongs  to  Francois  de  Neufchateau,  minister  of  the 
interior  under  the  Directory.  It  was  in  1798,  when  the  English  govern- 
ment, not  satisfied  with  expelling  us  from  the  seas,  aspired  also  to  drive 
our  produce  from  out  of  the  continent,  and  to  deprive  us  of  all  that  we 
wanted  from  without,  that  the  minister  convoked  an  *  Exposition'  in  the 
Champ  de  Mars,  to  show  to  England  that  France  could  suffice  for  her- 
self by  her  own  industrial  resources.'' 

"  The  system  of  a  'Universal  Exposition,' "  says  the  same  writer,  ''is 
also  a  French  idea,  as  well  as  that  of '  National  Expositions.'  "  A  memorial, 
with  a  plan  for  such  an  exposition,  was,  it  is  said,  submitted  to  Louis 
Philippe  in  1843.     Hence  the  idea  passed  into  England. 

A  writer  in  the  "  Almanach  de  I'lllustration"  gives  the  honour  of  the 
first  conception  to  M.  Bufifet,  minuter  of  commerce,  and  adds,  that 
Prince  Albert  took  up  at  second  hand  the  idea  of  the  French  minister,  and 
first  spoke  about  it  to  some  members  of  the  Athensum  Club,  where  we 
are  led  to  suppose  the  prince  sometimes  sips  his  co£Pee,  and  discusses  the 
news  of  the  day.  To  all  this  it  might  be  answered,  that  fidrs  have  existed 
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in  England  since  the  time  of  Alfred,  about  886;  that  the  first  public  Ex- 
hibition of  the  Fine  Arts  in  the  British  metropolis  took  place  in  1760; 
that  the  British  Museum  was  opened  in  1763;  that  Exhibitions  of  Arts 
date  as  far  back  as  the  building  m  the  Adelphi,  in  1772;  and  that  Expo- 
sitions innumerable  have  preceded  the  grand  and  universal  one  of  1851. 
We  feel,  however,  inclined  to  resign  with  good  grace  the  honour  of  con- 
ception so  generally  claimed  by  France,  to  what  we  have  the  undeniable 
credit  of  having  put  first  into  practice.  It  is  the  same  with  steam: 
Papin's  digester  being  generally  assumed  by  all  Frenchmen  to  supersede 
the  Marquis  of  Worcester's  "  way  to  drive  up  water  by  fire."  But  to 
whom^the  honour  of  steam  navigation — to  whom  the  honour  of  first  intro- 
ducing locomotives  ?  In  all  such  cases  as  in  the  application  of  gas  to 
purposes  of  illumination,  or  of  electricity  to  purposes  of  communication 
(both  of  English  origin),  the  magnitude  of  the  results  as  much  surpasses 
the  original  discovery  of  gas  and  of  the  electric  power,  as  railway  loco- 
motion and  steam  navigation  do  the  first  observation  of  the  evolution  of 
steam.  But  the  fact  is  that,  according  to  another  writer  in  the  *'  Alma- 
nach  Prophetique,"  our  own  great  poet,  Chaucer,  predicted  the  Great 
Exhibition  in  his  ''  House  of  Fame.'*  In  his  dream,  as  there  recorded,  the 
poet  describes  himself  as  contemplating  a  palace  of  glass,  in  which  were 
images  of  gold,  rich  tabernacles,  stage  upon  stage  of  jewels,  many  sculp- 
tures, and  a  great  quantity  of  gold  and  silver  work!  Innumerable 
columns  arose  up  around,  and  men  from  all  parts  of  the  habitable  globe 
crowded  there,  and  of  all  ranks,  both  rich  and  poor.  '^  Is  not  this,"  says 
the  writer,  who  quotes  the  description  at  length,  *'  an  exact  picture  of  the 
Crystal  Palace  ?"  Yet  this  was  written  some  four  hundred  and  sixty 
years  ago.  If  a  great  event  has  been  dreamt  o^  it  has  been  conceived ; 
if  it  has  been  prophesied,  it  has  been  anticipated ;  and  by  the  French- 
man's own  showing,  Fran9ois  de  Neufchateau  and  M.  Buffet  must  yield 
the  palm  to  the  Father  of  English  Poetry.* 

The  French,  however,  apart  from  the  excusable  wish  to  appropriate  to 
themselves  the  conception  of  the  thing,  and  a  latent  annoyance  that 
M.  Korean's  plan  was  not  acted  upon,  can  speak  eloquently,  and  in  terms 
of  high  admiration,  of  the  Great  Exhibition  itself.  The  edifice  is  acknow- 
ledged on  all  hands  to  have  admirably  answered  its  destination,  by  the  mag- 
nificence of  its  conception,  and  the  fairy  effect  of  its  architecture.  "  There 
was  far/'  says  one,  '^  from  Waterloo  to  the  ceremony  at  Hyde  Park. 
Beneath  the  walls  of  that  edifice  the  human  language  was  heard  in  all 
its  dialects :  the  olden  dream  of  Babel  was  realised.  Such  a  spectacle 
has  never  existed,  and,  perhaps,  will  never  exist  again." 

With  an  essentially  non-travelling  and  little  maritime  people  like  the 
Parisians,  the  difficulty  was  to  get  to  the  Exhibition  Some  idea  may  be 
formed  of  what  many  underwent  on  so  adventurous  a  journey,  by  the 
narrative  of  his  experiences,  g^ven  to  us  by  the  redacteur  of  the  Journal 
pour  Rire, 

*  The  Juries,  or  we  should  suppose  in  this  particular  case,  the  "  Council  of 
Chairmen  of  the  Juries  of  the  Great  Exhihition,*'  have  very  properly  decided  the 
ticklish  point  of  originating  the  Great  Exhibition  of  1851,  by  the  award  of  a 
m(»dal  to  his  Royal  Highness  Prince  Albert  **  for  the  original  conception  and 
successful  prosecution  of  the  idea  of  the  Great  Exhibition  of  1851." 
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«May  the  heafiest  tile  611  on  mj  head;  may  I  be  condenuied  to  wear 
too  lai^e  a  hat  and  too  small  boots  daring  the  remainder  of  my  exist- 
ence;  may  my  father-in-law  that  is  to  be^  hear  of  my  passion  for  Nini, 
lajeune  premiere  des  Delassments-  Comiqttes^  at  the  moment  of  accepting 
me  as  his  son,  if  ever  I  return  to  England  by  way  of  Dieppe  to  Brighton.'' 
Such  is  the  apostrophe  with  which  the  veracious  and  witty  editor  opens 
his  narrative.  As  the  French  troops  spent  the  eve  of  Fontenoy  at  a 
theatre^  so  it  was,  on  issuing  from  the  play,  that  our  hero  embarked  on 
board  the  Ctdloden,  "  Mon  Dieuf  shall  not  I  be  sick?  I  feel  my  head 
tun  ronud  already !"  he  exclaimed,  and  the  boat  was  off.  No  end  of 
advice  and  recommendations  are,  it  appears,  given  as  to  the  means  of  de» 
feating  the  conspinunr  of  the  briny  ocean  against  the  well-being  of  visi- 
tors to  the  CrystiJ  Palace.  Our  aaventurous  traveller  was  recommended 
to  keep  his  eye  upon  the  horizon.  "  I  could  not  have  done  anything 
else,"  he  says,  **  for  an  empire.'* 

We  were  a  dozen  grouped  together  on  the  poop.  Some  were  blue,  some  whiles 
some  green»  some  yellow.  Those  who  were  green  were  smoking  pipes  or  cigars. 
For  my  part,  I  kept  looking  steadily  at  the  horizon.  Suddenly  an  arm  pushed 
rudely  against  me,  and  tumbled  me  over.  I  rose  up,  indignant  at  the  outrage, 
to  see  to  whom  the  arm  belonged.  The  arm  was  the  property  of  a  eentleman, 
who  appeared  to  be  engaged  in  paying  his  addresses  to  the  Uhannd.  **  Mon- 
sieur," I  exclaimed,  "you  pushed  roe  rudely  just  now.**  "  Sir,"  answered  the 
aggressor,  **  believe  me  that — ah,  mon  Dieu  I  you  roust  be  indulgent  under  the 
circumstances."  Then,  tnmiog  round,  '*  Whatl"  he  said,  **  is  it  you  ?"  "  Pre- 
cisely so ;  it  is  me ;  but  what  do  you  mean  ?^'  "  What  I  not  know  your  old 
fHend  Edward,  College  Charlemagne,  pension  Coutant,  rue  du  Perche, 
No.  7  ?"  "  I  do  not  remember  you.  My  chum  at  college  was  named  Mat* 
thew."  **  Well,  call  me  Matthew,  then.  When  we  return  to  our  country  we 
can  resume  our  respective  rights  as  citizens.*'  '*  Well,  that's  funny;  let  it  be  so." 

"  Matthew,  my  friend,  we  are  arriving.  Where  do  you  go?*'  **  To  Chelsea.'* 
•*  And  I  also.  What  street  ?"  "  Hobuiy-street."  (Ebuiy-street  ?)  ••  And  I 
also.  What  hotel  ?**  **  Hotel  Very  and  Virgil,  despatched  by  the  pleasure 
train,  rue  Vivienne."  **  And  I  also.  What  a  chance  P'  ^  Matthew,  I  am  de- 
lighted at  having  met  you."  And  the  excursionists  threw  themselves  into  one 
anotlier*s  arms,  just  as  the  Ctdloden^  which  had  only  one  wheel  that  would  act, 
was  slowly  making  the  harbour  of  Newhaven. 

**  Do  you  breakfast .?"  said  Matthew  to  the  travelling  editor.  "  Certainly." 
"  Well  then,  see  that  our  luggage  is  conveyed  into  the  traveller's  room.*'  "  I 
will."  "  And,  I  say,  give  three  shillings  for  me."  "  With  pleasure.**  A  good 
breakfast  contributed  much  to  restore  the  travellers  from  the  fatigues  of  the 
sea  journey.    Price  of  the  lame,  ten  shiUings,  for  Matthew  and  the  editor. 

Fmm  Newhaven  to  Zofidbfi.— Time  for  reflection  on  the  part  of  the  editor. 
"  I  do  not  know  Monsieur  Matthew.  I  think  I've  done  wron^  in  connecting 
myself  with  him !  He  made  me  pay  the  baggage  and  the  breakfast.  I  wish  I 
could  get  rid  of  Matthew." 

London, — "  Father  of  Caoutchouc !  Earl  of  Gin!  Marquis  of  Porter !  Prince 
of  Shillings  I  all  hail !  But,  Matthew  again  ;  and  I  have  to  pay  the  cab  from 
London-bridge  to  Chelsea."  The  first  thing  that  strikes  the  ima^^i nation  in 
London  are  the  omnibuses.  They  are  running  a  perpetual  steeple-chase  along 
the  streets.  They  carry  only  females  inside,  and  from  fifteen  to  eighteen  men  on 
the  roof.  A  conductor  stands  on  a  little  step  behind,  shouting,  "  fiink !  Hay — 
Market !  Ket  I  Ket  I  Strand !  Waterloo !"  (Sic  in  the  original.) 

"  Let  us  get  upon  an  omnibus,**  said  Matthew.  ^  Where  are  you  going?*' 
asked  the  driver. 

*'  To  the  Exposition  I**  {Qncique  redacteur  du  "  Journal pottr  Bire,^je  bara- 
gouine  unpeu  la  langue  de  Shakspeare.) 
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Oo  and  on  we  went,  till  we  got  down  at  the  entrance  of  Hyde  Park.  But, 
at  the  moment  of  paying,  Mattiiew  got  into  a  quarrel  with  the  conductor  abovt 
some  pence  that  were  given  in  change.  Matthew,  having  struck  the  conductor, 
the  latter  returned  the  compliment  with  such  vigour,  that  my  companion  waa* 
soon  obliged  to  cry  out,  '*  Help,  friend  T  This  was  to  me.  I  could  not  aban* 
don  my  friend,  the  participator  in  my  maritime  sufferings,  in  such  a  perplexity ; 
so  I  attacked  his  adversary  in  the  rear  with  a  vigorous  kick.  The  Hght  ceased 
as  if  by  enchantment:  The  conductor  took  off  his  hat  to  me,  bowed  to  the  very* 
gronndyand  the  omnibus  started  at  redoubled  speed.  French  people!  trar 
Telling  people  1  remember,  that  if  ever  you  have  a  qnarrel  with  an  English^' 
man,  your  safety  lies  in  the  toe  of  your  boot. 

Matthew  haa  received  some  veir  ugly  blows.  His  &ce  was  all  tatooed  with 
arabesques.  I  wished  him  to  go  home  and  fl;o  to  bed,  but  he  took  advantage 
of  his  wounds  to  represent  himself  at  the  office  of  the  Exposition  as  chief  of  a 
Japanese  tribe.  So  he  was  allowed  to  pass  without  his  shilling.  Alatthew 
denied  his  country  for  twenty-five  sous.  And  I  had  sworn  to  love  Matthew. 
Oh,  mv  oath  1 

Within  the  Crystal  Palace,  as  on  their  way  thither  and  their  way 
thence,  it  is  almost  unnecessary  to  say  the  French  saw  things  that  few 
others  have  discovered ;  they  naye  witnessed  incidents  that  have  escaped 
the  vi^lance  of  the  police ;  and  they  have  drawn  deductions  from  all' 
they  have  seen  eyen  more  profound,  and  more  philosophical,  than  what 
have  been  penned  by  the  author  of  the  **  Lily  and  the  Bee.*' 

Apropos  of  the  500  pianos  in  the  Exhibition,  we  are  told,  for  example, 
that  the  piano  is  the  torment  of  exbtence  in  England.  Only  lately  a 
rich  Engu^man  blew  his  brains  out.  On  his  table  was  found  the  fol- 
lowing note,  written  with  his  own  hand  a  few  hours  before  committing 
the  fatal  act : 

^'  Lay  my  death  to  no  man's  door.  I  myself  committed  the  deed.  I 
have  not  the  *  spleen.'  I  have  not  speculated  on  'Change.  I  haye  not 
written  a  tragedy.  A  woman  to  whom  I  was  devotedly  attached  has 
deceiyed  me !  Her  treachery  has  brought  me  to  this.  I  pardon  her ! 
Yesterday,  on  entering  unexpectedly  into  her  house,  I  surprised  her  in 
criminal  conversation  with  a  piano.  The  traitress  was  playing  a  sonata, 
yet  she  had  sworn  to  me  that  she  did  not  know  such  an  instrument.  I 
loyed  her  so  much  that  I  might  have  got  oyer  a  harp;  but  a  piano,  neyer ! 
The  piano  is  a  slow  poison  &at  kills  husbands.  The  piano  pursues  you 
everywhere.     I  fly  to  the  tomb  to  avoid  it." 

This  suicide^  we  are  told,  caused  no  surprise,  and  yet  the  inventors  of 
new  pianos — constantly  the  occasion  of  &mily  ^ssensions  and  premature 
deaths — are  actually  to  receive  prizes  ! 

In  the  same  category  we  find  cigars,  concocted  of  a  most  poisonous 
weed,  whose  alkaline  extract  (nicotine)  is  immediate  death,  whose  yeiy 
infusion  and  decoction  are  destructive  of  life,  and  the  smoke  of  whicn 
blackens  the  teeth,  spoils  the  breath,  sullies  the  clothes,  and  all  it 
comes  in  contact  with ;  habituates  to  idleness,  destroys  digestion,  ener- 
yates  nervous  and  muscular  power,  and  obscures  the  mind !  Teas  also  ! 
Yile  concoctions  of  leaves  and  herbs  coloured  and  pasted  oyer  with  all 
kinds  of  noxious  and  abominable  things — ^as  sulphate  of  lime  and  pms- 
siate  of  potash,  and  yet  of  which  shameless  compoimd,  better  than  which 
the  black  currant,  the  sloe,  or  a  hundred  common  plants  of  their  own 
country  would  afford,  the  English  are  so  devotedly  fond,  that  they  spend 
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as  much  in  the  annuftl  consumption  of  the  refuse  of  Chinese  tea-cops 
as  would  pay  off  one-half  of  the  national  debt ! 

One  of  the  most  OKtraordinarj  discoveries  effected  bj  the  French  is, 
that  the  so-called  crystal  fountain  is  of  glass — ^so  they  might  have  dis- 
covered was  the  so-ciuled  Crystal  Palace,  at  least  in  part — and  that  the 
said  elass  fountain  pours  out  noods  of  eau  de  Cologne,  in  which  thousands 
dip  their  kerchiefs  as  they  walk  round  the  crystalline  basin  ! 

Speaking  of  the  progress  of  steam,  a  Frenchman  says  that  in  England 
we  no  louger  travel,  we  arrive ;  we  no  longer  read  a  book,  we  look 
through  it  ;  we  no  longer  sleep,  we  repose ;  we  no  longer  dine,  we  eat ; 
we  no  longer  walk,  we  race  ;  we  no  longer  listen,  we  hear ;  we  no  longer 
converse,  we  speak.  Everything  demanding  a  littie  sentiment  or  reflec- 
tion, everything  requiring  time,  is  suppressed  in  England. 

Another  complains  also  of  prizes  being  g^ven  to  palpable  fidsehoods. 
Among  these  he  enumerates  wigs,  teeth,  and  crinoline. 

Outside  of  the  Exhibition,  Frenchmen  saw  equally  strange  things. 
M.  Edmond  Texier,  of  the  Steele^  saw  at  Northumberland  House,  occu- 
pying the  place  of  honour,  amidst  masterpieces  of  art,  a  framed  bank- 
note for  100,000/.  sterling.  *'  Deux  millions  cinq  cent  mille  francs.  O 
Moli^re !"  exclaims  the  feuilletonist. 

Anotiier  went  to  the  Tower.  It  is  as  easy  (he  says)  to  penetrate  into 
that  famous  Tower,  which  is  the  glory  of  old  England,  as  it  is  to  get 
admission  to  the  cabinet  of  a  minister.  The  very  court-yard  has  to  be 
besieged  in  due  form ;  and  even  when  the  shilling  is  paid,  each  has  to 
wait  his  turn.  The  invalids  (beefeaters)  of  the  Tower  of  London  (he 
adds)  closely  resemble  those  of  Paris  I  only  that,  instead  of  awaiting  the 
return  of  Napoleon,  they  await  the  resurrection  of  Henry  VIIL  *^  From 
the  first  couii,"  continues  the  narrator,  '*  we  passed  to  a  second,  upon 
the  pavement  of  which  is  an  impression  of  the  foot  of  Queen  Victoria. 
'  One  shilling,  sir,  to  walk  in  Queen  Victoria's  footsteps!'  *  Va  pour  un 
schelling.'  To  the  left  is  a  doorway;  it  opens  upon  the  armory. 
*  One  shilling,  only  one  shilling,  sir,  to  go  in.'  We  followed  the  crowd. 
'  Gentlemen,'  said  the  guide,  '  You  shall  now  see  the  most  wonderful 
thing  that  is  to  be  seen  in  England — ^the  crown  diamonds.'  We  went 
in,  once  more  following  the  crowd.  Three  shillings  were  demanded  of 
us.  <  What,  three  shilung^  to  see  twelve  millions  ?  Well,  let  it  be  so!' 
But  they  take  my  walking-stick,  and  charge  me  a  shilling  for  holding 
it  for  three  minutes,  when  I  had  only  bought  it  for  a  shilling  the  day 
before  in  the  Tunnel. 

'^  There  is  only  one  step  from  tiie  crown  jewels  to  the  dungeons  where 
the  royal  children  were  buried  alive.  By  way  of  experiencing  a  new 
sensation,  I  placed  my  head  on  the  block  on  which  so  many  iUustrious 
heads  had  reposed  for  the  last  time.  Oh,  horror  of  horrors  I  If  some 
one  would  only  take  me  away !  An  india-rubber  trap-door  opens  at  my 
feet.  I  shout  to  be  removed.  Ten  shillings  is  the  only  answer  I  can 
get.  There  is  no  time  for  bargaining ;  away  I  go,  and  arrive,  fainting, 
in  the  third  court  A  glass  of  vinegar  is  brought  to  restore  me  for 
anotiier  shilling.  At  length,  too  happy  to  be  delivered,  I  say  farewell 
to  the  Tower  of  shillings.  But  a  soldier  of  Henry  VIIIth.'s  stops  me, 
to  ask  for  another  shillmg.     Who  could  refuse  a  shilling  to  these  rem- 
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nants  of  histoiy.  BesideSy  one  shilling  more  or  less,  after  such  whole- 
sale dishuisements !" 

This  is  a  good  deal  exaggerated ;  hut  still  it  is  disgracefiil  that  there 
should  exists  contemporaneously  with  the  cheap  and  magnificent  display 
of  the  Crystal  Palace,  places  where  such  practices  could  exist  as  to  give 
the  slightest  foundation  for  such  burlesques. 

Some  of  our  French  visitors  do  not,  in  their  anxiety  to  see  our 
puhlic  institutions  and  places  of  entertunment,  appear  to  have  been 
guided  to  the  most  respectable  or  select  We  find,  for  example,  in  the 
Almanacs,  descriptions  of  a  visit  to  the  Argyll  Rooms,  where  a  police- 
man breaks  a  man's  arm  with  his  baton  for  the  most  trifling  offence ! 
Also,  of  dancing  a  gigue  (jig)  at  Cremome ;  also,  of  representations  of 
forms  of  justice,  given  at  the  Coal  Hole  by  one  Nicholson,  '*  a  retired 
barrister  of  dbtinguished  talents  and  merits !"  and,  lastly,  of  a  saloon  in 
Piccadilly,  said  to  be  much  frequented  by  Frenchmen,  Germans,  and 
Austrians,  where  fiastringuette,  ex-bouguetiere  of  the  Boulevard  des 
Italiens,  and  the  pretty  Esther,  ancienne  chorisie  du  Theatre  Comte, 
are  queens  of  beauty. 

And  now  for  a  scene  in  conclusion,  in  the  French  style.  Dramatis 
persimtB — the  Editor  of  the  Almanac;  Matthew,  picked  up  on  the 
Ctdhden.     Scene — Terminus  of  Paris  and  Rouen  Railway. 

*'  Good-by,  Mofuieur  Mathieu.** 

"  Monsieur,  I  have  the  honour  to  wish  you  the  same." 

"  I  am  very  sorry  that  I  ever  knew  you.*' 

"  Monsieur,  1  do  not  understand  you.** 

"  Monsieur,  you  owe  me  no  small  amount  of  shillings.   Here  is  my  address.*' 

"  Monsieur,  I  never  pay  my  friends.     Here  is  my  card.'* 

"  7,  Rue  de  Bondy !     It  is  astonishing  I     Your  name  ?*' 

"  Roussel !" 

**  The  name  of  my  porter !" 

"  I  am  his  son,  sir." 

-  Oh  r 

To  pass  from  the  Parisian  in  England  to  the  consideration  of  the  same 
remarkable  specimen  of  humanity  in  his  own  gilded  cage,  it  would  ap- 
pear that  the  art  of  floating  in  the  air,  or  aerostation  as  it  is  more 
learnedly  called,  has  been  the  great  and  predominant  passion  of  the  past 
season.  Not  a  week  went  by  without  two  or  three  oalloons  going  up 
horn  the  Hippodrome  or  the  Champ  de  Mars.  The  consequence  is,  that 
all  the  Almanacs  have  something  to  say  upon  the  subject.  The  *^  Illus- 
tration" gives  a  history  of  balloons,  and  so  does  the  *'  Almanach  Pro- 
phetique."  As  usual,  they  start  by  asserting  that  the  balloon  is  of 
French  origin :  the  Montg^lfier  being  a  globe  of  paper,  made  to  ascend 
by  air  rareHed  within  by  heat,  in  1783.  But  the  balloon  had  been 
suggested  by  the  Jesuit,  Frauds  Lana,  in  a  work  published  in  1670 ; 
and  the  chemist,  Black,  had  sugc^sted  hydrogen  for  the  purpose,  as 
afterwuds  adopted  by  the  MontgoUiers,  m  1767.  The  Parisian  appears 
to  look  forward  with  assurance  to  the  day  when  atrial  navigation  will  be 
perfected,  and  the  power  of  direction  given  to  balloons.  May  it  only 
come  in  our  time  I  But  upon  this  point  another  Almanac  says  nothing 
has  been  done.  **  For  now  a  year  past,  aerostation  marches  with  the 
devil's  own  pace,  while  the  science  itself  has  not  made  a  single  step." 
In  the  mean  time,  the  professors  of  the  art  have  recruited  all  kinds  of 
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fliumalsy  in  order  to  initiate  them  into  the  eqmvocal  pleasures  of  afiml 
ascensions.  Not  content  with  going  up  on  foot,  on  horsefaaok,  or  in  a 
ioamage,  they  have  associated  with  themselves  bulls,  ostriches,  camela, 
asses,  and  all  kinds  of  animals,  as  little  favoured  as  themselves  in  all  that 
refen  to  the  physique,  the  moral,  or  the  isteliectoaL  The  feeiiags  of 
the  happy  quadruped  selected  to  be  dragged  by  a  balloon  instead  of 
itself  draggintg  it  through  the  air,  are  amusingly  fetched  by  Taxile 
Delord. 

It  is  now  an  hour  since  we  are  on  our  way.  My  rider  begins  to  weary  me. 
Suppose  I  should  throw  him  down! 

I  think  we  are  passing  over  Saint  Denis.  I  recognise  the  spire.  At  the 
elevation  at  which  lam,  spire  of  cathedcals  or  signs  of  publio^iouses  are  aU  the 
saooe.     The  eye  canoot  tell  which  is  which. 

I  thought  1  had  been  the  first  horse  that  had  gone  up  in  a  balloon,  but  I 
read  this  morning  another  individual  of  my  race  had  preceded  me  in  the  time 
of  the  Directory.  What  a  pity  that  history  has  not  preserved  the  name  of  that 
couraeeous  horse.  It  is  a  sign  of  wliat  awaits  me.  See  what  it  is  to  soar  for 
glorr! 

My  rider  is  throwing  away  ballast ;  we  are  rising,  rising.     I  have  a  fancy  at 
such  a  sublime  moment  to  take  a  retrospective  vkew  of  my  career. 
I  have  been  a  race- horse. 
A  gig-horse.     A  cab-horse. 

Now  I  am  a  balloon-horse.     Wliich  of  the  four  professions  is  the  best? 
Near  a  PearU-grey  Cloud, — A  race-horse  only  knows  one  moment  of  hap- 
piness. 

A  gig-horse  resembles  a  woman  of  forty  years  of  age,  who  begins  to  think  of 
resignation. 

A  cab-hofse  is  resigned. 

My  profession  of  a  balloon-horse  is  too  new  to  permit  rae  to  hazard  an 
opinion  as  to  its  merit<;  yet. 

Besides,  here  is  an  enormous  cloud  that  we  have  to  get  through.  I  hope  I 
shall  not  catch  cold ! 

By  the  Side  of  a  Stork. — My  rider  is  shivering.  We  are  descending  into  the 
lower  regions.  A  stork  is  flying  by  my  side,  and  looks  at  me  with  a  terrified 
air.  It  is,  no  doubt,  the  first  time  that  that  interesting  animal  sees  a  horse 
travelling  by  its  side  through  the  air.  Tliey  say  that  the  stork  is  a  very  intel- 
ligent bird,  and  that  it  converses  freely.  I  feel  inclined  to  ask  it  a  question  or 
two. 

Crack!  TIow  fast  we  are  going  down.  It  is  six  o'clock.  My  rider  is 
hungry,  and  so  am  I.  I  sliouM  like  to  browse  a  little.  And  we  are  precisely 
over  a  field  of  clover  that  has  a  most  alluring  aspect.  It  seems  as  if  I  had 
only  to  bend  my  neck  to  get  a  mouthful. 

Oh,  dear  me!  we  are  going  up  aj^in.  Perhaps  the  iahabttants  of  the 
lUstrict  were  not  inclined  to  give  us  a  Sivourable  reception. 

Two  Hundred  Feet  above  a  Ttfrrac^.-*- Here  we  are  now  immediately  above 
a  country  mansion.  The  inhabitants  have  ascended  upon  the  roof  to  see  us 
better.     Several  telescopes  are  turned  upon  us. 

My  master  thinks  that  all  this  interest  is  taken  in  him,  and,  as  there  are 
some  ladies,  he  shakes  a  white  kerchief. 

But  I  can  see  that  it  is  me  who  excites  their  curiosity.  Decidedly,  I  think 
that  I  have  now  attained  tlie  end  that  I  sighed  for  in  my  earliest  days  when  I 
arrived  in  Paris,  fresh  from  the  pasturages  of  Limousin ! 

I  shall  be  a  horse  as  well  known  as  Bucephalus,  Miss  Annette,  Arabian 
Godolphin,  or  Rognolet. 

Once  down  again  upon  the  ground,  amateurs  will  dispute  the  possession  of 
so  mudi  celebrity,  and  I  shall  finish  my  days  in  some  rich  prebend. 
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1  saw,  when  we  took  our  departure  irom  the  Hippodrome,  that  the  interest 
of  all  was  coQceotrated  in  me.  The  ladies  threw  their  bouquets  at  me,  and 
my  rider  acknowledged  the  homage  with  gracious  smiles.  Uow  conceited  and 
anected  are  men. 

I  was  wrong  in  despairing  just  now.  I  shall  be  illustrious.  In  the  mean 
time,  I  am  very  hungry. 

Hittory  of  Coco, — We  are  seeking  for  a  convenient  place  to  descend  upon. 
It  is  time,  for  it  is  growing  dark. 

When  I  am  hungry,  I  am  thoughtful.  The  history  of  Coco  comes  to  my 
mind.    Coco  is  my  crib  companion. 

**  You  are  going  up  in  a  balloon  to-night,"  said  he  to  me ;  "  you  are  going 
to  cast  yourself  in  tlie  career  of  arts.    May  you  never  repent  it  I 
"  You  do  not  know  the  lot  that  awaits  us  poor  artists. 
"  Such  as  vou  see  me,  I  have  been  one  of  a  troop  that  was  celebrated  alike 
in  the  capital  and  in  the  provinces. 

"  I  have,  during  my  long  career,  danced  every  fashionable  dance,  from  the 
gavotte  to  the  polka. 
**  I  was  learning  the  Schottische  when  I  was  seized  with  rheumatism. 
*^  I  have  been  seen  at  Rouen,  at  Lyons,  at  Bordeaux,  and  at  Marseilles, 
eating,  seated  with  a  napkin  round  my  throat. 
**  doing  through  the  drill.     Firing  a  gun.     Beating  a  drum. 
"  And  a  thousand  other  tricks,  that  it  would  be  too  long  to  enumerate. 
"  An  idolising  public  has  eoveied  me  with  flowers  a  hundred  times.    The 
fifmUeiont  have  spoken  of  me. 

^  Look  what  I  have  become.     I  am  forgotten,  despised  ;  and  I  have  only 
avoided  the  slaughter- house  by  taking  the  rude  task  of  teaching  monkeys  to 
ride. 
"  There  is  where  the  arts  lead  us  I" 

Over  a  great  Marsh, — Coco  is  a  misanthropist,  like  all  old  men.     He  does 
not  know  what  he  says.     The  profession  of  artist  is  the  most  delightful  of  all, 
only  I  am  very  hunsry.     The  air  is  so  sharp  in  the  high  regions  that  we  have 
just  been  traversing! 
Land !    Land ! 

This  time  we  are  positively  descending.    The  inhabitants  have  perceived  us 
and  are  running  with  lanterns.    They  seem  to  me  to  be  kindly-disposed 
people.    Now  we  are  landed.    But  where? 
Heavens!  in  a  great  marsh ! 

I  am  up  to  the  neck  in  the  mud.    Tlianks  to  a  rope  that  has  been  thrown 
to  him,  my  rider  has  gained  solid  ground.    No  doubt  they  will  seek  for  means 
to  drag  me  out  of  here. 
Every  one  is  going  away.    I  hear  my  master  say  to  the  peasants : 
**  Show  me  the  way  to  the  best  inn.    I  am  dying  of  hunger  and  thint" 
"And  your  horse,  nol^  bourgeois  f 

"  It  is  too  late  to  drag  him  out  of  that.  You  can  go  and  fetch  him  in  the 
morning  V 

Nostradamus  continues  to  be  the  flource  from  whraoe  past  prophedies 
are  made  to  refer  to  recent  occuirenoes.  The  only  politicad  events^  of  in- 
terest that  occurred  in  France  in  185 1,  were  the  diwoiution  of  the  ministry 
by  the  influence,  mmnly,  of  the  commission  of  permanence;  the  proceed- 
ings of  Louis  Napoleon  at  Dijon,  at  the  reviews  of  the  21st,  26th,  and 
28th  of  June,  and  at  the  opening  of  the  Poitiers  Railroad ;  the  rejection  of 
the  petition  of  nearly  2,000,000  of  persons  in  Ceivour  of  a  revision  of  the 
constitution  by  a  parliamentary  minority  of  278  agiunst  446  in  feivour  of 
the  tame;  and  lastly,  the  institution  of  a  new  commission  of  permanence 
to  watch  over  Loub  Napoleon  s  acts  during  the  recess*  Happ^  France! 
The  gendarme  watches  the  Socialist,  the  prafet  the  municipalitifiSy  Louifl 
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Napoleon  the  press,  and  the  commission  of  permanence,  Louis  Napoleon. 
There  was  not  much  here  to  he  worthy  of  prophecy,  but  it  appears  that 
Nostradamus  has  some  quatrains  which  refer  to  present  limes.  One  of 
these  is  as  follows : 

Un  Dubieux  ne  viendra  loin  du  r^gne 

La  plus  grande  part  le  voudra  souteoir 
Un  capitale  ne  voudra  point  qu*il  r^gne, 

Sa  grande  charge  ne  pourra  maintenir. 

Not  yety  promising,  if  applied  to  the  ruling  powers.  The ''  Almanadi 
Prophetique" — we  like  to  quote  a  precise  authority  for  such  a  statement 
— >says,  that  if  a  crisis  occurs  in  1852,  '^  it  is  generally  presumed  that  the 
most  exaggerated  party  will  triumph,  and  that  this  success  of  the  more 
violent  will  lead  to  anarchy."  The  said  Almanac  is  backed  by  Nostra- 
damus, who  records : 

A  soustenir  la  grande  Cappe  troubl^e, 
Pour  I'dclairer  les  rouges  marcheront : 

De  mort  famille  sera  presqiraccabk>e ; 
Les  rouges-rouges  le  rouge  assomeront. 

Happily  all  these  evils  are  to  eventuate  in  the  restoration  of  an  antique 
and  hereditary  monarchy,  whether  by  the  bayonets  of  the  allied  powers,  or 
by  the  free  will  of  the  French  people,  the  prophet  of  Salons  does  not  say: 

Nay  (n^)  sons  les  ombres,  ct  journ^e  nocturne 

Sera  en  rbgne  et  bont^  souveraine  r 
Fera  reuaistre  son  sang  de  Tan  tin  ue  ume, 
Renouvellant  si^cle  d*or  pour  Tairain. 

It  is  not  surprising  that,  from  the  inexhaustible  resources  of  the  same 
old,  obscure,  metrical  rhapsodist,  a  quatrain  has  been  obtained  which 
appears  to  refer  to  recent  discoveries  of  gold,  which  it  unfortunately  asso- 
ciates with  evil  to  some  country,  and  even  to  Christianity  itself: 

Las !  qu*on  verra  grand  peuple  tourment^, 

£t  la  loy  sainte  en  totale  ruin6, 
Par  autres  loix  toute  la  Chrestiente 

Quand  d'or,  d*argent  trouve  nouvelle  mine! 

A  certain  Abbe  Petiot,  who  lived  in  the  latter  end  of  the  last  century, 
has  left  a  prophecy,  made  by  the  play  of  numbers  to  apply  to  1852,  to  the 
following  effect: 

In  a  great  city  of  Europe  there  will  arise  a  terrible  noise,  suddenly*  in  the 
night  time.  A  chief  will  appear,  asking  for  an  asylum,  for  he  shall  be  pro- 
scribed. The  tocsin  will  be  heard,  trumpets  will  sound,  the  populace  will  be 
on  foot.     Some  will  say  "  Yes;"  others,  *'  No." 

Discharges  of  musketry  will  resound  through  the  streets,  but  an  army  will 
come  from  the  country,  and  will  give  battle  to  the  citizens.  The  chief  will 
make  himself  master  of  the  town  ;  he  will  defend  himself  there  against  his 
enemies,  and  seven  other  chiefs  will  march  against  him,  and  will  conquer  him. 

But,  after  a  bloody  battle,  when  the  conquerors  are  preparing  themselves  to 
enjoy  the  fruits  of  the  struggle,  a  new  man,  an  unknown,  will  rise  up  to  restore 
peace  to  society,  crumbling  into  pieces,  and  the  revolution  will  find  its  definite 
solution  awaited  for  till  1852. 

The  cabalistic  calculations,  or  numeral  combinations,  for  1852  are 
partly  in  favour  of  Louis  Napoleon,  partly  against  him— a  safe  line  to 
follow  in  the  land  of  prophecy.     M.  Lenrouf  de  Varennes  says :  '^  The 
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CoQstitation  will  be  revised,  that  is  the  wish  of  the  people ;  it  will  not 
have  any  other  chief  but  Louis  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  ne  whom  it  has,  in 
its  wisdom,  chosen  at  the  first  elections  1**  Another  says,  ''  Louis  Na^ 
poleon  Bonaparte,  named  by  six  millions  of  electors  President  of  the 
French  Republic,  will  be,  notwithstanding  all  the  efforts  of  the  Mon- 
tagnards  and  the  Whites,  re-elected  President  for  ten  years,  in  1852." 
But,  there  is  a  reverse  to  medal.  A  Parisian  calculator  gives  as  the 
result  of  his  studies,  that  "  The  Constitution  will  not  be  revised ;  there 
will  be  in  1852  neither  empire,  nor  royalty,  for  the  Republic  will 
triumph,  and  Louis  Napoleon  Bonaparte  will  re-enter  private  life."  A 
Mr.  L.  P.,  of  la  Charite  sur  Loire,  says :  *'  The  Constitution  will  not 
be  revised,  that  is  the  will  of  the  people ;  it  will  not  have  Louis  Na- 
poleon Bonaparte  for  an  emperor,  and  the  Republic  will  triumph  in  the 
year  1852."  Another,  again,  predicts  as  follows :  *'  A  cataclysm,  I 
mean  to  say  a  happy  revolution,  which  will  make  old  Europe  young 
again,  and  impart  to  it  a  new  life,  by  giving  to  it  new  institutions,  is 
preparing  for  1852." 

This  last  prediction  may  be  taken  at  about  the  same  value  as  some 
communicated  by  a  correspondent  to  the  "  Almanach  Comique,"  to  the 
effect  that,  in  the  year  1852,  justice  will  be  done  to  poor  humpies,  and 
that  they  shall  no  longer  be  excluded  from  the  House  of  Assembly ; 
that  an  electoral  urn  will  be  constructed,  so  short,  that  M.  Thiers  can 
drop  in  it  his  vote  personally;  that  an  English  pharmaceutist  will  marry 
Queen  Pomar^ ;  that  the  directors  of  Califomian  societies  will  resume 
their  old  avocations  as  street  conjurors ;  and  that  ''  those  who  frequent 
the  resfauranis  of  the  Boulevards  des  Italiens,  and  who  habitually  in- 
dulge in  the  very  best  Bordeaux,  will  enjoy  excellent  health,  and  will 
continue  to  find  that  everything  is  for  the  best  in  the  best  possible  of 
all  worlds  I" 

Almost  all  the  Almanacs  unite  in  saying  something  upon  the  subject 
of  canards,  or  ducks,  a  term  used  to  designate  false  news  propagated  for 
the  benefit  of  speculators  upon  'Change.  The  honour  of  having  first 
applied  the  name  of  a  domestic  palmipede  to  an  absurdity,  to  which  an 
amount  of  probability  is  conferred  according  to  the  inventive  genius  of 
the  promulgator,  is  claimed  by  the  Belgians.  A  certain  Comelissen,  of 
Antwerp,  with  the  view  to  shame  the  writers  of  ridiculous  articles  in  the 
newspapers,  announced  one  day  that  a  curious  experiment  had  been  just 
tried,  to  prove  the  immense  voracity  of  ducks.  Twenty  of  these  birds 
having  been  got  together,  one  was  chopped  into  small  pieces,  feathers 
and  all,  and  served  up  to  the  remaining  nineteen,  who  disposed  of  their 
comrade  in  no  time.  One  of  the  remaining  nineteen  was  then  served 
in  the  same  manner,  and  similarly  disposed  of ;  and  so  on,  to  the  last, 
who  in  eating  the  nineteenth,  could  be  fairly  shown  to  have  devoured 
nineteen  other  ducks  within  a  given  space  of  time.  This  story,  as 
veracious  as  that  of  the  interesting  combat  of  the  two  Kilkenny  cats — 
the  conqueror  having  only  a  tail,  like  a  fox-hunter,  to  boast  of — after 
going  the  round  of  the  newspapers,  was  brought  back,  after  the  lapse  of 
a  few  years,  as  original  from  America.  This  is  the  account  given  in  the 
'' Annuaire"  of  the  Royal  Academy  of  Belgium  for  1851. 

The  French,  however,  claim  the  creation  of  this  honourable  term  of 
distinction.     One  Claude  Buret,  President  of  Moulins,  in  Bourbonnais, 
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pobfished  a  work  on  oatural  history  in  tiie  year  1605,  in  which  he  de- 
moted a  whole  chapter  to  the  consideration  of  certain  trees  in  Scotland 
and  Ireland,  and  the  adjacent  islands,  which  gave  birth  not  only  to  ducks 
hut  to  geese  also. 

Unfortunately  for  the  validity  of  this  chum,  the  legend  reooided  by 
President  Duret  is  only  the  old  story  of  the  tree*goose  of  the  OrkneyiB^ 
related  by  Saxo  iSrammatictis  in  the  twelfi^  oentory,  and  by  maiigr 
other  writers,  long  before  the  time  of  the  president.  In  more  modem 
times,  Boece,  the  Scottish  historian,  and  Gerard,  in  his  *' Herbal," 
attributed  the  origin  of  the  goose  to  the  transformatkia  of  the  barnacle 
{Pentalcumis  anai^erajy  or  the  goose-beating  lepas  or  pentalasmis,  so 
ofken  found  adhering  to  floating  UooIgs  of  wsod,  to  piles,  and  the  halls 
of  vessels.  Henee  rae  bemide  or  Inmade-goose  {Anser  bendcia)  has 
received  its  name. 

The  fVBsident  does  «et,  indeed,  claim  the  invention  of  tins  long  pro- 
pagated illusion,  but  alludes  himself  to  Fulgosus,  Scaliger,  Van  Botere,  and 
a  host  of  other  writers,  who  had  treated  of  the  sul^ect  previously.  It 
appears,  however,  from,  his  narrative,  that  so  much  interest  was  excited  by 
the  story  of  the  goose-bearing  tree,  that  Francis  I.  sent  to  tlie  Oricoeye  m 
seeds  or  cuttings ;  but  he  only,  after  much  trouble  and  renewed  applications, 
soooeeded  in  getting  a  **  certain  diell,  not  very  large,  in  which  there  was 
a  littie  bird,  the  tips  of  the  wings,  of  the  beak,  and  feet,  being  almost 
perfect,  and  adhering  to  the  extremities  of  the  said  shell.  The  learned 
men,  to  whom  this  king  was  a  fieither  and  a  '  magnificent  amateur,'  de- 
daeed  from  these  appearances  that  this  little  bird  had  moulted  in  its  dielL** 
This  was,  no  doubt,  the  bamade,  and  the  goose-tree  was  no  other  than 
the  old  wood  on  which  that  mollusk  is  so  often  found. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  it  is  from  the  goose  or  dock-tree  of  President  Duret 
that  a  writer  in  the  '*  Almanach  Frophetique"  avers  that  these  ducks 
are  detached  which  fly  now-a-days  in  the  newspapers.  The  "  Almanach 
Comiqu€^  g^ves  an  amusing  illustration  of  the  speculators  en  'Change 
swallowiBg  the  ducks  that  are  daily  let  fly  in  the  **•  Salle  de  la  Bourse.*' 
A  sorry  meal  they  must  make.  The  ^  Almanach  de  rillustration"  gives 
also  an  illustrated  example  of  the  most  exorbitant  duck  lately  fledged, — 
a  statement  which  appeared  in  the  papers,  to  the  eflect  that  one  of  the 
lions  of  the  collection  in  ihe  Garden  of  Plants  had  been  stolen  away. 
The  lion,  they  argue  with  the  pencil  rather  than  with  the  pen,  must  have 
been  asleep,  or  in  so  amiable  a  mood  that  we  may  expect  to  hear  of  his 
appearance  at  the  **  Bourse,"  or  that  he  has  been  sitting  for  his  portrait 
to  some  adventurous  daguerreotypist. 

The  types  selected  fiom  the  reports  of  the  correctional  polioe  are,  as 
usual,  full  of  character.  It  has  been  said  that  there  stiM  exist  persons  in 
France  who  believe  that  Napoleon  lives,  but  few  have  been  found  to  con- 
tribute an3rthing  but  a  smile  to  such  a  statement.  Here,  however,  is  a 
pontive  illustration  of  the  £Bct,  not  in  some  remote  village  of  Anvergne, 
but  in  Paris  itseff. 

Giboulard,  an  old  soldier,  who  had  seen  forty  years  of  service,  was 
brought  before  the  magistrate,  or  president,  as  such  an  oflicial  is  de- 
signated on  the  other  side  of  the  Channel.  Hurrying  to  the  bar,  he 
expressed  himself  as  follows : 

GibmUard, — ^You  see,  colonel. 
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Frendent^ — You  are  not  beforp  a  council  of  war.    Call  me  President. 

Giboulard. — Yes,  coloneL  You  see  it  was  tlie  Idth  of  August,  the  fiie  day 
of  my  emperor.  "  Giboulard,"  I  said  to  myself,  "  my  boy,  you  shall  go  and 
make  little  circles  in  the  water.**  I  must  tell  you,  colonel,  why  I  make  little 
circles  in  the  water. 

President. — I  have  told  you  already,  I  am  not  a  coloneL 

Gibcuiard. -^Chiit  I  silence !  all  right !  I  shall  conform  to  the  coimtersign, 
colonel.  It  is  as  if  «ome  one  said  you  had  been  to  the  canal  of  St.  Martin, 
and  thrown  a  pebble  into  it.  For,  you  see,  tiie  emperor  is  not  dead, — mere 
rumours  that  are  spread  about.  So  when  I  throw  a  pebble  into  the  water,  it 
makes  little  circles,  and  I  see  the  emperor^s  face  in  them. 

President. — To  the  ftict  I 

A  Voice, — Yes,  to  the  fact.  Was  it  to  see  the  emperor*8  face  that  you  threw 
pebbles  into  my  fish-globe  that  stood  at  my  shop^oor? 

Giboiiiard, — Certainly,  the  proof  of  it  is  that  I  liad  put  on  tlie  uniform  in 
which  Napoleon  and  I  won  the  battle  of  Austerlitz ;  and  I  was  about  to  shout, 
**  He  will  return !  he  will  return  !*  when  monsieur  came  forth,  and  said,  "  Here 
he  is  r^  Colonel,  1  am  ashamed  to  say  what  followed.  I  receiTed  mootieur^ 
boot  at  the  spot  where  rabbits  liave  their  tails.  I  could  not  bear  it.  I  gave 
monsieur  a  slap  in  return. 

The  Voice. — Yes,  and  kicks  innumerable,  Monsieur  le  Prdsideni :  and 
blows  with  the  fist.  Monsieur  le  President ;  and  blows  with  all  kinds  of  tilings. 

President. — So  that,  in  fact,  you  fought  on  both  sides. 

Giboulard  and  the  Voice. — Dame  I 

President. — I  cannot  see  in  that  case 

Giboulard. — Why  I  complain,  colonel?  Here  it  is.  While  I  was  making 
little  circles  to  see  if  the  emperor  would  come  back, — for  the  emperor  is  not 
dead,  colonel* — mere  rumours  that  are  circulated. 

President. — Get  on. 

Giboulard. — 1  had  my  costume  of  old  guard,  with  my  hat  covered  with  hair, 
and  monsieur  has  smashed  my  hat,  and  torn  off  the  lappels  of  my  coat,  so  that, 
if  the  emperor  came  back,  he  would  not  know  me ;  and  government  pretends 
that  there  is  no  regiment  in  the  army  that  wears  that  uniform  now,  so  that  I 
cannot  get  back  my  equipments.  Idonsieur  ought  to  make  good  tlia  dumagR 
done.     I  do  not  care  if  he  gets  the  things  from  the  Temple? 

President. — Accused  Loustalot,  what  have  you  to  say  ? 

The  Voie€, — Since  M.  Giboulard  has  made  little  circles  in  my  globe,  I  have 
three  fish  that  are  ill.    One  of  them  has  turned  green. 

Presidents— The  complaint  is  dismissed. 

Gibcuiard  (going  away). — Ah !  if  the  emperor  should  come  baok ! 

There  is  a  not  a  bad  story  of  a  fellow,  who  was  in  the  habit  of  behaying 
hinwelf  with  rudeness  and  insolence  in  public,  and  who,  when  asked  for 
his  card,  attempted  to  terrify  his  adversary  by  caving  the  address  of  a 
noted  master  of  the  sword  exercise ;  some  one,  however,  more  resolute 
than  others,  resolved  to  seek  redress  even  from  the  adept  in  the  art  of 
self-defence,  found  him  to  be  quite  a  different  person,  And  the  man  of 
insolent  manners  to  be  a  mere  recreant  cowardly  barber! 

It  appears  that  the  assumption  of  the  character  of  a  police-offieer,  not 
uncommon  in  the  eountry,  is  also  practised  occasionally  in  the  Frenoh 
capital.  Moreau,  who  had  received  from  his  godfaiher  the  misnomers  of 
Aime  and  Modeste-— charming  names,  but  totally  undeserved — was  yeiy 
fond  of  gpuQgerbread.  He  did  not  even  care  if  it  had  been  exposed  to  the 
sun.  That  is  a  mere  question  of  taste ;  there  are  some  people  who  like 
barley-sugar  that  is  well  coated  with  dust  Moreau  was  waJkiag  in  the 
market  I«noir,  when  he  spied  an  old  lady  selling  his  fiivmirite  dslicaqr> 
His  plan  to  partake  of  some  was  acted  upon  in  a  moment : 
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"  Mother!"  said  he,  struttinfl;  up  to  the  gingerbread-dealer,  with  an  air  of 
official  importance,  *'  you  must  toUow  me  !** 

"Whereto?" 

**  To  Monsieur  le  Commissaire,^ 

"What  for?" 

"  Because  you  are  selling  illegally." 

"  You  are  an  informer,  then  ?" 

**  I  am  an  officer  of  police.  Do  nut  insult  the  authorities.  I  am  an  agent 
especially  charged  with  the  superintendence  of  gingerbread ',  the  manufacturers 
whereof  are  suspected  of  using  deleterious  materials." 

"  Come,  now !  why,  it  lias  some  slight  medical  effect,  but  such  as  is  anything 
but  unwholesome;  why,  just  as  well  forbid  the  sale  of  grapes  which  produce 
the  same  relief.    Will  you  please  to  taste  them  ?" 

"  Not  bad!  but  it  is  no  use  discussing  the  matter.    You  must  follow  me.*' 

"  My  good  sir,  you  will  make  me  lose  a  whole  day." 

"  My  duty  before  everything.  I  will  say  a  word  in  your  favour  to  the  com- 
missary." 

'*  Oh  1  do  not  take  me,  I  beg  of  you ;  I  have  a  husband  and  five  children  to 
feed." 

"  I  pity  you,  hut  I  must  live  also ;  I  have  40  sous  for  every  arrest.  Listen  ; 
I  am  a  good  fellow,  give  me  the  40  sous,  I  will  let  you  go." 

"  Wliat !  40  ronds,  my  little  chap  ?    You  are  a  cheat ;  1*11  answer  for  it." 

Other  tradespeople  had  overheard  the  conversation.  Moreau  was  sur- 
rounded, and  himself  conveyed  to  the  commissary's,  and  from  thence 
before  a  magistrate,  who  sentenced  him  to  six  months'  of  durance  vile. 

A  specimen  of  a  Parisian  begging-letter  is  not  without  interest.  The 
imposter  professes  to  be  a  great  traveller ;  and  here  is  the  narrative  of  his 
joumeyings : 

TBAVELS  OF  THE  SIEDB  TOaEAU,  MECHANICIAN,  NATIVE  OF  UEKBEOLES  (SAONE 

ET  LOIEE),  AGED  FORTY  TEARS. 

I  have  visited  the  principal  cities  of  France,  and  have  always  frequented  the 
company  of  people  that  were  respected  and  vaccinated. 

I  have  travelled  in  Africa,  where  I  saw  many  victims,  on  the  side  of  the 
Arabs  as  well  as  on  ours. 

I  arrived  in  Paris  by  the  Dauphin^,  Bourgogne,  and  La  Chapelle. 

I  went  to  Havre  to  join  in  the  whale  fishery  with  the  gallant  Captain 
Mouton.  Mouion  by  name,  but  a  very  lion  for  fishing.  We  caught  a  great 
many  trouts,  and  then  we  went  to  China,  more  than  150  leagues  from  Vau- 
girard. 

On  our  return  to  France  we  visited  the  islands  of  Bourbon  and  La  Reunion 
in  a  tempest ;  we  then  took  the  correspondence  to  Brazil,  where  are  manu- 
factures of  diamonds. 

Another  tempest  cast  us  on  the  Cape  Verd  Islands,  so  called  on  account  of 
the  parrots  by  which  they  are  infested,  and  where  the  Dutch — a  people  who 
invented  herrings— were  only  able  to  save  the  lives  of  twenty-two  of  us.  The 
rest  perished — bodies,  souls,  and  goods.  The  government  of  Senegal,  a  proud 
government,  sent  us  home  to  France  at  its  expense,  deducting  the  mone}'s 
which  we  had  preserved  as  religiously  as  the  pupils  of  our  eyes. 

On  my  return  to  my  country,  the  only  one  which  save  me  birth,  F  again  bade 
farewell  to  its  beautiful  blue  sky,  and  departed  on  a  pilgrimage  to  that  venerated 
isle  which  held  prisoner  for  twenty  long  years  the  hero  cherished  by  France  and 
the  terror  of  his  enemies.  His  tomb  lay  in  a  deep  and  narrow  valley,  over- 
shadowed by  a  few  weeping  willows,  so  called  on  account  of  the  grief  occasioned 
bv  the  death  of  the  hero.  A  clear  spring,  but  without  any  water,  caused  by 
the  heat,  which  is  so  great  that  eggs  are  laid  there  without  the  assistance  of 
the  smallest  fowl ;  a  muddy  and  limpid  stream  flowed  at  two  paces'  distance 
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from'^the  hero*8  boot8»  and  the  cup  which  every  one  uses  to  drink  from  is  still 
there.  The  visitor  uses  it  with  compunction,  when  he  learns  that  it  was  in 
this  cup  that  the  monster  Hudson  Lowe  poured  the  poisoned  coffee  which 
killed  the  great  Napoleon  in  the  flower  of  his  fifty-two  years  of  age. 

His  residence  was  called  Longwood ;  just  as  any  one  would  say  RueAlbony, 
in  Paris :  it  is  a  local  name.  The  character  of  the  English  is  well  shown  in 
this.  The  island  of  St.  Helena  is  the  more  unhealthy,  as  it  is  inhabited  by 
manyJEngUsh  of  both  sexes;  it  is  ten  miles  in  circumference,  and  the  Black 
Rock  is  seen  from  a  distance  of  ten  leagues  at  sea  by  any  one  who  is  there. 

The  navigation  ended,  I  once  more  returned  to  my  native  country,  where  I 
wrought  as  a  mechanist  in  various  workshops.  M.  Guizot  was  about  confiding  to 
me  a  literary  mission,  when  to  my  misfortune  the  tempest  of  February  broke  out. 

I  underwent  many  fatigues  in  my  journeyings.  I  beg  you  will  excuse  me 
if  I  venture  to  tell  you  that  I  wish  to  live. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

TOREAU. 

The  author  of  this  delectable  piece  of  composition  was  sentenced  to  a 
month's  imprisonment.  Any  schoolboy  would  have  deserved  as  much. 
Cork  pavings,  electrical  canons,  electric  lights,  and  the  proposal  of  M. 
Valendemies,  actually  being  put  into  practice^  of  filling  the  Seine  with 
the  fish  of  other  rivers,  among  which  a  carp,  a  perch  (Perca  luciop€rca\ 
and  the  great  Siluris  glanu,  the  only  European  species  of  the  remark- 
able family  of  Siluridse,  are  topics  of  the  past  year  commented  upon 
with  good-natured  ridicule  by  the  lively  Parisians. 

There  are  three  things  that  the  Parisians,  they  say  of  themselves, 
throw  out  of  the  window — their  time,  their  health,  and  their  money. 
Some,  however,  grow  careful  in  theb  old  days,  retire  to  some  quiet 
guartievy  where  visitors  are  less  numerous  and  temptations  less  flagrant. 
Others  even  go  so  £u* — but  that  is  rare  with  the  true  Parisian — as  to 
take  a  countiy-house,  we  should  say  a  suburban  residence,  but  with  a 
Parisian  a  hundred  yards  beyond  the  city  gates  is  country.  But  even 
here  he  is  followed  by  that  nuisance  of  every  country  and  every  clime — 
the  family  friend — who  exhibits  his  peculiarities  m  a  country-house, 
something  in  the  same  manner  as  he  does  in  the  town-house,  when  he 
complains  that  the  family-plate  is  not  after  the  latest  £ashion : 

Happy  the  Parisian  who  does  not  possess  a  country-house — he  can  then 
devote  himself  to  those  of  his  friends. 

A  householder  of  Meudon  or  of  Fontenay  is  the  slave  of  his  plants  and  his 
trees.  The  whole  year  round  he  weeds  them,  waters  them,  prunes  them,  dis- 
invests  them  of  caterpillars,  and  then,  when  his  toil  and  attention  is  rewarded  ' 
by  a  beautiful  flower,  the  perfume  of  which  he  respectfully  enjoys  at  a  dis- 
tance, in  the  fear  of  hurting  its  bloom  by  a  rude  approach;  a  Parisian,  who 
has  invited  himself  to  dinner  on  Sunday,  cuts  it  down  without  remorse  I  So 
it  is  with  the  apricots  and  peaches ;  if  there  are  a  few  that  excel  in  size  and 
ripeness,  depend  upon  it  that  the  terrible  Parisian  will  gather  them  without 
compunction ;  lucky,  indeed,  if  he  does  not  use  the  stone  as  a  missile  with 
which  to  attack  the  cucumber  frame. 

When  the  Parisian  is  a  married  man,  he  makes  a  bouquet  of  the  most 
beautiful  flowers  in  the  garden,  and  when  his  razzia  is  over,  he  lias  the  bar- 
barity to  display  the  result  in  triumph  to  tlie  unfortunate  proprietor.  A  trap 
for  Parisians  would  be  far  more  useful  in  a  country-house  than  broken  glass 
on  the  walls. 

The  Parisian  Nimrod  has  a  far  more  local  type.     If  we  are  to  believe 
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the  reporter  of  his  exploits  in  the  '^  AlmanKh  CoBuqae,"  the  result  is  an 
ayerage  destraction  on  the  plain  of  St.  Denis,  eveiy  Ist  of  September^  c/i 
150  dogs  killed  or  wounded.  On  the  other  hand,  the  few  hares  and' 
rabbits  that  inhabit  that  said  plain  genendlj  die  of  old  age.  There  are 
some  Parinan  sportsmen  who  are  such  £uiatics  in  the  pursuit  of  game, 
that  they  even  find  comfort  in  having  sent  their  whole  diaige  into  poor 
Azor's  body,  inasmuch  as>  on  their  return  home,  they  can  at  least  boaai. 
of  having  killed  something. 

And  now,  to  conclude,  wilh  a  story  which  belongs  to  the  class  of  super- 
natural incidents,  and  that  in  one  of  its  most  curious  phases,  where  there 
are  two  coincidences — coincidence  of  time,  and  coincidence  of  three 
witnesses.  It  has  also  the  advantage,  as  fiar  as  we  know,  of  beings 
quite  new : 

At  the  time  when  the  great  revolution  broke  out  in  France,  Count  de  Malet 
de  Coupigny  iahabited  the  chfllteau  of  Louverval,  between  Bapaume  and 
Cambrai.  There  lived  with  him  two  sisters,  one  known  as  Mademoiselle  de 
Lamotte ;  the  other  a  nun  of  the  Abbey  of  Guillenghien.  An  apartment  was 
also  reserved  for  their  maternal  uncle,  rhilip  Charles  Bernard  de  Briois,  Abb6 
of  the  celebrated  Abbey  of  St.  Vaast ;  but  the  abbot  had  remained  in  the  city 
of  Arras,  notwitfastanding  the  danger  of  persecution,  and  it  was  veiy  seldoaa 
that  he  came  to  the  family  mansion. 

One  evening,  during  the  reign  of  terror,  M.  de  Coupigny  was  seated  at 
supper  with  his  sisters  in  the  dining-room  of  Louverval,— a  great  room  whidi 
coDununicated  by  a  door  with  glasa«lights  in  it  with  an  ante-chamber  on 
the  one  side,  and  on  tlie  other  with  a  saloon,  beyond  which,  again,  were  the 
rooms  occupied  by  the  Abb^  de  Briois.  Suddenly  the  nun  of  Guillenghien 
rose  up,  with  an  expression  of  the  greatest  surprise,  exclaiming,  at  the  same 
time,  "  Heavens,  here  is  my  unde,  the  Abb6  of  St.  Vaast  T 

All  looked  round ;  the  glass^oor  was  open,  and  M.  de  Briois  was  seen,  quite 
distinctly  by  all  present,  dressed  in  full  canonicals,  to  cross  the  dining-roem,  to 
bow  most  politely,  but  with  a  grave  and  serious  air,  to  the  party,  and  then  to 
pass  out  by  the  door  of  the  saloon.  The  three,  at  first  struck  dumb  with 
surprise,  having  recovered  themselves,  hastened  to  follow  their  uncle.  They 
thought  that,  being  obliged  to  fly  from  Arras,  he  had  come  to  take  refuge  at' 
Louverval,  and  they  expected  to  find  him  in  Iris  own  room,  but  no  one  was  to 
be  seen  there.  The  chd,teau  was  explored,  and  the  search  was  even  carried 
iuto  the  garden  and  neighbouring  woods,  but  no  traces  of  the  abbot  having 
been  there  could  be  found.  Night  was  passed  in  the  greatest  anxiety.  The 
next  morning  an  express  arrived  from  Arras,  bearing  the  sad  tidings  that  M.  de 
Briois  had  perished  on  the  scaffold  the  previous  evening,  precisely  at  the  hour 
of  his  marvellous  appearance  in  the  mansion  of  Louverval! 

This  anecdote  is  told  as  a  fieimily  tradition,  the  portrait  of  the  Abb€ 
of  St.  Yaast  being  in  the  possession  of  one  of  his  collateral  descendants, 
the  Baroness  Auguste  de  la  Grange. 
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Chapteb  VIIL 

Not  having  the  Fleecjboroufi^h  ceDSus-paper  at  hand,  we  are  unahle 
to  say  what  age  the  lovely  Angelena — ^Mias  filant — returned  henelf  at» 
hut  her  mamma  admitted  she  was  out  of  her  teens,  while  a  rival  mamma 
would  very  likely  set  her  down  at  thirty  or  more.  Be  that,  however, 
as  it  may,  she  had  all  the  worldly  experience  of  a  woman  of  thirty. 
She  had  flirted  with  and  jilted  half  the  young  men  during  their  passage 
through  the  regiment ;  Comets  Cubley,  Disher,  DazzTer,  Dibs,  and 
Shaver;  Lieutenants  Dancewell,  Wildblood,  Bouquet,  and  Gape,  courting 
as  a  soldier's  daughter  ought  to  court — by  ike  word  of  command — making 
up  to  this  man  when  told  he  was  a  ''catch"— chopping  over  to  that  when 
advised  he  was  ^  better."  Her  present  Uaiaon  was  with  our  little  pi^ 
eyed  friend,  Comet  Jug,  a  beardless  boy,  equally  enamoured  of  his  bottle 
and  her.  He  would  be  an  honourable  when  his  grandpapa,  old  Lord 
Pitcher  went  to  the  ''  well."  Invincible  Tom  was  now  coming  to  cut 
him  oat.  Singularly  enough,  the  band  struck  up  ^*  See  the  conquering 
beio  eomes^  as  Tom  dash^  up  to  the  door  of  the  colonel's  barrack-house 
in  a  Fleeevboroagh  fly  on  the  day  of  the  ihi  dantanie^  as  Mrs.  Colonel 
Blunt  called  it,  or  the  ''ear-ache  and  stomach-ache,"  as  the  old 
cok>nel  christened  it. 

'<  Mr.  Hall!"  "  Mr.  Hoar!"  "  Mr.  Horn !"  announced  three  consecutive 
Heavysteed  Dragoon  footmen,  as  our  fat  friend  elbowed  his  way  up«etairs 
into  the  coloneFs  little  rooms,  now  looking  less  by  the  profusion  of  haiiy 
heavies  simpering  their  vapid  inanities  over  the  perspiring,  and  therelbre 
thoroughly  happy,  rank,  beauty,  and  £uhion  of  Fleecyborough.  Dancing 
teas  not  being  much  in  vogue  m  that  neighbourhood,  some  of  the  beauties 
were  attired  in  evening,  some  in  morning,  dresses — the  ohotee  mostlikdy 
being  a  good  deal  influenced  by  the  symmetry  of  their  figures  or  the  state 
of  their  wardrobea.  Miss  Blunt  bong  of  the  slim,  not  to  say  scraggy 
order,  capable  of  improvement  by  nulUneiy,  was  in  an  elegit  Turkish 
trouser-sleeved  tarlatan  double-skirted  muslin  dress,  that  seemed  unde« 
cided  whether  it  would  be  a  morning  or  an  evening  one.  It  was  made 
as  a  tunic,  both  skirts  trimmed  all  round  with  plaited  pink  ribbon  and 
very  broad  machinery  lace.  She  also  wore  a  black  macninery  lace  iacket 
with  most  voluminous  sleeves,  showing  her  arms  well  up  to  the  elbows. 
These  were  heavily  laden  with  jewellery,  for  though  hex  well-disdplined 
mind  would  not  allow  of  her  thinkine  for  "  one  moment'*  of  a  man  without 
her  "  beloved  parents'  approval,"  she  nevertheless  exercised  a  sound  dis- 
cretion of  her  own  with  regard  to  keeping  their  presents^  and  her  hands 
and  arms  were  perfect  tro^y-bearera  of  her  eyes.  There,  in  the  shane 
of  rings,  and  lockets,  and  chains,  and  bracelets,  and  armlets,  glittered  the 
spoils  of  war — ^the  honours  of  many  sieges.  She  could  have  furnished  a 
conquest  department  in  the  Cirstal  Palace.  One  might  almost  read  the 
characters  of  her  lovers  in  theur  presents.  In  the  mUd,  fairy-like  web  of 
that  tnrquoise-studd^  Venetian  chain  breathes  the  soft  languishing  notes 
of  lieutenant  Bouquet — that  fiery-eyed  serpent  darts  the  despaixing 
passion  of  Lieutenant  Wildblood — in  that  plain  gold  armlet  with  the 
sparkling  diamond  heart  we  rend  the  cruel  case  of  Comet  Dibs— that 
sikowy,  never-going  armlet  watch  tells  the  deception  that  waa  practised 
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upon  honest  Gape — the  bacchanalian-grouped  cameo  proclaims  tbe  taste 
of  little  Jug.     But  to  our  dashing  Tom. 

There  was  a  general  lull  and  stare,  and  nudging,  and  putting  up  of 
eye-glasses,  as,  red-faced  and  hot,  our  friend  forced  his  way  mto  the  room, 
the  officers  eyeing  him  with  pity  as  the  next  yictim,  the  ladies  feeling 
somewhat  hurt  at  Mrs.  Blunt  trenching,  as  it  were,  on  their  presenre* 
«  Not  that  they,  &c.— ^^  &c.*' 

'^  How  ABB  TE,  Hall  ?"  roared  the  colonel,  who  was  standing  in  full 
tmiform,  looking  like  a  red  hot  globe  in  the  centre  of  the  little  room,  the 
perspiration  standing  on  his  bald,  but  still  darkly-fringed  head.  '*  How 
ABE  T£,  Hall?"  repeated  he,  extending  an  enormous  fin  of  an  arm. 
And  drawing  Tom  towards  him,  he  shot  him  forward  with  a  force  that 
cannon'd  him  against  his  wife  and  daughter. 

''  Let  me  introduce  my  darter,"  observed  the  former,  on  recovering  her 
equilibrium.  '^Angelena,  my  love,  Mr.  Hall;  Mr.  Hall,  my  darter 
Angelena." 

The  happy  couple  then  made  their  obeisances  like  combatants  entering 
the  arena,  and  again  the  sur^ng  roar  of  conversation  rose  and  over- 
whelmed what  followed.  The  small  room  was  crammed  to  suffocation ; 
and  the  gallant  men  were  so  intent  on  guarding  the  fair,  that  they  seemed 
to  have  put  on  all  their  accoutrements,  and  brought  everything,  except 
their  horses,  into  the  room. 

"  Oh,  my  toe !"  squeaked  little  Miss  Smiley,  as  Captain  Dash  came 
down  upon  it  with  his  spur.  '^  That's  my  foot,  sir !"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Benson,  as  Captain  Pippin  began  to  drum  upon  it  with  his  sword. 
'^  Would  you  have  the  kindness  to  move  a  little  that  way  ?"  asked  Mrs. 
Makepiece,  mUdly;  '^the  peak  of  your  helmet  is  piercing  my  back." 
But  we  must  leave  these  minor  casualties  in  favour  of  the  greater  actors 
in  this  our  drama. 

Most  regular  flirts  have  a  set  form  of  attack,  and  Angelena's  was  of 
the  most  direct  and  positive  order.  She  always  advised  young  men  to 
have  their  pictures  taken.  *'  Oh,  dear !  she  thought  it  such  a  pity  for 
men  not  to  be  ^  pinted,' "  as  she  called  it,  for  she  had  an  elegant  way  of 
making  her  ^a's'  into  'i's,'  and  committing  other  extravag^ces  with  the 
English  language.  ^'  She  thought  it  such  a  pity  for  men  not  to  be 
^  pin  ted'  when  they  were  young  and  handsome.  Wouldn't  he  now — 
wouldn't  he  have  his  portrait  'pinted?'"  and  she  would  look  in  the 
goose's  grinning  face  in  the  most  winning,  beseeching  way  possible.  She 
had  sent  a  dozen  fools  to  the  "  pinter's,"  and  was  just  advising  little  Jog 
to  have  his  unmeaning  mug  taken  when  the  new  conquering  hero  arrived. 
She  ^  at"  Tom  most  vigorously — eyes,  nose,  mouth,  ears,  hands,  and  all. 
After  an  icebreaker  about  the  weather,  she  diverged  at  once  into  the  army. 
<*  So  he  was  goinef  into  Lord  Lavender's  Hussars !  Well !"  continued 
she,  clasping  her  hands,  and  turning  her  green  eyes  up  to  the  dirty 
ceiling.  "  Ah  I  she  had  heard — she  had  hoped — but  no  matter — Lord 
Lavender's  was  a  lovely  corps — the  finest  out  of  the  line.  Such  uni- 
forms !  Heavies  in  the  morning,  and  Hussars  at  night.  Wouldn't  he 
now — ^wouldn't  he  have  his  portrait  *  pinted  ?'  In  the  hassar  uniform, 
with  his  busby  on  ?  Nothing  so  becoming  as  a  busby.  It  was  such  a 
pity  for  men  not  to  be  'pinted'  when  they  were  young  and  handsome," 
dropping  her  voice  as  she  uttered  the  word  handsome,  and  looking  at 
Tom  as  if  she  was  utterly  annihilated  by  his  beauty. 
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^'I  8AT»  Haxx!  I've  bcads  tbb  hatch  with  old  Hidx,"  roared 
the  colonely  at  this  interestiDg  period.  ''  You  know  what  I  meajt, 
Gripzb  and  Holdfast  I    It's  for  Fbidat — ten  sovs. — P.P.;  so 

TOU  COME  AND  SEE  IT,  AND  DINE  WITH  US  AFTER  ;  AND  NOW  AnOB- 

LENAy  MY  DEAR,"  Continued  he,  at  a  signal  from  his  wife^  '^  sing  us 
*  Marble  Halls,'  '  The  Soldier  tired,'  or  something  to  keep  us 
WARM.  He — he — he  I  haw — hato — haw!  ho — ho — Ao/"  the  colonel 
Hopping  the  perspiration  from  his  head  with  a  great  snuff-coloured 
hanaana. 

And  Fihs,  and  Stalker,  and  Pippin,  and  all  the  jolly  subs,  *'  he— ho-— 
he'd"  and  '<  haw — haw— haw'd,"  as  if  he  said  the  wittiest  thing  in  the 
world.     Wondrous  are  the  pleasantries  of  the  powerful ! 

''  How  tiresome !"  muttered  Angelena,  aside,  to  our  Tom ;  adding,  in 
an  under-tone^  as  the  intelligent  youth  stood  with  his  mouth  open,  <<  well, 
come,  you  must  hand  me  to  the  piano,  and  turn  over  my  music  for  me ;" 
so  saying,  she  ran  her  Turkish-trousered,  highly-ornamented  arm  through 
Tom  s,  and  went  pushing,  and  pardoning,  and  excusing  her  way  through 
Ae  crowd,  the  lady  making  way  for  Tom,  instead  of  Tom  making  way 
for  her.  Arrived  at  the  piano,  she  ungloved  her  little  white  hands, 
the  taper  fingers  of  which  glittered  with  further  trophies  of  her  eyes, 
and  holding  up  her  arms  to  shuffle  her  manacles  into  their  places,  she 
again  cast  an  imploring  glance  at  our  hero,  and  whispered,  *'  Now,  don'i 
famt  about  the  ^  pin  ting.' " 

All  this  was  done  in  full  sight  of  little  Jug,  who  stood  biting  his  thick 
lips,  his  right  hand  clutching  his  sword  wmle  he  kept  thinking  what  a 
subject  Tom  would  be  to  exercise  it  upon. 

Then  miss  ran  her  taper  fingers  gaily  along  the  accustomed  notes  of 
Ae  old  tingling  instrument.  Her  mamma  cried  *^  h — u — s — s — shI" 
the  colonel  tapped  with  hb  sword  against  the  floor ;  Major  Fibs  clapped 
his  red  hands;  Mrs.  Makepiece  whispered  Mrs.  Jenkinson,  "What  a 
bore!"  Mrs.  Jenkinson  observed,  it  was  "just  a  show  off  for  them- 
selves ;"  while  Mrs.  Loveington  looked  at  her  three  charming  daughters, 
and  thowht  how  much  better  any  one  of  them  would  look  at  the  piano : 
above  all  which  envy,  hatred,  malice,  and  other  uncharitableness,  the 
rich,  clear  notes  of  the  syren  arose,  gradually  prevuling  o'er  the  noise. 
The  ladies  then  contented  themselves  vrith  shrugging  their  shoulders, 
raising  their  eyebrows,  and  making  sig^  expressive  of  contempt  of  the 

Gformance  and  their  pity  for  poor  Tom  Hall,  who  stood  pillorised 
ore  them,  looking  as  sensible  as  young  gentlemen  in  similar  circum- 
stances generally  do.  He  was  now  on  show  like  a  "  lively  turtle"  before 
dressing. 

When  the  sauall — an  Italian  one — was  over,  loud  and  vehement  was 
ihe  applause,  the  stamping,  the  clapping,  and  thumping.  Captain  Spill- 
man,  who  wanted  a  month's  leave  of  absence  to  go  and  have  a  turn  with 
Sir  Richard  in  Leicestershire,  cried,  "  Bravo,  bravo,  hravoy  bravissmo  /" 
and  clapped  his  hands  till  he  burst  the  seams  of  his  eighteenpenny  kids. 
Jug,  too,  squeaked  his  best,  though  he  couldn't  but  feel  that  Angelena 
was  playing  him  fiEdse.  Still  he  thought  she  would  never  take  such  a  lout 
as  Tom  Hall  in  preference  to  him.  It  must  just  be  because  Hall  was  a 
stranger ;  and  he  doubted  not  all  her  former  affection  would  return  as  soon 
as  they  were  together  again.  So  Jue  squeaked  a  good  squeaky  and  be- 
laboured his  hands  as  well.    The  lames,  too-^'dvary  tmthfttl  creatures— 
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amiftiided,  and  some  diew  nigb,  oomplimenting  the  corpulent  ooIoim^  on 
hs  daughter's  extraordinaxy  execution,  othen  flattering  hii  wifi»;  while 
Mrs;  Makepieoe,  who  had  just  passed  it  as  her  private  opinkm  to  Mr* 
Mackintosh  that  '*  the  giil  had  no  more  Toioe  than  a  peacock,"  rushed  yap 
to  Angelena,  and,  seizing  both  her  hands,  swune  them  like  pump- 
handles,  declaring  she  reminded  her  of  Catafami  in  her  best  days.  Tbo 
artless  girl  gave  a  de|»ecatorj  shake  of  her  prettily-shaped  head,  now 
dressed  in  the  Madonna  style,  and  replied,  ^  If  she  sang  well  enough  to 
^ease  her  perhaps  too  partial  firiends,  it  was  all  she  desired ;"  and  oar 
Tom,  who  was  still  hara  by,  thought  he  never  heard  a  more  aagelie 
speech. 

The  band  outside  then  struck  up  another  tune,  giving  freedom  of 
speech  to  the  lately  suppressed  voices;  and  little  Jug,  having  been 
primed  by  Captain  Dazzler  that  he  oughtn't  to  let  that  somedung  (bad 
word)  civilian  cut  him  out,  advanced,  widi  a  noisy,  free-and-easy,  aim- 
squaring  air,  and  thrusting  his  little  person  before  our  fat  Tom,  ezdaimedy 

*'  Now,  Angelena,  give  us  *  Drops  of  Brandy !'  * 

Angelena,  who  had  now  resumed  her  seat  at  the  piano,  took  no  notice 
of  him,  but  tumine  her  die*away  eyes  up  to  our  Tom,  said, 

**  Whaf  s  your  fivorite  tune,  Mr.  Hall  ?" 

And,  most  fortunately  lor  Tom's  musical  reputation,  the  lovely  Jaae 
Daisyfield  had  been  much  addicted  to  ''Jim  Crow,"  which  enabled 
Tom  to  cap  ''  Drops  of  Brandy"  by  asking  for  that  lively  air.  Then- 
iqpon  Angelina  struck  it  up  most  vigoroualy,  setting  all  the  heads  a 
bobbing,  and  even  the  pondeious  colonel's  feet  a  shuffling.  Great  ap- 
plause followed  the  execution,  and  Tom  felt  that  he  had  pofonned  quite 
a  feat  in  calling  for  it. 

After  this  there  vras  an  evident  signaling  and  signHoaking  going  on  in 
the  room,  and  presently  the  band  struck  up  '*  The  Roast  Beef  of  Old 
England;*'  whereupon  two  tawdrily-dressed  dragoon  footmen— much 
swm  looking  gentlemen  as  we  see  rinh  upon  a  stage  to  clear  it  of  chairs 
or  other  properties— commenced  an  assault  upon  the  wooden  partition  at 
the  back  of  the  piano,  and  presently  succeeded  in  ezponng  the  colonel's 
bedroom,  now  fitted  up  with  blue  and  white  calieo  as  a  tent,  with  a  tahfe 
of  refreshments  in  the  centre.  At  one  end  of  the  table  were  tea  and 
coffee — the  the  danmnie  that  the  colond  spoke  of  when  he  called  to  ask 
the  Halls — while  the  other  was  occupied  with  red  and  white  wine  negns^ 
iugs,  cut  decanters,  and  glasses.  On  tJie  centre  of  the  table  stood  a  thing 
like  a  glass  dumb-waiter,  surmounted  by  three  tiers  of  calves 'foot  jelly 
glasses,  and  flanked  on  either  side  by  the  mess  epergnes,  tastefeUy  fnled 
with  fruits  and  flowers,  the  handiwork  of  the  lovely  Angelina.  Between 
the  epergnes  and  the  silver  trays  at  the  ends  of  the  table  were  vrtne- 
ooolers,  with  nothing  in  theuL  Both  Mrs.  and  Miss  had  tried  hard  fer  a 
few  bottles  of  cheap  champagne,  but  the  colonel  had  most  resolutely 
resisted  any  such  extravagance,  observing,  that  if  they  onoe  b^gan  to  give 
champagne,  there  was  no  saying  how  mudi  a  mob  of  that  sort  would  mop 
up)  and  that  they  would  abuse  them  fer  more,  if  they  didn't  get  enough, 
than  praise  them  fer  giving  any.  Indeed,  the  colonel  had  been  bent  upon 
^ving  as  cheap  an  entertainment  as  possible,  having  first  of  all  calculated 
that  twenty  or  five«and-twenty  shillings,  judiciously  expended  in  fruit  and 
confectionary,  aided  by  the  great  attractions  of  ''our  oand"—"  finest  in 
the  service,"  ef  cotnse — wouU  give  such  an  ear-adie  and  stamach-ache  as 
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would  Efloply  requite  any  atienlioiu  they  had  reoayed  at  the  bandB  of  their 
Fleeeyboioug^h  fiienda. 

As  usual,  howerer^  with  such  uadertakiogs,  the  progpramme  extended 
as  the  arrangements  proceeded,  and  long  before  the  appointed  day  the 
five«and-twenty  shillings  had  grown  into  a  five  pound  note.  This  was, 
perhaps,  caused  a  good  deal  by  the  lithping  major  going  about  the  town 
talkine  of  the  ''  great  preparathons  they  were  making  tor  the  ball  at  the 
baitacKth — the  e-^fior-moth  ecthpenth  the  M  colonel  wath  going  to ;'' 
darkly  hinting  that  ^*  it  wathn't  impothible  the  old  Dook  might  be  down.** 
This  Jiad  the  desired  effect,  and  many  people  who  gave  good  dinners,  but 
not  to  the  military,  began  to  think  they  would  make  an  exception  in 
finrour  of  the  Hearysteed  Dragoons.  They  didn't  say,  point-blaak,  let's 
go  and  card  the  colond,  and  see  if  we  can  get  an  invite,  but  Mrs.  Free- 
body  said  casually  to  her  husband,  as  he  was  smacking  his  lips  afiter  his 
fourth  glass  of  port-wine,  ^  F.,  my  dear,  don't  you  think  you  might  as 
well  (hem)  call  (hem)  at  the  (hem)  baxraeks." 

**  Call  at  the  barracksP*  retorted  Freebody  (a  substantial  brewer), 
firing  up.  ^'  What  the  deuce  should  I  call  at  the  barracks  for  ?  Barracks 
indeed !  Why  these  people  get  their  beer  at  the  Jeny-^op;  what  should 
I  call  at  the  barracks  for  ?"  he  repeated,  fixing  his  blood-shot  eyes  on  his 
astonished  wife. 

^  Oh,  just  to  be  civil  to  the  military,"  replied  his  wife. 

<'  CivU  to  the  mOUatyr  exclaimed  Freebody.  '<  fFiU  they  be  ewd 
to  me  f — eat  my  dinners — drink  my  wine — and  call  me  a  base  mechanic 
behind  my  back.  Just  as  they  do  old  Jade  Gooseman.  No— hdo — no 
barrages  for  me,  I  thank'e;"  and  tfaereapon  he  filled  himself  an  overflow- 
ing bumper. 

"  Oh,  that  was  those  saucy  hussars,'*  replied  his  wife.  "  It  was  just 
like  thebr  impittanoe — thought  there  was  nobody  in  the  town  good  enough 
for  them  to  sociate  with ;  but  these  gents  seem  quite  different  sort  of 
gents;  anuable,  agreeable  young  people :  dance  vntb  all  the  girls  at  the 
balls— «t  least,  all  those  whose  houses  they  dine  at ;  and  the  c(^onel*s 
daughter  seems  a  most  genteel  young  person— <|uite  a  desirable  quaint- 
anoe  for  our  giris.  Besides,  they're  going  to  give  a  ball.  The  Busses 
are  asked,  pnd  the  Chinneys  are  asked,  and  the  Plummeys  aro  asked, 
and  the  Halls  are  asked,  and  it  would  be  such  a  thing  if  our  girls  were 
not  there." 

And  Freebody,  who  hated  the  Halls  more  than  there  is  any  occasion  to 
describe,  principally  because  old  Hall  had  ^  sivin-and-four'd"  one  of  his 
bilk  at  a  time  when  Freebody  was  not  thought  so  <'  highly  respectable" 
as  be  had  since  become ;  Freebody,  we  say,  hating  the  Hails,  and  other 
considerations  him  thereunto  moving,  was  at  length  induced  to  card  the 
colonel  And  many  others  being  similarlv  instigated,  the  five-and-twenty 
diiUing  soon  stood  a  very  poor  chance  ot  satisfying  all  the  requirements 
of  the  occasion.  However,  the  colonel  consoled  himself  under  the  in- 
creased expenditure,  by  thinking  that  he  had  good  six  months  to  eat  his 
returns  out  in  before  the  regiment  was  moved,  and  that  it  m^ht  not  be 
impolitic  to  endeavour  to  enlist  the  townspeople  in  aid  of  his  designs  upon 
Hidl.  Accordingly,  he  saw  the  calves'-foot  jelly,  and  jporcupine  ^nge 
cakes,  and  finger  cakes,  and  fruit — above  aU  me  job  cahco  for  the  tent- 
arrive  without  kicking  up  any  of  those  tremendous  shindies  that  he  was 
in  the  habit  of  doing  when  tmags  went  contrary  to  his  wishes.    And  this 
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reminds  ns  ihat,  having  got  so  far  in  the  entertainment  as  the  opening  of 
the  banqueting  bed-room  for  the  stomach-ache  part  of  the  the  dansante^  it 
may  be  as  well  for  the  reader  and  gaests  to  enter  together. 

Looking  at  the  coup  d'ceH  it  did  not  seem  as  if  the  colonel  had  mis- 
named the  entertainment;    for  hard-featured   apples,   harder-featared 
pears,  sour  plums,  and  bunches  of  questionable-looking  black  things,  that 
Angelena  not  inaptly  called  '' gripes  "-—(^  Let  me  help  you  to  some 
gripes — do  take  some  gripes  ?")-— formed  the  principal  features  of  the 
feast.     However,  they  were  well  set  on,  tastefully  decorated  with  flowers 
and  evergreens,  and  a  pleasantiy-duposed  public  accorded  the  usual  in- 
dulgence granted  to  bachelor  and  barrack  efforts.     Old  Miss  Fozington, 
to  be  sure,  with  her  accustomed  curiosity,  went  prying  about  with  her 
eye-glass,  guessing  that  this  was  borrowed,  that  hired,  the  fruit  a  cheap 
baxgun,  pinching  the  table-dotii  to  test  its  quality,  and  even  fishing  for 
the  mark  to  see  that  it  was  their  own.     But  even  she^  with  all  her 
talent  for  detraction,  could  not  but  admit  that  the  entertainment  was  not 
^<  so  bad,^  and  much  better  than  anything  that  Mrs.  Lovington,  or  even  the 
Empress  of  Morocco— as  they  called  Mrs.  Half  hide,  the  tanner's  wife,  who 
essayed  to  lead  the  Fleecyborough  fashion — ever  gave.     Indeed,  the 
whole  thing — ^the  name,  the  dansante — ^the  unwonted  hour — the  mixed  and 
uncertain  dress,  the  tent-like  room,  the  boisterous  band — above  all,  the 
dear,  delightful  barracks,  with  sentries  and  real  soldiers,  and  simpering 
officers  in  all  the  pomp  and  circumstance  of  war — ^led  the  imaginations  of 
the  excitable  ones  into  the  airy  regions  of  romantic  flight.    From  these 
pleasant  excursions,  just  as  the  tmng  was  in  full  swing — ^the  band  ij^ 
roarious,  and  all  hands  settied  to  their  game,  Miss  Spencer  at  Mr.  Fielding, 
Miss  Weathertit  at  Mr.  White  Brown,  Miss  Tinney  at  Mr.  Thompson, 
and  Anffelena  languishing  at  our  Tom,  as  she  offered  him  some  more 
'^gripes  — a  loud  tapping  was  heard  at  the  top  of  the  table,  and  pre- 
sentiy  Sir  Thomas  Tmmbleton  rose,  and  gave  indications  of  eloquence. 
Sir  "f  homas,  whose  fi&ther  was  a  great  army  tailor,  was  a  Dublin  Castle 
knight,  but,  like  all  truly  great  men,  condescending  withal — and  no  feast 
orfetej  or  wedding,  or  christening,  in  Fleecyborough,  or  within  a  radius 
of  three  miles,  was  considered  peifect  without  Sir  Thomas  Thimbleton 
of  Thimbleton  Park's  (as  he  called  his  cockney  villa  with  twenty  acres  of 
land)  presence.    He  alwiays  took  the  palavering  department  as  of  right, 
and,  though  a  man  of  flsw  words,  he  contrived  to  stretch  them  over  an 
extraordinary  space  of  time^  always,  if  possible,  making  a  mess  of  the 
thing.     He  was  a  terrible  man  for  treading  on  peoples'  corns.     Anxious 
mammas  trembled  when  they  saw  his  vacant  visage  rise  on  its  sub- 
stantial star-bedecorated  pedestal,  lest  he  should  nip  a  rising  liaison  in 
the  bud,  or  connect  a  couple  in  a  toast  who  hated  the  sight  of  each  other. 
The  most  unimaginative  listener  knew  what  he  was  going  to  say  long 
before  his  dwelling  tongue  came  up  to  the  words.     On  this  occasion  he 
began,  as  usual,  with  the  words  "  Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  and  having 
got  so  far  on  his  journey,  he  placed  his  right  hand  in  his  richly-buttone^ 
velvet-collared  blue  coat,  and  pondered  a  littie,  as  if  he  weis  going  to 
say  something  original  this  time.     Then,  having  raised  the  expectations 
of  his  audience,  he  gave  a  loud  cough,  and  again  said  ''Ladies  and 
gendemen,"  which  produced  renewed  tapping  and  a  dead  pause. 

''Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  sud  he,  for  the  third  time,  "I  consider  it 
one  of  the  proudest  privileges  of  rank  and  station" — ("  Old  story  over 
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again/'  wispered  Miss  Tinney  to  Mr.  Thompson.  ^*  Old  fool !  his  father 
was  a  tiulor/'  mattered  Mr.  White  Brown  to  Mrs.  White  Brown  that 
was  to  be) — '^  I  consider  it  one  of  the  proudest  privileges  of  rank  and 
station  to  be  permitted  on  this  occasion" — a  pause,  while  he  considered 
whether  it  was  a  birth,  death,  marriage^  or  meeting  of  the  Conservative 
Club,  where  he  had  a  lease  of  the  toast*  "  The.  health  of  the  Duchess 
of  Fleecjborough,"  the  lord-lieutenant's  lady ;  finding  it  was  none  of 
these,  he  backed  the  train  of  his  thoughts  a  Uttle,  repeating  the  words, 
"to  be  permitted,  on  this  occasion — this  festive  ococasion" — applause 
from  those  who  thought  he  had  got  himself  into  a  fix — "this  most 
festive  occasion,"  repeated  he,  cheered  by  the  encouragement,  "  to  pro- 
pose the  health,  of  the  distinguished — ulustrious,  I  snould  say — ^givers 
^-donors  of  this  sumptuous  — this  most  sumptuous — this  most  elegant 
and  sumptuous "  (dead  pause) — 

"  Eab-ache  and  stomach- achs  !"  roared  the  old  colonel,  coming 
to  the  rescue. 

The  old  knight,  nothing  disconcerted  at  the  outburst  of  laughter  that 
followed,  stood,  taking  impressions  of  his  inverted  wine-glass  on  the 
table-cloth,  till  the  noise  had  somewhat  subsided,  an  interval  that 
enabled  him  to  consider  how  he  should  wind  up  his  oration.  Child's 
health  there  was  none  to  propose ;  "  married  couple"  were  equally  out  of 
the  question ;  but  a  quidc-minded  world  often  setting  parties  out  for 
each  other  before  they  are  aware  of  it  themselves;  it  now  occurred  to  Sir 
Thomas  that  he  had  neard  something  about  Tom  Hall  and  Miss  Blunt, 
and  seeing  the  interesting  couple  looking  sweet  at  each  other,  with  his 
usual  propensity  for  blundering,  he  jumped  to  the  conclusion  that  they 
were  betrothed,  and  proceeded  to  announce  it  as  follows,  being  his  usual 
form  of  speech  for  wedding  breakfasts  : 

'^  This  sumptuous  entertainment"  continued  he,  with  an  emphasis  on. 
the  word  that  had  brought  him  up  short,  "  an  entertainment  ushering 
an  event  that  he  hoped  would  be  as  conducive  to  the  happiness  of  the 
interesting  young  couple,"  looking  at  Tom  and  Angelena,  "as  he  was 
sure  it  would  be  pleasing  to  their  respective  parents  and  friends." 
Applause  from  the  mischievous,  with  "Poohsl"  "  Pshaws  1"  "No,  nos!" 
"  Stuff  and  nonsense  I"  "  What's  the  man  about  ?''  from  the  colonel 
and  Mrs.  Blunt. 

Nothing  daunted,  the  doughty  knight  turned  up  his  glass,  and  filling 
it  with  hot  elder  wine,  called  on  the  company  for  an  overflowing  bumper 
to  the  healths  of  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Blunt,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hall,  and  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Thorcas  Hali«,  the  last  names  being  recdved  with  the  most 
uproarious  laughter  and  applause.  The  knight  was  quite  cock-a-hoop ; 
he  thought  he  had  done  it  wonderfully  well — everybody  else  thought  ne 
was  mad.  The  fair  Angelena  blushed  a  real  blush,  and  hung  her  head ; 
Tom  Hall  gaped  with  astonishment;  Jug  looked  as  if  he  would  eat 
Tom ;  and  there  was  such  a  battering  and  clattering  on  the  table,  that 
three-and- sixpence  worth  of  glass  was  demolished  in  no  time  ;  the 
dumb-waiter-looking  jelly-stand  quaked,  the  Ripstone  pippins,  pears, 
and  grapes  came  rolling  from  their  places,  and  great  was  the  relief 
when  the  colonel,  clapping  his  great  mutton  fists,  announced  that  the 
late  concert-room  was  ready  for  dancing. 

**  What  a  man  it  is !"  (meaning  Sir  Thomas)  exclaimed  Angelena, 
nmniog  her  arm  through  Tom's,  dttpi^  her  bands  like  a  bracelet  on  the 


352  Young  Tom  Halts  Htart-aehes  and  Hones. 

top  of  it,  as  she  led  him  away  to  the  head  of  the  quadrille,  already  form- 
ing by  the  obaeqniotu  heavies,  all  anxious  to  do  honour  to  the  coloaeFB 

Now  Tom'g  education  had  heen  negleoted  in  the  dancing  as  in  other 
lines,  hut  having  no  option  gives  him,  he  just  took  his  place,  and  went 
rolling  and  bumping  about,  getting  in  everybody's  way,  and  getting 
smart  tastes  of  the  spurs  of  the  soldiery.  Angelena  <fid  her  best  to  keep 
him  right,  but  all  her  efforts  were  of  httle  avail,  and  before  the  quadrille 
was  over,  the  happy  conple  had  monopolised  the  attention  of  the  whole 
room.  However,  Angelena  was  not  easily  put  oat  of  her  way — at  least, 
when  it  was  her  interest  not  to  be — thongh  she  could  read  the  ^*  riot  act'' 
as  loudly  as  anybody  when  she  had  no  interest  in  being  amiable. 

Having  at  length  worked  the  fat  and  now  profusely  perspiring  youth 
through  the  intricacies  of  the  dance^  she  gladly  led  him  back  to  the  re* 
&eshment-room,  where  she  began  to  make  the  most  of  her  time  in  a  series 
of  pertinent  questions,  beginning  with,  '*  Was  he  going  to  '  stye'  altoge- 
ther at  Fleecyborough  ?  Was  he  going  to  dine  at  the  Emperor  of 
Morocco's  on  Monday  ?  Would  he  be  at  Mrs.  Money  tin's  party  on 
Tuesday  ?  Was  he  acquainted  with  the  Fergusons  of  Thomeyfield  ?•— 
Well  now  he  ought  to  know  them — indeed  he  o«ght — most  agreeable 
people — Sophy  Fergey  was  a  particular  iriend  of  hers — such  a  nice  giri! 
so  unaffected !  And  as  she  was  explaining  how  Sophy  and  she  met  every 
other  Friday  when  Sophy's  fiither  was  justioe^ising  at  Fleecyborough,  at 
the  cottage  by  the  Windmill  on  Heatherblow  Hea4Ji,  Mr.  Mattyfat  of  the 
Heavysteeds,  we  are  concerned  to  say,  making  the  trio,  to  meet  the  fair 
Sophy,  little  Jug,  nothing  daunted  by  his  former  rebuff,  again  swaggered 
up  and  claimed  Angelena's  hand  for  a  valts.  The  fair  lady  pretended 
not  to  hear  him,  and  flaunting  her  broad  machinery  lace-fringed  handker- 
chief, went  on  expatiating  on  the  merits  of  Sophy,  who  ^  was  sure  our 
Tom  would  like  to  know,  suggesting  that  the  heath  was  such  a  charming 
place  to  ride  upon,  asking  if  our  Tom  was  fond  of  riding  ?— declaring^ 
without  waiting  for  an  answer,  that  she  delighted  in  it  herself,  asserting 
that  she  had  the  sweetest  lady's  horse  in  die  world,  that  the  Queen  had 
sent  to  buy  it,  and  her  father  wouldn't  let  her  have  it."  When  little  Jug, 
tired  of  aumiring  her  machinery  lace-covered  back,  got  round  to  the  front, 
and  said,  in  an  angry  tone,  '^  Well,  Angelena,  are  you  going  to  danoe 
with  me  or  not  ?" 

''  To  be  sure  I  am!"  replied  the  fair  lady,  starting  as  if  she  had  never 
heard  the  previous  question,  and,  looking  most  lovingly  at  our  Tom, 
she  suffered  herself  to  be  led  away  by  the  now  triumphant  Jug,  who 
whisked  her  and  twirled  her,  and  twisted  her  and  jumped  her,  till  Tom, 
in  his  turn,  was  troubled  with  jealousy.  As  they  every  now  and  then 
swept  past  his  nose,  he  detormined,  if  he  laboured  all  night,  but  he  would 
learn  to  waits.  In  the  midst  of  this  resolution,  and  certain  imaginary 
arrangements  for  licking  Jug,  the  band  suddenly  struck  up  **  God  save 
the  Queen" — the  th6  dansante  was  over.  Adieus,  hunting  for  hats, 
shawls,  and  cloaks  quickly  followed,  mittgled  with  protestations  that  of 
all  agreeable  parties  that  was  the  most  so;  and  when  at  length  it  came  to 
our  hero's  turn  to  take  leave,  Angelena,  looking  archly  in  his  face,  as 
she  held  his  fat  hand,  wliispered, 

*<  Now^  don't  forget  to  be  ^puited.' " 

And  T<«i  went  home  with  a  despemte  haart-aehe. 
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GOLD  IN  AUSTRALIA. 

6boi«ooi8TS  have  been  aware  for  some  time  past  that  the  Blae 
Mountains  of  Australia  were  auriferous,  and  held  out  promises  of  one  day 
adding  a  considerable  amount  of  g^ld  to  that  already  in  circulation.  In 
an  article  on  the  subject  in  the  New  Monthly  (vol.  xci.,  No.  364), 
we  said,  "  Taking  into  view  that  the  rocks  composing  the  framework  of 
Australia,  as  described  by  Count  Strzelecki,  are  similar  to  what  are  met 
with  in  known  auriferous  regions,  it  was  surmised  some  years  back  that 
gold  would  be  found  to  prevail  in  certain  portions  of  that  great  continent 
Sodi  has  proved  to  be  the  case,  and  specimens  of  gold  in  quartz  have 
reached  this  country  from  the  Blue  Mountains.  In  the  ridges  north  of 
Adelaide,  where  so  much  fine  copper  has  been  worked  out,  gold  has  also 
been  recently  discovered  to  be  plentiful  in  the  detritus  ana  gravel,  over 
upwards  of  three  hundred  square  miles." 

It  was  not,  however,  till  early  this  year,  that  a  Mr.  G.  H.  Hargreaves, 
who  had  visited  the  gold  regions  of  Califomia,  actually  commenced 
digging  for  gold  in  the  Blue  Mountains ;  a  proceeding  which  led  to  the 
disclosure  of  unbounded  wealth  to  his  fellow-colonists.  It  is  said  that  a 
shepherd,  named  McGregor,  had  some  time  previously  been  in  the  habit 
of  bringing  gold  to  Sydney  for  sale,  but  that  he  carefully  preserved  the 
secret  of  the  spot  whence  he  obtained  it.* 

Mr.  Hargreaves  commenced  his  search  about  the  middle  of  Januarjr, 
1851,  and,  afWr  travening  the  country  for  about  three  hundred  miles,  hit 
upon  a  productive  spot,  in  the  Summerville  Creek,  near  its  junction  with 
the  Macquarie  River,  and  about  thirty-five  miles  north-west  of  the  in- 
land town  of  Bathurst.  To  this  place  the  discoverer  gave  the  high- 
sounding  name  of  the  Ophir-diggings,  which  we  believe  has  not  been 
retained,  but  has  been  supplanted  by  the  more  humble  original  designa- 
tion of  Summerville  Creek. 

It  does  not  appear  when  Mr.  Hargreaves  actually  discovered  the 
mineral  deposit  he  had  been  in  search  of  since  January,  but  it  was 
May  before  the  h/ct  became  known  to  Bathuxst,  and  pronduced  general 
excitement. 

The  Bathurst  Free  PresSy  of  Saturday,  May  17th,  speaking  of  the 
first  spreading  of  the  news,  added: 

For  several  days  after  our  last  publication  the  business  of  the  town  was 
utterly  paralysed.  A  complete  mental  madness  appean  to  have  seized  almost 
every  member  of  the  community,  and,  as  a  natural  consequence,  there  has 
been  an  univerBal  rush  to  the  diggings.  Any  attempt  to  describe  the  num- 
berless scenes-^grave,  gay,  and  ludicrous— which  have  arisen  out  of  this  state 
of  things,  would  require  the  eraphic  pen  of  a  Dickens,  and  would  exceed  any 
limit  which  could  be  assigned  to  it  in  a  newspaper.  Groups  of  people  were 
to  be  seen  early  on  Monday  morning  at  every  comer  of  the  streets,  assembled 
in  solemn  conclave,  debating  both  possibilities  and  impossibilities,  and  eager  to 

•  Hie  Bev.  Mr.  Clarke,  of  St.  Leomatl*s  Parsonage,  Sydney,  had  also  been,  te 
some  time  prBviousIy,  eoforpiiig  upon  the  local  government,  and  his  fellow- 
colonists,  the  piobable  existence  of  gold  in  the  Blue  Mountains,  as  deduced  ttom 
theur  geological  structure.  The  precise  data  of  these  deductions,  we  shall  inquire 
into  more  strictly  afterwards. 
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pounce  upon  any  human  being  who  was  likely  to  give  any  information  about 
the  diggings.  People  of  all  trades,  callinga,  and  pursuits,  were  quickly  trans- 
formed into  miners,  and  many  a  hand  which  had  been  trained  to  kid  gloves,  or 
accustomed  to  wield  nothing  heavier  than  the  grey  goosequill,  became  nervous 
to  clutch  the  pick  and  crowbar,  or  **  rock  the  cradle"  at  our  infant  mines.  The 
blacksmiths  of  the  town  could  not  turn  oflf  the  picks  fast  enough,  and  the 
manufacture  of  cradles  was  the  second  briskest  business  of  the  place.  A  few 
lefl  town  on  Monday  equipped  for  the  divings ;  but  on  Tuesday,  Wednesday, 
and  Thursday,  the  roads  to  Summerville  Creek  became  literallv  alive  with  new- 
made  miners  from  every  quarter,  some  armed  with  picks,  others  shouldering 
crowbars  or  shozels,  and  not  a  few  strung  round  with  washhand  basins,  tin 

Eots  and  cullenders ;  garden  and  agricultural  implements  of  every  variety  either 
ung  from  the  saddle*bow  or  dangled  about  the  persons  of  the  pilgrims  to 
Ophir.  Now  and  then  a  respectable  tradesman,  who  had  just  left  his  bench 
or  counter,  would  heave  in  sight  witli  a  huge  something  in  front  of  his  hoise, 
which  he  called  a  cradle,  and  with  which  he  was  about  to  rock  himself  into 
fortuue.  Scores  have  rushed  from  their  homes,  provided  with  a  blanket, 
'*  a  damper,"  and  a  pick  or  gnibbing-hoe,  full  of  nope  that  a  day  or  two's 
labour  would  fill  their  pockets  with  the  precious  metal ;  and  we  have  heard  of 
a  great  number  who  have  started  without  any  provision  but  a  blanket  and 
some  rude  implement  to  dig  with.  Such  is  the  intensity  of  the  excitement 
that  people  appear  almost  regardless  of  their  present  comfort,  and  think  of 
nothing  but  gold. 

The  return  of  a  son  of  Mr.  Neale,  a  Bathurst  brewer,  with  a  piece  of 
pure  metal  weighinjp  eleven  ounces,  assisted  very  materially  to  fan  the 
excitement.  This  first  pepite  was  purchased  by  Mr.  Austin  for  30/.  The 
last-mentioned  gentleman  started  to  Sydney  by  the  following  day*s  mail 
with  the  news  and  the  piece  of  gold  i»  give  it  authenticity.  Mr.  Ken* 
nedy,  the  manager  of  the  Bathurst  Branch  of  the  Union  Bank  of  Aua* 
traha,  was  the  next  qualified  person  to  g^  in  company  with  two  other 

fentlemen  of  BalJiurst  to  visit  the  diggings,  and  they  were  all  gratified 
y  picking  up  small  pieces  of  pure  metal.  Mr.  Kennedy  also  took  away 
with  him  a  few  handfuls  of  loose  earth  from  the  bed  of  the  creek,  which 
were  afterwards  assayed  by  a  Mr.  Korff^  of  Sydney,  who  detected  the 
presence  of  gold. 

Soon  after  the  arrival  of  the  news  at  Sydney,  Mr.  Stutchbury,  govern- 
ment geologist,  was  despatched  to  the  diggings,  and  Mr.  Hargreaves 
having  in  his  presence  washed  several  pans  of  earth,  from  which  more 
or  less  fine  g^ld  was  obtained,  Mr.  Stutchbury  became  satisfied  of  the 
reality  of  the  thinff,  and,  after  furnishing  Mr.  Hargreaves  with  credentials 
to  that  effect,  made  his  report  for  the  information  of  her  Majesty's  and 
the  colonial  government. 

By  the  end  of  May  there  were  nearly  2000  persons  at  the  mines,  and 
hnndreds  scattered  in  other  directions.  Several  parties  who  worked  in 
company  secured  large  returns  at  the  onset.  By  the  2nd  of  June  gold 
to  the  value  of  20,000/.  had  been  obtuned,  and  9000/.  worth  had  been 
sold  on  the  spot.  Amongst  the  specimens  transmitted  to  Sydney  at  this 
early  period  was  a  lump  weighing  forty-six  ounces  and  a  huf.  All  were 
not  equally  fortunate,  the  greater  number  of  diggers  barely  obtained 
wherewith  to  procure  the  necessaries  of  life.  Provisions  had,  as  a  first 
consequence  of  the  excitement,  gone  up  immensely  in  price.  Flour,  which 
before  ranged  from  26s.  to  28s.  per  100  lbs.,  sold  for  45s.;  tea,  sugar, 
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and  almost  every  other  eatable  commodity  advanced  in  equal  proportion, 
in  many  cases  200  per  cent 

There  was  nothing  in  this  popular  excitement  to  excite  surprise.  Had 
the  leading  geologists  in  our  own  country  certified  that  scarcely  below 
the  surface  of  Snowdonia  lumps  of  fine  gold  were  to  be  had  at  no  greater 
cost  of  labour  than  is  involved  in  scratching  the  soil,  what  would  have 
become,  ere  a  week  had  elapsed,  of  a  large  per  centage  of  the  inhabit- 
ants of  Birmingham,  Shrewsbury,  and  other  large  towns  ? 

But  Australia  was  peculiarly  circumstanced.  The  sheep,  which  had 
hitherto  constituted  the  principal  wealth,  were  divided  into  flocks  varying 
from  400  to  1000  in  number,  each  of  which  is  entrusted  to  a  single 
shepherd.  The  country  being  infested  by  wild  dogs,  it  is  absolutely 
necessary  that  some  one  should  always  be  present  with  the  sheep,  in  order 
to  protect  them  from  destruction.  It  was  calculated  that  at  least 
14,000,000  sheep  existed  in  the  Australian  colonies  from  day  to  day  by 
virtue  of  the  unceasing  care  and  attention  bestowed  upon  them  by  the 
shepherds,  under  a  rigid  ^system  of  central  superintendance ;  without 
that  care  such  flocks  could  not  exist  for  a  week.  The  apprehensions 
that  were  entertained  in  consequence  of  the  evil  and  ruin  that  would 
ensue  to  pastoral  pursuits  and  to  the  usual  interests  of  the  colony  from 
the  desertion  of  shepherds  arose  for  a  time  to  a  perfect  panic.  **  The 
information  that  a  gold-field  has  been  discovered,"  said  one,  ''is  certain 
to  attract  away  every  shepherd  and  hut-keeper  in  the  employment  of  the 
proprietors  of  sheep.  Tnen,  again,  the  sheep-shearers  were  exactly  the 
persons  who,  from  their  itinerant  way  of  life  and  reckless  habits,  would  be 
the  first  to  swell  the  ranks  of  the  gold-seekers.  Time,  however,  and  proper 
precautions  that  have  been  taken,  has  shown  all  these  apprehensions  to 
be  unfotmded,  and  that  the  anticipated  evil  has  worked  only  to  a  very 
limited  and  almost  unappreciable  extent.  No  thanks,  however,  to  a 
torpid  home  government,  which  had  it,  as  it  was  so  long  and  so  fer- 
vently been  urged  to  do,  established  a  line  of  steam  communication  be- 
tween this  country  and  Australia,  the  account  of  these  discoveries 
would  have  reached  this  country  in  ample  time  for  a  supply  of  labour 
to  have  been  despatched  under  any  conditions  that  might  have  been 
deemed  proper,  to  arrive  in  October,  so  as  to  supply  the  exigencies  of 
the  shearing^  season.  The  chief  part  of  any  evils  that  may  arise  will 
thus  infallibly  be  placed  by  the  colonists  at  the  door  of  the  home  govern- 
ment. 

Another  party  of  alarmists  viewed  with  consternation  the  reckless  and 
desperate  characters  who,  having  served  their  sentence  of  transportation, 
swarm  throughout  the  Australian  colonies  and  adjacent  islands,  and  who, 
it  was  supposed,  would  flock  to  the  gold-field  as  a  common  centre,  not 
more  with  a  view  to  labour  as  to  profit  by  those  opportunities  of  plunder 
which  such  a  scene  of  confusion  and  excitement  must  necessarily  afford. 
But  Australia  was  differently  circumstanced  to  California.  The  latter  was 
a  new  country,  where  society  was  as  yet  rude  and  unformed,  and  there 
wtfe  neither  government  nor  authorities  at  the  onset.  In  Australia  there 
were  both ;  and  although  the  first  gold  produce  had  to  be  protected  in  its 
way  from  the  diggings  to  the  coast,  and  gold  awaited  for  some  time  at 
Bathurst  a  military  escort  to  Sydney,  still  this  state  of  things  gradually 
wore  Mray,  and  it  is  possible  that  by  this  time  the  gold-diggings  in  tibe 
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Blue  MoanAains  are  almost  as  safe  as  the  stoneniiiarries  of  the  Gram- 
pians.* 

Others,  moie  perspicuous  in  their  yiews,  wrote,  as  early  as  M17  29 — 
^'  The  colony  was  never  better  prepared  for  so  radical  a  change  as  must 
come  OTer  its  commercial  relations  as  at  the  present  moment  Eyerjthing 
is  on  as  sound  a  footing  as  can  be  well  imagined,  although  many  must 
snffier — some  from  over-speculation,  some  from  the  withdrawal  of  labour 
from  pastoral  pursuits^  and  many  from  being  obliged  to  cany  on  tbdr 
concerns  at  increased  rates  of  expenditure.  But  all  this,  we  are  confident, 
will  be  remedied  in  time.  Many  will  return  disappointed,  and  will 
resume  their  usual  avocations,  and  a  laige  quantity  of  enterprising  labour 
will  flow  in  from  the  neighbouring  colonies,  and,  we  have  no  doubt^  also 
£rom  England.''  This  from  the  letters  of  the  firm  of  Smith,  Campbell, 
and  Co.,  of  Sydney ;  and  dieir  opinion  derived  the  more  importance  from 
Mr.  Campbell  having  been  one  of  a  party  to  e£Eect  the  first  purchase  of  up- 
wards of  8001.  of  gold  brought  to  this  countij  by  the  Thomcu  Arhuihnoi. 

By  the  middle  of  June,  indeed,  the  intensity  of  the  excitement  brought 
on  uy  the  gold  discovery  had  in  a  great  measure  subsided.  Government 
had  brought  the  gold-digging  into  some  degree  of  system  and  control, 
by  furnishing  licenses  at  the  small  charge  of  1/.  lOis.  per  monih,  and 
which,  in  consequence,  met  with  no  opposition  to  thmr  enforcement 
Redcless  peculation  had  also  disappeared  with  the  first  firenzy.  Gioods 
oould  not  be  sold  mudi  beyond  their  ordinary  quotations,  and  all  daosoB 
were  already  acting  with  less  piecipitancy. 

There  is  no  doubt,  hovrever,  circumstanced  as  Australia  is,  that  for 
0ome  time  yet  the  relations  between  labour  and  capital  will  be  oom|Jetdy 
upset,  and  the  former  being  forced  suddenly  and  impetuously  into  an 

*  Upon  this  subject  the  Timea  says — **  It  is  only  justice  to  our  own  El  Dorado 
to  point  out  that  failure  in  Hie  pursuit  of  gold  in  Australia  is  not  attended  with 
tite  same  repulsive  inddoits  wldch  have  too  often  waited  upon  it  in  California. 
Instead  of  the  warlike  and  ferocious  natives  of  the  Sierra  Nevada,  the  Australian 
miner  will  have  to  d^  with  a  race  ot  aborigines  entirely  subjugated,  and, 
by  virtue  of  some  inscrutable  law  of  Providence,  verging  to  extinction.  Fever, 
ague,  dysentery,  the  scorching  heat  of  suminer,  and  the  biting  cold  of  winter,  which 
scourge  the  Cidifomian  miner,  are  unknown  to  the  AustniUan,  and  the  unsac- 
cessliil  gold-seeker  will  still  find  himself  in  the  midst  of  a  thoroughly  English  com- 
munity, where  a  very  moderate  exertion  will  secure  him  the  substantial  comforts 
of  life  in  the  utmost  abundance.  It  may  be  that  the  prizes  are  not  so  great ;  but 
there  axe  no  bUnks.  The  labouring-man  who  goes  to  Australia  in  pursuit  of  gold 
may  not  obtain  the  object  of  Ins  search,  but  he  will  at  any  rate  acquire  the  means 
of  competence  and  comfort  in  the  cheiqpest  and  most  abundant  country  in  the 
world.  The  benefits  Australia  may  reaaonaUy  expect  to  reap  from  h^  golden 
possessions  are  such  as  many  of  her  inhabitants  will  value  more  highly  than  any 
mciease  of  material  wealth.  The  position  of  a  labouring-man  in  the  colonies  is 
already  so  much  superior  to  that  which  he  occupies  in  the  mother-country,  that 
transportation  has  ceased  to  inspire  dread,  and  a  criminal  gravely  asked  the 
judge  the  other  day  to  increase  the  length  of  his  sentence,  in  order  to  make  his 
deportation  certain.  Let  there  be  added  to  these  inducements  the  prospect  of 
picking  up  gold  without  diving  into  other  people's  pockets  under  the  prying  gaxe 
of  a  policeman,  and  the  temptation  to  crime  will  be  perfectly  irresistible;  there  will 
he  a  regular  run  on  the  minor  dass  of  ofiences,  punishment  will  be  turned  into 
reward,  and  that  which  is  meant  to  deter  will  be  the  inducement  to  crime.  The 
discovery  of  gold-mines  will  arrest  transportation  to  Australia  far  more  certainly 
than  the  eloquence  of  Sir  William  Molesworth  or  the  efforts  of  the  Colonial 
league;  and  gold,  which  has  been  the  coimpier  of  so  many  comnranities,  will  fijr 
oiioa  peirfionn  the  duty  of  ii  pniifleSi'' 
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entiieLy  new  channel  it  will  leaye  the  bed,  which  it  before  so  scantily 
filled,  almost  completely  dry.  Never  was  the  proportion  between  the 
demand  and  supply  of  labour  so  rudely  and  so  suddenly  disarranged.  A 
civilised  and  artificial  community  is  reduced  to  a  state  of  nature ;  and 
Sydney,  a  town  which,  with  its  suburbs,  contfuns  no  less  than  sixty-four 
thousand  inhabitants,  had  at  one  time  every  prospect  of  beings  left  to  wait 
on  itself.  Past-oral  industry,  agriculture,  public  works,  colonial  coasting 
trade,  and  ordinary  trade,  were  all  alike  threatened.  Even  commuuica- 
tion  with  Elngland  can  now  only  be  kept  up  by  adding  a  prime  to  sea- 
men's wages. 

But  stUl,  admitting  the  truth  of  all  these  temporary  evils,  the  advan- 
tages of  this  great  discovery  cannot  but  be  ultimately  general  and  lasting. 
To  a  community  circumstanced  as  that  of  Australia  is,  with  a  boundless 
interior,  into  wnich  the  flocks  and  herds  of  the  colonist  have  been  con- 
tinually pushing  further  and  further,  constantly  causing  a  demand  for 
more  hands  than  the  colony  can  spare ;  with  the  large  profits  realised  by 
farming,  and  the  high  rate  of  wages  tempting  many  of  the  labouring  classes 
to  become  themselves  owners  of  land  or  proprietors  of  stock ;  with  a 
labour-market  constantly  in  rear  of  the  demand — so  much  so,  that  ever 
since  the  colony  has  haa  a  partially  representative  legislature  they  have 
been  incessantly  occupied  in  urging  the  home  government  to  contract  a 
large  loan,  on  the  security  of  the  public  lands,  for  the  purpose  of  supply- 
ing the  labour-market ; — the  discovery  of  a  vast  gold-field,  while  it  for  a 
time  increases  the  very  evil  of  a  scantily-supplied  labour,  will  ultimately, 
by  the  tide  of  emigration  that  it  wiU  send  in  from  the  mother- country 
and  from  other  colonies,  the  disappointment  that  will  ensue  to  many,  the 
certain  consequence  of  aU  mining  operations,  that  science,  skill,  means^ 
capital,  and  perseverence,  can  alone  carry  on  such  operations  with  perma- 
nent success,  and  the  consequent  reflux  that  will  thus  inevitably  be  cast 
upon  the  labour-market,  more  especially  by  the  arrival  of  a  vast  bodv  of 
new  emigrants — ^the  discovery  of  these  riches,  we  say,  can  only  be  destined 
one  day  to  raise  such  a  community  to  a  position  of  opulence  and  civilisa- 
tion which  it  would  have  requirea  ages  under  ordinary  circwmstancea  to 
attain. 

Every  post  that  has  arrived  from  Australia,  since  the  discovery  of  the 
gold  deposit,  has  not  only  confirmed  the  anticipations  first  entertained  as  to 
their  extent,  but  also  as  to  their  productiveness.  Gold  has  been  discovered 
in  several  other  localities  besides  Summerville  Creek,  and  in  considerable 
quantities.  The  effects  of  these  discoveries  on  the  pastoral  interests  were 
feund  not  to  be  so  injurious  as  was  at  first  apprehended.  Few  shepherds 
had  deserted  their  flocks  to  go  to  the  diggings,  nor,  indeed,  was  it  known 
that  the  rural  population  had  been  affected  to  any  extent  by  the  gold- 
hunting  mania.  The  class  of  persons  who  chiefly  repaired  to  the  mines 
were  mechanics,  small  traders,  idlers,  and  others,  many  of  whom  since  re- 
turned, having  soon  found  out  that  the  occupation  of  gold  digging  and 
washing  was  not  suited  to  their  tastes  or  constitutions.  It  was,  however, 
expected,  that  the  whole  of  the  mining  population  of  South  Australia 
would  find  its  way  to  the  g^ld  deposits  ;  and  it  was  generally  felt  that 
their  habits  and  mode  of  living  were  more  calculated  to  ensure  success  than 
those  of  any  other  portion  of  the  working  population.     Any  deficient  in 
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the  labouring  classes  vas  fullj  expected  to  be  made  up  by  the  transfer  of 
large  numbers  of  the  population  of  the  neighboaring  ports.  Hundreds 
were  on  their  way  or  had  arrived  from  Port  Philip,  and  equally  lai^ge 
numbers  were  expected  from  Tasmania,  South  Australia,  and  New  Zea- 
land. 

It  is  further  to  be  remarked,  that  the  district  of  Australia,  in  which  the 
gold  deposit  is  met  with,  possesses  other  advantages,  as  promising  almost 
to  the  colonist  as  those  which  may  result  from  the  presence  of  the  precious 
metals.  These  latter  advantages  have,  indeed,  been  called  by  some  ques- 
tionable, when  compared  with  the  former.  We  cannot,  however,  see  with 
what  justice.  Gold  has  been  precious  as  a  metal  from  the  earliest  periods 
of  history;  and,  if  an  abundance  did  not  produce  permanent  wealth  to 
certain  portions  of  Central  and  Southern  America,  or  to  Spain,  which 
reaped  the  advantages  of  the  conquest  of  the  gold  mines  of  Mexico  and 
Peru,  such  an  untoward  result  must  be  traced  to  other  causes,  among^ 
which  demoralisation,  neglect  of  the  industrial  arts,  erroneous  ideas  in 
political  economy,  and  other  circumstances  which  we  have  discussed  at 
length  on  a  previous  occasion,  played  their  part  We  hold  as  of  very 
little  value  the  prophecies  recently  emitted,  that  'Hhe  decisive  effect,  whi<ji 
neither  the  treasures  of  the  Ural  Mountains,  nor  the  costly  yield  of  Cali- 
fornia has  produced,  seems  to  be  reserved  for  the  gold  region  of  New 
South  Wales.  That  it  would  seem  impossible  that  even  that  metal,  which 
has  so  long  been  the  chosen  representative  of  human  wants  and  desires, 
can  continue  to  maintain  a  value  in  excliange  so  enormously  exceeding  its 
present  cost  of  production,  and  that  we  may  therefore  look  forward  to  the 
probability  of  seeing  realised  at  last,  in  some  degree,  those  predictions  of 
good  and  and  evil,  arising  from  a  fall  in  the  value  of  gold,  with  which  we 
were  familiar  at  the  time  of  the  Califomian  discovery."  We  conceive, 
on  the  contrary,  that  such  has  been  in  modem  times  the  increase  and  the 
vast  dispersion  of  the  human  race,  and  that  more  particularly  of  the 
Anglo-Saxon  family,  as  witnessed  in  America,  in  Australia,  in  Inaia,  New 
Zealand,  the  Cape,  and  elsewhere;  such,  also,  the  increased  consumption 
and  dispersion  of  the  precious  metals,  among  nations  brought  within  the 
pale  of  commerce  and  civilisation,  by  increased  communication,  by  travel, 
and  by  free  trade,  as  in  China  and  the  East  generally  ;  such,  also,  the 
consumption  of  a  metal  possessed  of  so  many  peculiar  and  admirable  quali- 
ties as  gold,  more  especially  in  those  manufactures  whose  aim  is  beauty 
as  well  as  utility,  that  we  think  that,  had  it  not  been  for  recent  discove- 
ries, the  value  of  gold  must  soon  have  undergone  an  enormous  increase. 
Witness  Constantinople,  where  scarcely  a  sequin  or  a  ducat  is  to  be  ob* 
tained  that  has  not  been  sweated.  The  old  Venetian  ducats,  once  so  valu- 
able, are  now  commonly  under  weight.  So  rare  is  gold  in  Austria  that 
comparatively  valueless  paper  has  to  take  its  place.*    Most  European 


♦  Since  the  above  was  written,  we  have  seen  a  paragraph  in  the  Athenmwai  upon 
the  same  subject,  and  referring  to  the  almost  total  dearth  of  metallic  circulation 
in  Austria.  We  can  only  saj  in  self-defence,  that  the  sentence  as  above  was 
penned  previously  to  seeing  the  said  paragraph.  We  arc  happy  to  observe  that 
the  fact,  with  the  important  bearings  that  it  has  upon  the  &l8e  alarm  created  by 
the  promised  increasing  supplies  of  precious  inetals,  has  not  escaped  our  able  con- 
temporary. 
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countries  are  more  or  less  in  the  same  categorjr.  The  combined  prodace 
of  the  Ural  and  of  California  has  scarcely  been  felt.  Unless  the  produce 
of  the  Blue  Mountains,  then,  far  exceeds  all  rational  anticipations,  and 
turns  out  something  wondrous,  it  may  enrich  some,  it  may  facilitate  com- 
merce in  the  Pacific  and  give  a  spur  to  colonisation,  but  it  will  have  no 
effect  on  the  world's  great  exchange.  No;  it  seems  in  Australia,  as  in 
California,  that  Providence  has  its  gold  store  ready  for  a  new  population, 
and  that  by  it  it  will  tempt  them  to  people  new,  yet  long  neglected  lands. 
''  It  seems,*'  as  it  has  been  said  in  a  less  philosophical  spirit,  "  to  be  esta- 
blished as  a  law  of  modem  development,  that  when  it  becomes  necessary 
that  a  race  of  people  must  spread,  the  soil  to  which  they  should  be  tempted 
is  baited  with  gold.  The  impulses  that  knit  men  to  their  native  country 
are  powerful,  but  they  cannot  resist  the  glitter  of  the  actual  gold  thrown 
broadcast  upon  the  surface  of  the  earth."  Be  the  purposes  to  be  accom- 
plished what  they  may,  we  entertain  no  fears  or  apprehensions  of  any  evil 
being  brought  about  by  a  glut  of  gold,  a  depreciation  in  currency,  or  a 
fiJling  off  in  the  value  of  gold  in  exchange,  and  we  can  therefore  the  more 
nnfeignedly  regard  a  discovery  which  tends  rapidly  and  permanently  to 
augment  the  amount  of  wealth  possessed  by  the  human  race,  as  a  fact 
which,  due  allowance  being  made  for  aU  drawbacks,  cannot  but  be  con- 
templated without  feelings  of  deep  thankfulness  to  an  allwise  and  all 
botmtiful  Providence. 

To  return,  however,  to  our  theme — the  advantages  bestowed  by  nature, 
as  a  site  for  colonisation,  on  the  gold  regions  of  Australia.  It  must  be 
understood  that  the  coast  rises  gradually,  but  very  slightly,  towards  the 
Blue  Mountains,  which  hence  start  somewhat  abruply  from  the  littoral 
plains  to  a  height  of  about  three  or  four  thousand  feet  But  once  the 
mountains  ascended,  a  table-land  is  met  with,  which  fiedls  gradually 
towards  the  south-west,  but  in  a  scarcely  perceptible  degree,  towards  the 
vast  central  regions  of  the  imknown  interior.  Nothing,  it  is  said,  can  be 
imagined  more  delightful  than  the  climate  of  these  high  regions.  The 
air  is  peculiarly  clear  and  salubrious,  and  the  summer  possesses  all  the 
brightness  without  the  sultriness  of  the  coast  line.  The  hills  are  often 
thickly  wooded,  and  the  plains  and  uplands  are  thinly  dotted  over  with 
trees,  like  a  park.  The  soil  is  at  the  same  time  rich,  and  well  adapted 
for  pasture  and  agriculture. 

These  advantages  have  already  concentrated  in  the  neighbourhood  a 
larger  population  than  is  to  be  found  elsewhere  in  Australia  at  so  great 
a  distance  from  the  coast ;  and  the  town  of  Bathurst,  which  is  the  metro- 
polis of  the  district,  contains  already  between  three  and  four  thousand 
inhabitants,  and  many  substantial  and  commodious  buildings.  From 
this  place  to  Sydney  a  road  has  been  carried  over  the  Blue  Mountains,, 
by  the  skill  of  Sir  Thomas  Mitchell  and  the  labour  of  convicts,  by  which 
difficulties  of  no  ordinary  magnitude  have  been  surmounted,  and  the  pass 
of  Mount  Victoria,  in  which  a  formidable  chasm  has  been  filled  up  by 
an  enormous  mass  of  masonry,  may  rival  the  feats  of  Swiss  engi- 
neering. 

It  was  the  discovery  of  this  district,  and  the  opening  of  a  practical 
communication  with  it,  which  eave  the  first  gpreat  impulse  to  the  pastoral 
industry  of  Australia,  by  relievmg  the  colonists  from  those  narrow  limits. 
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before  a  sound  opinion  can  be  giren  on  tbe  matter.  The  cbaracter  of  the 
detritus,  and  its  relation  to  the  protruded  and  to  the  uplifted  metamor*- 
phic  or  sedimentary  formationSy  have  also  to  be  taken  into  consideration. 

We  are  quite  ready  to  concede,  with  Mr.  Clarke,  that  if  the  remainder 
of  the  Australian  coroillera  is  similar  in  structure  to  where  the  gold  b  now 
being  extracted  from  (quartzites  and  schists  reposing  on  igneous  rodGB% 
that  there  is  every  reason  to  believe  that  there  are  numerous  otber  locali- 
ties in  the  same  cordillera  in  which  gold  and  gold  alluvia  will  be  found. 
But  even  with  this  the  Sydney  geologist  uHzes  up  a  deal  of  loose  reasoo- 
ing.  "  As  a  geologist,"  he  says,  "fuUy  aware  of  the  risk  which  my  repu- 
tation may  run  in  all  prospective  statements,  I  declare  it  to  be  my  belief 
that  the  axis  and  flanks  of  our  Australian  cordillera  are  of  the  same  geo- 
logical epoch,  and  have  undergone  similar  transmuting  influences,  with  the 
axis  and  flanks  of  the  Ural;  that  in  constituents,  in  changes  produced  by 
igneous  action,  in  age,  in  almost  every  phenomenon,  and  m  elevatioa 
aoove  the  sea,  in  standhig  as  a  wall  between  the  sea  and  a  desert^  just  as 
tiie  Ural  stands  as  a  wall  between  what  was  long  sea  after  our  cordillexm 
became  dry  land  and  the  desert  of  Siberia,  there  is  a  most  perfect  analogy 
in  all  respects  in  these  distant  chains;  and  therefore  it  is  not  blind  hypo- 
thesis, but  careful  analysis,  which  has  brought  me  to  predicate  of  Aus- 
tralia what  is  now  geological  history  in  Russia."  What — ^it  will  strike 
the  most  superficial  reader — ^has  the  ^t  of  the  Blue  Mountains  and  the 
Ural  standing  as  walls,  one  between  an  existing  sea  and  the  other  what 
was  once  a  sea,  and  a  desert,  to  do  with  the  matter? 

Then,  again,  as  to  the  direction  of  auriferous  mountain  chains.  Mr. 
Clarke  has  here  the  high  authority  of  Humboldt  to  fall  back  upon,  that 
gold  is  a  constant  deposit  in  meridian-directed  mountains,  or  m  chains 
that  run  north  and  south.  But  we  are  not  precisely  sure  that,  because 
such  is  the  case,  the  great  physical  geographer  ever  wished  to  intimate 
that  gold  was  not  produced  in  ranges  or  axes  of  elevation  that  course 
from  east  to  west.  It  would  have  been  against  his  own  experience 
in  Siberia  and  in  the  mountain  regions  of  Central  Asia.  The  Taurus 
produces  gold,  and  runs  from  east  to  west,  with  a  slight  deflection.  Mr. 
Austin  has  pointed  out  the  same  thing  with  regard  to  the  Yenisayisk, 
the  Altai,  the  Torbogotai,  the  Sayan,  the  Oblaketnoi,  and  the  Yablo- 
novue.     To  these  mieht  also  be  added  the  Himmaleh. 

But  Mr.  Clarke  adds  what  he  considers  to  be  a  striking  &ct,  and  one 
never  mentioned  before.  It  is,  that "  if  we  look  at  the  globe,  we  shall  find 
that  in  the  longitude  of  about  149  degrees  or  150  deerees  east  extends 
the  middle  or  meridian  chain  of  Australia,  paralleled  by  similar  chains, 
having  similar  axis  in  South  and  West  Australia.  Exactly  90  degrees 
from  tiie  main  Australian  chain  occurs  the  auriferous  Ural  m  60  degrees 
east,  and  exactly  90  degrees  from  the  same  chain  occur.the  north  and 
south  auriferous  mountains  of  California  in  120  degrees  west.  The 
fourth  quarantal  meridian  falls  along  the  Atlantic,  between  Brazil  and 
Africa,  both  auriferous  regions.  ^  In  three  of  these  meridians  the  earth 
has  been  fissured,  and  igneous  rocks  pierced  and  transmuted  elevated 
schistose  beds." 

It  is  quite  sufficient  to  show  that  this  hypothesis,  however  ingenious  in 
itself  is  of  no  practical  use  in  determining  the  gold  produce  of  Australia, 
to  observe  that  the  chains  of  mounUdns  and  their  accompanying  gold 
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^eUs,  aboTe  alluded  to,  lie  between  two  of  Mr.  Clarke's  auriferous  meri- 
dians. 

Mr.  Clarke  adds  that  wUch  is  more  interesting,  that  the  gold  alluvia 
of  Australia  are  of  the  same  epoch  as  that  debacle  which  has  filled  the 
•Australian  caverns  with  the  bones  of  extinct  animals ;  that  it  is,  there- 
fore, comparatirely  a  recent  geological  period.  In  Russia,  the  gold 
alluyium  is  found  mingled  with  the  bones  of  mammoths;  so  in  California, 
gig^tie  bones  occur  in  the  auriferous  detritus,  and  in  Australia  we  have 
the  unsepulchred  relics  of  the  gigantic  diprotodon  and  nototherium. 
Mr.  Austin  observes,  very  justly,  upon  these  facts,  that  ''  All  metals^ 
except  gold  and  platina,  will  more  or  less  readily  combine  in  the  form 
of  salts  with  other  mineral  ingredients,  and  are  fo^md  in  this  state 
nlways  where  igneous  action  has  been  followed  by  the  disintegrating 
and  consolidating  effects  of  many  succeeding  epochs.  In  these  localities 
gold  will  only  be  found  in  such  quantities  as  is  natural  to  suppose  could 
have  been  deposited  by  the  effects  of  sublimation  in  other  parts  not  con- 
nected with  the  former  by  the  influence  of  currents. 

'<  The  harder  metals  are  only  found  pure  when  extensive  igneous  action 
is  succeeded  in  order  by  some  recent  deposit,  such  as  the  Newer  Pliocene. 
If  I  may  hazard  an  opmion,  I  should  say  that  in  such  a  locality  gold  will 
generally  be  found,  whatever  be  the  course  of  the  eruptive  force,  and  it 
seems  to  me  that  these  are  more  substantial  data  for  the  gold-seeker  than 
either  the  longitude  or  direction  of  the  volcanic  action." 

To  condude,  the  opinion  of  a  scientific  man  upon  the  political  part  of 
the  question,  when  there  has  been  so  much  difference  among  quidnuncs 
and  dilettanti  of  all  kinds  and  characters,  may  not  be  without  interest  or 
utility: 

^  That  such  an  event  as  the  finding  of  gold  in  the  banks  of  a  stream 
should,  like  the  magic  words  on  the  walls  of  Babylon,  '  Mene,  Meoe, 
Tekel,  Upharsin,'  strike  consternation  into  the  hitherto  pastoral  pursuits 
of  the  colonists,  that  the  stroke  of  a  pen,  scrawling  almost  illegibly  the 
announcement,  *  There  is  gold  in  the  Cordillera  P  should  overturn  the 
quietness  and  prosperity  for  a  season  of  a  whole  population,  is  one  of 
tnose  wonderful  phenomena  to  which  states  are  subject.  But  looking 
calmly  at  the  matter,  as  I  have  done  for  years  past,  and  feeling  no  personal 
interest  but  on  account  of  the  value  of  scientific  investigation,  I  can  see 
beyond  the  present  atmoyances  much  to  give  hope  of  a  better  prospect 
The  momentary  effect  of  the  gold  mania  may  be  to  upset  existing  rela- 
tions ;  but  the  effect  of  the  news  at  home  will  be  the  introducing  of  a 
rapid  increase  of  population,  and  this,  we  may  be  sure,  will  be  the  result, 
whether  exaggerated  or  simple  statements  be  forwarded  to  Europe. 

^'  Prepared  as  I  am  to  admit,  that  in  the  excited  state  of  the  public  mind 
there  is  much  exaggeration,  and  that  all  we  hear  is  not,  and  ought  not,  to 
be  credited  without  examination,  it  is  plain  that  the  colony  must  prepare 
herself  for  an  important  growth  in  her  influence  on  the  destinies  of  the 
world,  and  for  a  revolution  in  many  of  those  commercial  relations  which 
have  hitherto  prevailed.  But  with  foresight,  nerve,  and  wisdom,  with 
discretion,  firmness,  and  determination  of  will,  the  government  may  arm 
itself  beforehand,  and  provide  for  the  natural  results  of  force,  by  the  barter 
and  more  profitable  employment  of  a  sagacious  policy." 

Nov, — ^VOL.  XCIII.  NO.  CCCLXXI.  2  B 
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Mining  operations  had,  according  to  the  last  news,  been  zetafded  lij 
cold  and  wet  weather,  but  more  discoyeries  of  gold  and  predooa  rtrm<w 
Iiad  taken  place  in  Tanous  places  in  the  samenog^ibourfaooa;  one  of  wliich 
at  TnroD,  was  said  to  be  richer  than  Ophir,  as  also  at  Stony  Creek, 
O'Connell  Plains,  thirty  miles  south  of  Bathunt  The  most  intecesting^, 
fitct,  howeyer,  is,  that  gold  had  been  found  in  the  Australian  PyreneM, 
fifly  to  a  hundred  miles  north  of  Port  Phillip,  Melboame.  There  is  noiTy 
thmfore,  no  doubt  of  the  gold  deposits  being,  as  before  said,  dispersed  oyer 
an  extensiye  tract  of  country,  uid  that  new  disooveiies  will  be  mada^ 
so  as  to  giye  a  choice  of  operations  to  the  thousands  who  will  be  attracted. 
Goyemment  has  rewarded  Mr.  Hargreayes  with  5001.  and  an  appoint^ 
ment  of  850/.  a  year,  with  an  allowance  for  two  horses,  to  continue  his  ex- 
plorations. This  is  as  it  should  be,  and  we  haye  no  doubt  of  forther  in- 
teresting disooyeries  being  made  yery  shortly. 
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It  is  gone  in  its  beauty  and  brightness. 

Ere  difnm'd  by  the  touch  of  decay ; 
Its  forms,  both  of  mndeur  and  lightness, 

Haye  now  pess'd  for  eyer  away. 

Twas  a  hive  fill'd  with  richness  and  sweetness. 

The  triumphs  of  labour  and  art, 
With  nought  to  regret  but  the  fleetness 

With  which  they  were  doom'd  to  depart. 

No  dream  of  Arabian  romances 
E*er  form*d  such  a  structure  on  earth ; 

No  poet,  when  wildest  his  fancies, 
To  yisions  so  lovely  gave  birth. 

'Twas  a  congress  where  colour  and  nation 

Were  gather'd  from  every  clime ; 
Where  the  lowly  and  lofliest  in  station 

In  brotherhood  met  for  a  time. 

And  tho'  its  mere  forms  may  be  scatter'd, 
Not  soon  will  its  influence  have  pass*d. 

When  its  crystal  in  fragments  lies  shattered, 
Tet  still  shall  that  influence  last. 

The  mind  that  fnve  birth  to  its  glory. 

Nor  paused  till  matured  was  its  plan. 
Shall  live  in  the  records  of  story. 

The  friend  and  ennobler  of  man. 


W.  M.T. 


24/A  Oct.,  1851. 
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bt  a  gebman  80ldieh. 

Chapter  L 

hy  squiphbkt. 

When  a  youthful  miod  possesses  some  natural  courage,  a  liyely  fancy, 
and  an  appetite  for  the  marvellous,  especially  if  that  has  heen  alimented 
by  an  indiscriminate  devoration  of  the  deluge  of  trumpery  tales  and 
hyper- romantic  romances  which  now  encumber  the  world,  it  is  impossible 
for  it  to  believe  that  those  magnanimous  and  knightly  ages,  with  the  ght- 
tering  armour,  the  waving  plumes,  and  the  fair  ladies  on  ambling  palfreys, 
have  totally  vanished  from  the  earth.  If  fate  has  thrown  a  youth  like 
myself  in  a  moderately-sized  town  where  there  is  no  military  to  dispel 
his  &ir  imaginings,  he  will  probably  cherish  the  same  fond  delusion  that 
I  did  about  '*  the  dames  and  knights  of  antique  days."  To  me  a  soldier's 
life  wa0  that  of  a  knight-errant.  Only  the  valley  in  which  our  city  lay 
seemed  to  me  unchivalrous  and  dull.  The  worlds  beyond  the  hills  which 
bounded  it,  was  filled  by  my  infantine  imagination  with  thick  forests 
peopled  by  wicked  dragons,  who  pounced  out  upon  the  passing  traveller, 
and  huge  castles,  where  lovely  ladies  pined  for  tneir  deliverance  out  of  the 
hands  of  mighty  ^ants  who  held  them  fettered  in  golden  chains.  Once  in 
my  boyhood  I  saw  two  officers,  and  after  that  all  my  ideas  of  the  chivalry  of 
the  present  day  emanated  from  the  impression  left  upon  my  mind  by  these 
two  persons.  I  witnessed  how  one  of  them,  with  his  waving  plume,  his 
danlung  sabre,  and  his  mighty  spurs,  conducted  a  youn^  lady  through  a 
pack  of  yelping  curs,  saying  to  her^  with  the  most  gracenil  salute,  "  Rely 
on  me,  mademoiselle ;  ao  not  be  alarmed.**  This  threw  my  imagination 
into  a  fever  of  excitement.  I  saw  the  terrible  g^ant  taking  flight  at  the 
officer's  fierce  moustache  and  threatening  mien,  and  the  imprisoned  lady 
freed  by  his  brilliant  prowess.  Now  my  fantasy  had  a  substantial  starting- 
point  :  on  this  foundation  I  built  up  a  brilliant  futurity  for  myself,  and 
with  such  a  charming  ideal  world  before  me,  began  to  grow  discontented 
with  my  unknighdy  lot.  Why  was  I  feited  to  be  a  quill-driver  in  a 
counting-house,  instead  of  the  exterminator  of  oppressive  giants,  and  the 
aven^r  of  fair  ladies'  wrongs?  The  romances  and  mmtary  histories 
which  I  eagerly  sought  for  and  read,  did  no  little  towards  the  mcrease  of 
this  hankering  after  a  militaiy  life.  ReUstabs'  '^  1812"  had  much  influ- 
ence upon  my  future  fate.  My  mind  was  principally  captivated  by  the 
wonders  of  artillery,  and  many  were  my  speculations  concerning  it.  I 
saw  the  cannons  careering  along,  drawn  by  curveting  steeds,  guided  by 
their  skilful  riders.  I  besieged  a  castle,  and  sent  to  my  beloved,  who  was 
a  prisoner  in  one  of  the  towers,  a  rose-coloured  billet-doux,  by  means  of 
a  large  bomb,  in  which  I  had  prudently  placed  it.  I  was  constantly 
singing, 

Burgen  mit  hohen 

MM^rnund  Zinaeii, 

Madchen  mit  stolzen 

Hohnenden  Sinnen, 

2b2 
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Mocht'  ich  gewinnen; 
Euhn  iBt  das  Muhen, 
Herriich  der  Lohn.* 

So  completely  absorbed  did  I  become  in  miHtaiy  ideas,  that  one  day, 
when  some  street  urchins  had  broken  a  window  in  our  counting-hooae,  I 
replied  to  my  principal's  inteirogatories,  with  the  utmost  nonchalanoe, 
''The  large  battery  at  the  comer  of  the  wood  threw  the  shot**  At 
length  my  military  mania  was  brought  to  a  perfect  climax  by  the  pas8afl;e 
of  a  division  of  artillery  through  our  town.  The  inspiriting  musLc,  we 
consequential  airs  and  the  fierce  appearance  of  the  artillerymen,  who  sur- 
rounded their  guns  as  though  they  were  sacred  persons,  penetrated  me 
with  a  conviction  of  my  own  nothingness,  and  I  resolved  to  forsake  the 
insipid  career  of  commerce,  and  become  a  champion  of  justice  and  a 
defender  of  my  country. 

In  the  nearest  gairison-town  lived  an  old  cousin  of  mine,  a  retired 
lieutenant-colonel,  and  with  him  1  resolved  to  take  counsel.     Thither, 
therefore,  I  betook  myself,  and  met  with  a  kind  reception.     My  cousin 
was  a  small,  sharp-featured  man,   but  his  beetling  eyebrows  and  im- 
perious look  gave  him  an  air  of  some  importance.      In  the  action  at 
Pirmasen  he  had  commanded  a  regiment  of  infantry,  and  there  an 
envious  canister-shot  had  barred  the  way  to  his  further  promotion.     He 
generally  wore  a  large  green  frock  coat,  grey  trousers  with  a  broad  red 
stripe,  and  round  his  neck  hung  the  collar  of  the  first  class  of  the  Russian 
order  of  St.  Anna,  and  in  his  hand  might  generally  be  seen  a  large  silver 
snuff-box,  upon  which  his  arms  were  emblazoned.    He  was  a  lively,  talk- 
ative old  soldier,  and  most  in  his  element  when  sitting  in  his  arm-chair 
and  refightmg  his  battles.    The  tables  and  chairs  around  him  were  gene- 
rally covered  with  military  works,  plans  of  battles,  &c.,  and  on  Jbhe  walls 
around  hung  a  number  of  sabres  and  pistols,  to  which  he  ever  and  anon 
referred  when  spinning  his  lengthened  yams :  this  sabre  he  had  at  such  a 
skirmish,  those  pistols  had  done  good  service  at  such  a  battle,  and  so  on. 
In  the  comer  of  his  room  stood  the  small  model  of  a  redoubt,  in  the 
original  of  which  he  had  maintained  himself  for  a  few  days  against  over- 
whelming odds,  and  the  fateful  canister-shot,  which  was  preserved  in  a 
green  morocco  case,  was  also  exhibited  to  visitors.     To  him,  then,  I  un- 
folded my  desires,  and  besought  his  aid  and  advice.     Although  my  mili- 
tary predilections  were  highly  pleasing  to  him — for  in  his  eyes  a  soldier's 
life  was  the  height  of  human  felicity — ^yet  he  kindly  set  before  me  the 
difficulties  I  should  6nd  in  the  way  of  promotion  in  time  of  peace.     But 
what  can  reason  avul  with  a  youthful  heart  which  has  conceived  and 
eagerly  embraced  an  alluring  fancy  ?    I  ignored  his  objections,  and  con- 
jured nim  to  obtain  my  guardian's  consent  and  the  necessary  papers.    He 
promised,  at  last,  to  do  his  best,  and  I  returned  to  my  counting-house. 
A  week  later  I  received  a  letter  from  my  g^uardian,  which,  in  terms  terse 


* 


Towns  begirt  with  walls  and  moats, 
Maids  with  proud  and  lofty  thoughts, 
Strong  without  and  strong  within, 
These  are  what  I  love  to  win  j 
Bold  is  the  attempt,  and  hard. 
But  as  noble  the  reward. 

QOBTBX'S  FaUKL 
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and  to  tbe  p<unt,  conreyed  lome  cutting  reproofs  for  my  monitroua  folly 
m  forsaking  the  career  in  which  I  had  embarked,  bnt  aoDounciag  the 
happy  news  that,  as  I  bad  Bhown  myself  such  a  good-foT-nothiag  fellow 
as  to  desire  it,  he  was  glad  eoough  to  get  rid  of  me. 

This  letter  was  accompaaied  by  the  papers  necessary  for  my  promo- 
lion  in  the  artillery,  tIz.,  hit  consent  to  my  enlistment,  my  baptismal 
K^ter,  and  an  attestation  that  I  had  never  been  \a  any  conflict  with 
the  police.     This  collection  of  documents  I  completed   ny  getting   a 
medical  certificate,  to  testify  my  soundness  of  wind  and  limb,  and  then, 
packing  up  my  effects,  took  leave  of  my  colleagues,  who  regarded  me 
with  enrious  looks,  and  set  off  for  Dolmar,  where  my  cousin  lired,  under 
whose  ^ia  I  was  to  carve  my  way  to  the  Temple  of  Fame.     I  was  then 
sixteen  yean  old.     When  I  arrived  there  I  found  that  my  formal  enlist- 
ment into  the  service  could  not  take  place  till  I  had  been  inspected  by 
the  coloael  of  the  brigade,  who  did  not  live  at  Dolmar,  but  only  visited 
it  now  and  then  to  inspect  the  division  of  artillery  which  was  stationed 
there.     About  this  colonel,  Teichcbenschech  by  name,  I  heard  a  number 
of  strange  anecdotes.     He  was  of  low  birth,  and  bad  obtained  his  pro- 
motion in  the  last  war  by  his  skill  and  gallantry.     He  was  a  brave  old 
man,  but  his  rudeness  and  severity  to  all  beneath  him  knew  no  bounds. 
He  was  a  thorough  martinet  of  the  old  school — a  race  now  happily  be- 
coming extinct.      His   very  presence   infused  terror  into  the  hearts   of 
the  non-commissioned  officers  and  privates,  and  when  Colonel  Teschchen- 
schech  was  in  the  town,  not  the  slightest  imperfection  could  be  found  by 
the  most  determined  fault-finder  either  in  the  dress  or  demeanour  of  th« 
soldiers.     He  was  a  tall,  broad- shouldered,  sinewy  man,  possessed  of  im- 
mense muscular  strength.     Though  not  naturally  bad-tempered,  his  face 
was  always  soured  by  a  fierce  scowl,  which  he  seemed  to  think  absolutely 
necessary  for  the  maintenance  oF  discipline.     On  manceuvring  days  he 
would  punish  the  slightest  fault  with  two,  four,  or  even  eight  days' 
arrest ;  but  when,  at  appell,  the  adjutant  read  out  the  list  of  puniahments 
he  had  ordered  in  the  morning,  he  would  sometimes  leap  from  his  horse, 
and  going  towards  the  gunners,  who  rested  on  their  pieces,  bellow  out, 
with  his  stentorian  lungs,  "  Well,  for  this  time,  I  vrill  grant  the  dogs  an 
amnesty."    This  good-natured  btuSness  won  the  affections  of  his  soldiers, 
despite  his  ebullitions  of  rage,  which  were  both  fierce  and  frequent,  and 
at  such  momenta,  the  rigid  rules  of  discipline  being  slightly  relaxed,  they 
would  group  round  him,  and  patientiy  listen  to  the  ponderous  homilies 
with  which  he  favoured  them  whilst  gulping  down  hia  luncheon.     Apro- 
pos to  diia  last-mentioned  matter,  he  was,  on  such  occasions,  accom- 
panied by  a  servant,  whose  business  it  was  to  carry  a  bottle  of  aqua-\it 
and  a  fowl  ot  some  cold  meat  in  a  saddle-bag.     Oae  morning,  when  1 
master  called  for  luncheon,  the  unlucky  servant  let  a  fine  roast  partrid, 
bll  into  the  sand.     This  raised  the  colonel's  ire,  and  a  deluge  of  inve 
tlves  was  accompanied  by  a  stroke  upon  the  offender's  schako,  whi 
knocked  it  completely  over  his  eyes  and  ears.     This  done,  he  ended 
long  tirade  with  the  words,  "  Now  that  bird  is  covered  with  sand,  y< 
may  eat  it  yoiuielf."     After  the  man  bad  stood  blindfolded  for  son 
minutes,  waiting  for  what  was  to  come  next,  he  ventured  to  raise  Y 
schako,  and  taking  courage  from  the  jibes  of  his  comrades,  began 
blow  ^  sand  off  the  bird,  preparatory  to  setting  to  work  upon  it     Tl 
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colonel  stood  near,  npping  hifl  liqueur,  and  throwing  now  and  then  a 
wistful  glance  at  bis  unlucky  luncheon ;  hut  when  he  saw  the  man  seri- 
ously intending  to  devour  it,  he  snatched  it  out  of  his  hand,  ezdainiing, 
in  ms  villanous  filaJtt  DtuUck^  '^  If  it  is  really  eatahle,  I  will  have  it 
myself."  To  indemnify  the  follow,  however,  for  the  loss  of  his  antici- 
pated feast,  he  ordered  a  sutler  to  give  him  a  good  luncheon.  The  more 
fastidious  and  aristocratic  of  the  officers  considered  such  scenes,  as 
indeed  they  were,  coarse  and  infra  dig,^  and  not  unfirequently  testified 
their  disgust  by  unmistakable  looks ;  hut  this  only  served  to  make  the 
testy  old  colonel  more  vigilant  in  guarding  the  men  against  any  exaction, 
on  the  part  of  their  superiors. 

The  morning  after  my  arrival  in  Dolmar,  the  colonel  came  over,  and 
I  was  presented  to  him  by  my  cousin.  AJFter  scrutinising  me  doselj 
irom  head  to  foot,  he  remarked : 

"  You  certainly  have  good  recommendations,  but  I  must  confess  that 
for  the  artillery,  and  especially  for  the  horse  artillery,  you  are  verdammt 
weak,  and  young  too— -eh  T* 

<*  Those  are  two  foults,  Mr.  Colonel,  which  every  day  will  help  to 


remove." 


He  smiled,  and  replied,  with  a  focetious  air : 

'*  Ah,  but  I  am  afnud,  if  they  don't  tie  you  to  a  gun,  the  wind  will 
carry  you  off  some  day.**  Then,  after  reperusing  my  papers,  he  continued  : 
''  Well,  we  will  try  you ;  but,  remember,  there  are  three  things  which 
every  one  in  my  brigade  must  observe  most  strictly ;  the  first  is,  '  Order^ 
— the  second,  *  Order' — and  the  third,  *  Order.'  Everything  is  compre- 
hended in  that.  Now  go  to  Sergeant-Major  Loffel,  and  tell  him  that  the 
colonel  sends  him  a  small  trifle.     Adieu !  Mr.  Horse  Artilleryman." 

Enchanted  at  my  success,  I  made  my  salute,  and  hastening  to  the 
barracks,  reported  myself  to  the  sergeant,  who,  eyeing  me  discontentedly, 
and  muttering  something  about  beardless  volunteers  and  whipper- 
snapper  weaklings,  handed  me  over  to  a  bombardier,  who,  in  turn,  de- 
livered me  to  a  quartermaster,  who  was  to  provide  me  with  uniform,  he. 
For  this  purpose  he  conducted  me  into  the  magasine,  where  ample  stores 
of  uniforms,  ammunition,  arms,  and  all  the  muniments  of  war,  were 
kept.  I  gazed  with  delight  and  veneration  on  the  masses  of  glittering 
arms  and  gaudy  accoutrements,  but  was  disturbed  in  my  contemplation 
by  the  gruff  voice  of  the  quartermaster  calling  me  to  be  measured.  As 
the  modus  operandi  may  not  be  known  to  every  one,  I  will  describe  it. 
The  measuree  is  placed  with  his  back  against  a  marked  groove,  down 
which  slides  a  block  of  no  inconsiderable  weight ;  this  is  let  down  till  it 
reaches  his  head,  by  which  his  exact  height  is  discovered,  and  upon  my 
poor  pate  the  quartermaster  let  it  come  down  so  shaiply,  that  I  involun- 
tarily uttered  a  yell  of  surprise  and  pain,  and  then  starting  aw^  from  the 
wall,  rubbed  my  injured  cranium  in  mute  astonishment.  The  imper- 
turbable old  quartermaster  merely  smiled,  and  declared  complaoenily 
it  was  only  to  get  the  right  measure,  as  many  young  gentiemen  maae 
themselves  taller  than  they  really  were.  I  was  soon  armed  and  equipped ; 
but,  notwithstanding  the  quartermaster's  accurate  admeasurement^  he  did 
not  show  himself  a  good  judge  of  proportion,  as  the  suit  with  which  he 
furnished  me  might  have  suited  the  corporation  of  some  paunchy  youn^ 
Titan,  but  was  certainly  not  calculated  for  a  slender  youth  like  myselS 
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I  therefore  betook  myself  forthwith  to  the  tailor,  which  worthj  fane- 
tiooazj  was  soon  engaged  in  cuttiDg  down  the  habiliments  to  a  more 
Impropriate  siae. 

As  the  rustiest  arms  are  nsnally  dealt  out  to  novices,  and  no  ex- 
c^fition  had  been  made  in  mj  case,  I  was  considerably  embarrassed  at 
the  prospect  of  having  to  clean  them  myself ;  but  on  my  return  from 
Snip's,  I  was  happy  to  find  that  my  comrades  had  relieved  me  from  my 
perplexity  by  taking  possession  of  my  arms,  and  rubbing  away  at  them 
with  much  vivacity  and  Tigour,  I  thanked  them  for  their  kindness,  and 
was  proceeding  to  try  my  hand  upon  my  spurs,  when  one  of  them  in- 
terrupted me,  and  said,  <*  Don't  trouble  yourself,  we  will  do  them  all ; 
but,"  he  added,  in  a  business-like  tone,  ^'  they  have  given  you  some  con- 
founded dirty  tools,  and  I  am  afraid  Uiey  will  never  come  clean  without 
a  little  brandy."  I  of  course  declared  my  readiness  to  provide  them 
with  Schnapps,  or  any  other  requisite  ;  and,  pulling  a  dollar  out  of  my 
pocket,  despatched  one  of  them  to  fetch  all  they  wanted.  I  then  lenb 
the  room,  the  cannoneer  promising  that  in  a  short  time  I  should  find 
eyerything  in  excellent  order.  When  I  returned,  I  found  that  he  had 
been  true  to  his  word  ;  and  that  it  had  not  been  found  necessary  to  use 
aXL  the  Schnapps  to  brighten  the  arms,  was  patent  from  his  and  his 
comrades*  uproarious  condition. 

The  next  morning  I  was  to  be  introduced  to  my  captain.  As  I 
must  not  give  his  real  name,  I  will  call  him  De  Foe,  for  Heaven 
knows  he  has  never  been  my  jfriend.  He  was,  like  the  colonel,  of  low 
extraction,  and  therefore  could  not  endure  volunteers,  as  they,  when  off 
^^7'  generally  gave  themselves  airs,  which  put  him  into  a  state  of 
the  highest  irritation.  It  vexed  him  amazingly  to  see  ns  walkine  about 
in  coats  of  cloth  superior  to  the  coarse  oniform  of  the  service ;  and  it  was 
quite  fatal  to  his  equanimity,  if  we,  as  we  often  did  to  vex  him,  tossed  off 
a  bottle  of  wine  in  a  co/e,  where  he  sat  sipping  his  Zuckerwasser.  For 
a  weaiy  hour  I  danced  attendance  in  an  ante-room,  before  the  captain 
troubled  himself  to  come  and  look  at  me.  Just  before  he  appeared,  I 
glanced  at  a  mirror  in  the  room,  and  perceived  that  the  state  of  high 
compression  under  which  my  throat  was  labouring,  from  the  effects  of 
n^  newly-donned  military  stock,  which  I  had  buckled  on  with  supere- 
rogatory tightness,  had  induced  a  decided  indination  of  blood  to  the 
head,  and  given  my  face  a  odour  resembling  that  of  a  full-blown  red 
cabbage.  This  seemed  to  strike  the  captain  when  he  entered,  for  after 
contemplating  me  for  a  moment  with  rndf-dosed  eyes  and  folded  arms, 
he  remarked : 

''  We  seem  to  have  made  an  uncommonly  good  breakfiist  this  mormng." 
This  was  a  pet  phrase  of  his,  and  by  it  he  meant  to  insinuate  that  the 
brandy-bottle  had  been  used  too  liberally.  I  replied,  that  I  had  not  yet 
had  anything  that  momiiM^.  With  an  incredulous  look,  he  retorted : 
**  I  know  better."  So  I  bowed  to  his  superiM>r  wisdom,  and  was  silent* 
*'  Sixteen  years  old,  are  yon  ?" 
"Yes,  Mr.  Captain." 

^^  One  commcMily  says,  ^  At  your  command,  Mr.  Captain.'  ** 
^  I  beg  pardon — at  your  command,  Mr.  Captain.** 
**  You  seem  very  weak  ?* 
'<  At  yonr  command,  I  think  not,  Mr.  Captain.*' 
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« I  know  better." 

These  three  last  words  were  also  of  frequent  recurrence  in  the  captain's 
conversation,  and  they  had  a  magical  power  upon  his  subordinates,  whieh 
at  once  silenced  all  objections,  however  valid,  and  refiited  every  ai^- 
ment,  however  logical  or  just  He  then  turned  to  the  sergeant-major^ 
and  said :    . 

^*  Let  Sergeant  Dose  drill  him." 

Such  was  the  first  colloquy  I  had  with  Captain  De  Foe,  with  whidi^ 
as  may  be  supposed,  I  was  not  much  edified  or  delighted. 


Chapter  II. 

DRILL  Ain>  APPELL. 

The  sergeant-major  then  conducted  me  to  the  barrack-yard  and  sur- 
rendered me  into  the  hands  of  Sergeant  Dose»  who  was  conmiissioned  to 
instil  into  my  mind  the  rudiments  of  a  military  education.  This  petty 
potentate  was  enormously  tall,  and  had  a  figure  as  broad  below  as  above^ 
which  singular  conformation  gave  him,  when  viewed  from  a  short  dia- 
tance,  the  appearance  of  a  large  painted  dockcase,  like  those  unwieldy 
machines  wnich  may  be  seen  in  every  boor's  kitchen.  His  face,  too, 
generally  wore  as  placid  and  unvarying  an  expression  as  the  correspond- 
ing feature  of  a  clock.  Though  he  frequently  made  a  spasmodic  attempt 
to  say  a  witty  thing,  even  to  the  officers  themselves,  for  which  he  as 
often  got  severely  wigged,  yet  a  smile  was  never  seen  to  cross  his  lips  ;  he 
ever  preserved  the  same  stem  dignified  demeanour  which  he  thought  com- 
ported well  with  the  weight  of  public  cares  devolving  upon  him.  Such 
was  Mr.  Sergeant  Dose,  to  whose  tutelage  I  was  now  confided.  N.B. 
Let  me  advise  any  future  pupil  of  his  never  to  omit  the  Mr.  when  ad- 
dressing him,  as  I  know  by  experience  the  important  difference  it  makes 
in  his  treatment  of  you :  without  it,  he  is  harsh  and  exacting ;  with  it, 
suave  and  polite. 

I  now  stood  before  him,  ready,  as  he  said,  to  be  made  a  man  of. 
According  to  his  credenda,  a  common  recruit  was  at  least  three  parts  an 
ox,  or  some  other  animal  equally  stolid  and  ungainly.  I  being  a  /ret- 
williger,  or  volunteer,  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  ranked  among  those 
who  possessed  one-half  of  the  genus  homo  in  their  composition  ;  and  I 
was  even  allowed  some  fraction  more  of  humanity  when  I  only  took  the 
sixth  part  of  a  bitter  which  we  drank  together  and  left  him  the  rest. 
The  exercise  began,  and  I  drew  myself  up. 

"  Attention." 

I  drew  myself  up  still  higher,  and  stood  like  a  post.     That  was  good. 

^'  See,"  said  Dose,  "  now,  when  I  give  the  word  '  Stand  at  ease^'  the 
aoldier  must  move  his  right  foot  a  little  forward  and  stand  carelessly,  but 
for  God*s  sake  not  speak  a  word;  but  when  I  sav  ^  Attention,'  I  expect  to 
see  a  sudden  start  and  a  quick  motion,  whicd  will  show  me  that  you 
understand  the  importance  of  the  moment,  so-— Attention." 

Another  start,  and  I  stood  like  an  unfinished  statue  to  which  the  sta- 
tuary, viz..  Sergeant  Dose,  proceeded  to  give  the  finishing  touches.  He 
examined  me  critically  from  my  schako  to  my  spurs,  went  a  step  back  to 
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get  a  better  view,  walked  round  me,  and  remarked  with  due  solemnity  on 
the  faults  of  my  position,  which  he  then  with  an  artastic  hand  began  to 
improve  by  bending  me  half  an  inch  to  the  right  and  to  the  left,  pushing 
in  my  shoulder-blades,  chocking  me  under  the  chin,  or  what  he  seemed 
to  think  most  indispensably  necessary,  placing  my  little  fingers  in  exact 
juxtaposition  with  the  red  stripe  of  my  trousers.  My  Pygmalion  now  pro* 
ceeded  to  make  me  a  rational  being,  as  he  phrased  it,  oy  advancing  from 
the  practice  to  the  theory  of  the  military  art,  and  gave  me  a  long  pre- 
amble on  ''  subordination,"  as  an  indispensable  preparative  for  everything 
else.  Hid  style,  however,  was  not  very  lucid  or  logical,  but  rather  dis- 
cursive and  involved,  partaking  of  that  much-us^  figure  of  rhetoric 
styled  "rigmarole.** 

"  As  the  word  '  Attention,'  **  said  he,  '^  forbids  the  soldier  to  make  the 
smallest  bodily  movement,  so  the  word  '  Obedience'  has  exactly  the  same 
meaning  with  regard  to  the  movements  of  the  mind,  and  especudly  in  the 
matter  of  speaking.  The  only  words  that  a  soldier  under  command  may 
say,  even  if  his  officer  calls  him  an  ass,  are^  '  At  your  command,  sir.' 
This,  however,  is  generally  the  hardest  task  for  you  young  gentlemen, 
who  can  never  be  silent  or  give  a  discreet  answer.  Not  long  ago  we 
had  a  volunteer,  Laufer  was  his  name,  a  clever  fellow,  and  one  who 
would  soon  have  been  an  officer  if  he  hadn't  had  so  much  impertinence 
about  him.  One  morning,  soon  after  he  came,  he  was  standing  in  the 
rear  to  watch  the  exercise  of  the  battery.  What  happened  ?  Why,  our 
adjutant  chanced  to  go  past»  and  asked  him  rather  roughly,  as  he  idways 
does,  though  he's  not  a  bad-tempered  man  at  bottom,  ^  What  is  he  ?* 
What  did  Laufer  do?  Instead  of  saying,  *At  your  command,  Mr. 
Lieutenant,  I  am  here  by  the  captain's  orders  to  watch  the  exercise,  and 
my  name  is  Cannoneer  Laufer,'  young  impudence  must  say,  'Mr.  Lieu- 
tenant, '*  he"  is  a  personal  pronoun.'  The  adjutant  thought  he  did  not 
understand  him,  and  repeated  his  question.  What  did  he  do  then  but 
answer  him  in  French.  '  Mr.  Lieutenant,  "  he"  est  pronomen  personalis.' 
You  should  have  seen  the  spectacle  then.  The  adjutant  brought  him 
before  the  captain,  and  there  tie  had  the  impudence  to  say  that  he  never 
meant  to  insult  the  lieutenant,  as  if  a  soldier  could  insult  an  officer.  He 
thought  the  lieutenant  wished  to  examine  him  in  his  grammar.  The 
captain,  who  was  in  a  good  humour,  turned  away  and  laughed,  so  Laufer 
got  off  without  any  punishment ;  but  it  has  prevented  him  from  rising, 
as  the  adjutaut  has  taken  care  that  he  shan't  be  summoned  to  anothor 
examination — so.  Attention." 

Despite  the  rules  about  immobility  which  had  just  been  inculcated  with 
so  much  circumambagiousness,  I  could  not  refrain  from  stealing  a  side- 
glance  to  discover  the  cause  of  this  sudden  recommencement.  Aha! 
Siere  it  was.  At  a  window  close  above  our  heads  I  caught  sight  of  a 
flowered  dressing-gown,  in  which  the  major  was  leisurely  smokine  his 
meerschaum  and  watching  our  movements.  I  was  then  put  through  two 
or  three  positions  with  &r  greater  care  and  precision  than  before,  and  the 
sergeant,  looking  up  to  the  major,  ventured  to  assure  him  that  I  was 
making  tolerably  rapid  progress  in  my  education ;  upon  which  he  ordered 
us  to  **  dismiss"  for  die  present. 

We  were  now  -fireed  from  the  irksome  restraint  of  discipline,  and  be- 
took ourselves  to  Madame  Linksen's,  for  whose  restauration  the  sergeant 
could  not  find  terms  sufficiently  laudatory,  and  who,  he  said»  had  bonM 
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away  the  palm  for  deanlineas  and  order  from  all  the  other  estaUisfaiiieiitB 

m  the  vicinity. 

In  this  cafe  mUitaire  we  focmd  most  of  the  wealthier  gominands  and 
fiuinonables  among  the  non-commissioned  and  privates  of  the  gatriaon, 
sitting  round  the  room  in  little  knots,  laughing,  chatting,  and  shooting 
with  the  long  bow.  One  handsome  young  FrekoUUge  was  amusing  a 
select  audience  by  reciting,  yery  mnch  in  King  Cambyses'  rein,  his  ad- 
ventures of  the  preceding  night ;  how,  when  proceeding  barrackwards, 
being  at  the  same  time  rather  deep  in  his  cups,  he  had  encountered  an 
officer  whom  he  disliked,  and  if  we  were  to  believe  his  cabalistical  ges- 
tures, and  were  to  fill  up  the  elh'pees  of  his  tale  by  his  insinuations,  now 
he  finished  a  short  altercation  by  knocking  his  superior  down.  Hb  tale, 
however,  was  thrown  into  the  shade  by  the  high-soaring  hyperbcdes  of  a 
tiny  warrior,  a  very  bantam-cock  in  size  and  swagger,  who  next  favoured 
tjie  company  with  a  full  account  of  his  romantic  exploits,  but  only  to  be 
in  his  turn  eclipsed  by  the  snpereminent  deeds  of  a  third,  whose  marvel- 
lous category  of  heroic  actions  contained  many  achievements  that  might 
have  been  fit  subjects  for  an  epic  poem.  So  we  passed  the  time,  till 
about  eleven  o'clock  a  trumpet's  blast  aroused  us  from  our  ease  and 
dragged  us  to  appell — appell,  the  most  anxious  and  tedious  half  hour  in 
a  soldier's  diurnal  life — the  beie  noire  of  every  wild  and  careless  youth. 
In  that  muchnlreaded  hour  everything  that  is  out  of  order  is  dragged  to 
the  light  of  day. 

£s  ist  nichts  so  klar  gespomien 

£a  kommi  doch  Alles  an's  Licht  der  Sonnen. 

The  officers  have  then  nothing  to  do  but  scrutinise  and  criticise  the 
appearance  of  their  men.  Has  any  unfortunate  wight  replaced  the  loss 
of  a  button  or  the  breakage  c^  a  bracer  by  some  untidy  or  even  tc^eraUy 
tidy  makeshift  ?  At  drill  or  parade  he  may  conceal  it,  but  at  appell  tfaie 
peering  eyes  of  his  captain  or  lieutenant  are  sure  to  discover  it,  and  he 
la  speedily  hauled  over  the  coals  to  answer  for  his  neglect.  Our  captain's 
face  was  the  sme  indicator  of  a  calm  or  stormy  appell.  If  he  appeared 
with  a  self-satisfied  and  gracious  air,  everything  would  probably  flow 
smoothly  off  in  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour;  but  if  any  untoward  breeae 
had  ruffled  the  surfoce  of  his  temper,  the  waves  of  his  ire  would  break 
heavily  upon  the  head  of  the  luckless  man  on  whom  he  succeeded  in 
discovering  the  smallest  peccadillo. 

**  Sirrah,  when  were  your  boots  cleaned  last  ?*' 

"  This  morning,  captain." 

*^  Don't  tell  me  that,  air.  Don't  let  me  catch  yon  tripping  ;  I  know 
yoB. 

*^  But,  captain,  I  assure  yon " 

"  Silence,  sir,  or  it  will  be  worse  for  yon.  Sergeant,  let  this  man 
have  a  day's  arrest  for  dirtiness  and  contempt  of  superiors." 

Having  thus  given  vent  to  a  little  of  his  overflowing  bile  he  wonU 
stomp  away,  somewhat  relieved. 

The  appell,  being  merely  a  n41-^»ll,  does  not  take  long  of  itself  hoi 
ia  generally  protracted  to  an  hour  or  so  by  iniermezei  of  the  fongcmg 
kind.  My  first  appell  went  off  pretty  welL  Captain  De  Foe  examined 
my  position,  pressed  in  my  shoukier-Dlades,  gacnlated  <<  Head  up,  head 
up,"  and  passed  on.  To  a  comrade  he  remarked  that  he  seemed  to  have 
made  a  good  bteakfaat,  bat  no  ill  oonsequeiicea  fi»Uowed* 
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A  TRIP  TO  KHARTUM.* 

But  a  short  time  ago  a  joarney  to  Khartum,  at  the  juDCtion  of  the 
iraowned  Bahr  ai  Abiyad,  or  White  Nile,  and  the  Bahr  al  Azrak,  or 
Blue  Nile,  was  an  adventurous  undertaking,  even  for  one  or  two  enter- 
prising travellers ;  such  is  the  progress  of  communication  on  the  Nile, 
that  now  a  whole  family  of  English  make  a  mere  trip  to  the  capital  of 
Sanaar,  beyond  Egyp^  and  beyond  even  the  swarthy  Nubian's  land. 
Mr.  George  Melly's  account  of  this  remarkable  journey,  performed  by 
himself,  lus  brother,  his  sbters,  his  mother,  and  a  deceased  father,  will 
have  the  fui'thor  advantage  of  shovring  how,  laying  aside  Nubia  and 
Sanaar — by  a  visit  to  which,  little,  save  the  honour  of  the  thing,  is  to  be 
gained — the  wonders  of  the  Nile  may  be  explored  with  eveiy  degree  of 
security,  and  we  may  fairly  add,  according  to  the  measures  taken,  with  a 
very  great  degree  of  comfort  and  convenience.  The  Mellys,  for  example^ 
speared  themselves  no  luxmies  that  they  were  accustomed  to  in  their  own 
country.  Witness  a  dinner  at  Khartum  (not  Khartoum  ;  there  is  no  '^  o  " 
in  the  Arabic.     See  Weme's  "  Expedition  to  the  White  Nile.") 

Our  grand  dinner  was  now  about  to  come  off.  We  had  invited  Latiffe 
Pacha,  and  Ali  Bey  Haasib ;  and  already  bis  excellency's  bead  cook  and 
servant  had  made  his  appearance,  bearing  his  master's  silver  spoon  and  fork, 
and  a  curious  tray,  full  of  little  dishes  or  saucers,  containing  condiments. 
There  were  sixteen  of  them  -,  two  of  cucumbers,  two  of  oranges  divided,  two 
of  sugared  pomegranate,  two  of  parsley  salad,  two  of  radishes,  two  of  onion 
salad,  one  of  figs,  one  of  eggs,  and  two  little  cups  full  of  garlic  and  milk. 
This  is  a  Turki^  custom,  and  the  little  vessels  looked  elegant  and  pretty  on 
the  table. 

In  due  time  our  distinguished  guests  arrived,  and  so  did  the  dinner.  The 
af&ir  was  rather  heavy  at  first,  but  as  the  great  men  found  the  use  of  their 
appetites,  they  found  also  the  use  of  their  tongues.  They  ate  of  everything 
offered  to  them,  but  in  small  quantities,  leaving  much  in  their  plates,  frequently 
helping  themselves,  with  a  fork,  to  a  taste  of  the  small  dishes.  1  bey  parti* 
Cttlariy  enjoyed  the  idea  of  eating  English  salmon  at  Khartum  we  had  carried 
there  in  hermetically  sealed  boxes,  purchased  at  Fortnum  and  Mason's,  and 
which  was  excellent.  They  drank  sparingly,  Ali  Bey  Hassib  taking  noUiing 
but  lemonade ;  nevertheless,  it  was  evident  tliat  thev  enjoyed  themselves.  The 
conversation  was  carried  on  with  great  vivacity,  and  immense  fun  was  excited 
when  Mahomed,  while  putting  a  dish  on  the  table,  set  fire  to  his  beard. 

After  dinner  we  became  extremely  social,  exhibiting  our  purses,  seals,  ladies' 
work,  and  drawings,  and  they  showmg  us  their  seals,  which  are  signets,  with 
their  names  cut  on  a  stone.  This  tfauey  employ  by  way  of  signature,  as  they 
never  sign  their  names. 

The  Pacha  became  at  last  very  communicative  about  the  state  of  the  country. 
His  accounts,  however,  were  startling.  He  said  that  the  province  pays  the 
whole  of  its  expenses,  and  enables  him  besides  to  remit  eighteen  to  twenty 
thousand  bourses  per  annum  to  Cairo  (about  ninety  to  one  hundred  thousand 
pounds).  He  placed  the  population  of  Soudan  at  a  figure  too  enormous  to 
be  credited,  and  spoke  of  naked  Bedouins  owning  one  hundred  thousand  oxen, 
not  one  of  the  vast  stock  ever  been  killed.  We  conid  not  attempt  to  dispute 
such  statements,  and  we  passed  a  most  pleasant  evening  our  friends  not  taking 
their  departure  till  ten  o'clock. 

*  Khartoum,  and  the  Blue  and  White  Kiles.  By  George  Melly.  t  vols. 
CoDNiniiuid  Co. 
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The  yisit  to  Khartum  appears  to  have  been  altogether  a  very  pleasant 
afihir.  The  party  arrived  there  on  the  26th  of  December,  and  the  pre- 
vious day  had|  therefore,  to  be  celebrated  without  town,  and  in  an  acacia 
grove : 

To-day  being  Cliristmas-day,  we  determined  on  having  a  Christmas  feast- 
It  was  certainly  intolerably  hot,  the  thermometer  being  at  93  deg.  Yet,  with 
this  exception,  we  managed  to  enjoy  ourselves  very  much  after  our  good  old 
English  fashion.  French  champagne  and  Scotch  ale,  a  plum  pudding  sur- 
mounted by  an  acacia  branch,  and  dashed  with  a  liberal  supply  of  brandy;  and 
"  last,  not  least  in  our  dear  love,**  a  bowl  of  excellent  punch,  manufactured  by 
A.bhasis,  helped  us  to  get  through  tlie  evening  very  comfortably.  Of  course 
we  did  not  forget  absent  friends. 

Khartum  was  entered  by  a  large  open  ground,  in  which  two  companies 
of  troops,  the  best  dressed  and  accoutred,  Mr.  Melly  says,  of  any  he  had 
seen  since  he  left  Europe,  were  changing  guard,  each  company  led  by  a 
soldier  with  a  bedstead  on  his  bayonet,  ^'  he  being  the  officer,  and  the 
only  one  allowed  such  a  luxury,  tne  rest  always  sleeping  on  the  ground.** 
Children  of  Anak !  a  soldier  carrying  a  bedsteiod  on  nis  bayonet,  and  that 
soldier  an  officer !  The  reception  given  by  the  pasha  was  civil  in  the 
extreme. 

We  inquired  where  it  would  be  agreeable  to  him  that  we  should  pitch  our 
tents ;  he  answered  by  presenting  us  with  a  capital  house.  On  asking  where 
we  could  find  a  boat,  he  replied  that  his  own  would  be  ready  for  us  in  three 
days.  On  mentioning  camels,  he  promised  to  have  thirty  ready  to  meet  us  at 
Berber.  At  a  hint  respecting  the  forwarding  of  our  letters,  he  volunteered  to 
send  them  by  a  special  messenger,  from  station  to  station  on  swift  dromedaries 
to  Assouan,  whence  men  would  run  with  them  on  foot  to  Cairo,  and  then  they 
would  proceed  in  the  usual  course.  In  short,  he  promised  everything  we 
wanted ;  gave  us  coffee  and  pipes,  and  then  we  took  our  leave. 

They  next  made  acquaintance  with  all  the  Europeans,  who  comprised 
"a  very  respectable  circle"  of  Frenchmen  and  Italians,  all  extremely 
civil.  Among  them  was  his  excellency's  confidential  pipe-bearer^  a 
Frenchman,  who  had  been  in  England  with  Ibrahim  Fa^a;  also  the 
apothecary  and  the  head  medical  officer,  the  latter  described  as  an  agree- 
able and  handsome  man  from  the  neighbourhood  of  Geneva.     There  was 

also  a  Monsieur  R ,  who  had  been  twice  up  the  White  Nile,  as  far 

as  A9  north  latitude,  and  was  enthusiastic  in  favour  of  colonising  the 
tempting  regions  with  which  we  have  so  lately  been  made  intimate  as 
lying  in  that  direction. 

Afiter  the  visitors  came  presents  innumerable  of  baskets  of  figs,  bananas, 
pomegranates,  cream  fruit,  lemons,  sugar-canes,  lettuce,  radishes,  and 
parsley.     With  one  batch  came  a  letter  to  the  following  effect : 

"  My  Lord, — I  hope  you  will  accept  a  little  fruits  from  the  garden 
ci  your  servants,  minister  of  the  Catholic  chiuch,  or  rather  from  your 
garden  in  this  cyty. — Your  servants, 

''Emmanuel  Pjedbrnonte." 

What  pastoral  simplicity  and  affectionate  feeling  is  to  be  met  with 
among  people  of  different  faiths,  when  far  removed  from  the  heart- 
burnings and  rivalry  of  the  crowd  ?  Latiffe  Pasha,  general  in  the  army, 
admiral  of  the  fleet,  and  governor  of  Balad  Sudan,  or  the  country  of 
Blacks,  Ali  Bey  Hassib,  governor  of  Berber,  and  all  the  other  high 
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funcdonaries  dwelling  at  Khartum,  were  in  honourable  exile.  Amone 
them  was  one  Bayumi  Effendi,  a  very  disting^hed  man,  who  had  lived 
in  Paris  thirteen  years,  and  had  translated  two  works  into  Arabic  for 
many  successive  years.  The  reasons  for  the  exile  of  such  a  man,  Mr* 
Melly  traces  to  anything  but  its  right  cause.  It  has  most  probably 
originated  in  doubts  of  his  orthodoxy,  entertained  by  some  zealous  and 
influential  bigots.  The  result  of  these  banishments,  Mr.  Melly  tells  us, 
is,  that  the  provinces  are  very  well  governed :  Khi^um,  Berber,  Don- 
gola,  and  Fazukl,  being  all  under  the  direction  of  intelligent  men,  who 
have  travelled  much,  and  been  careful  observers.  We  should  have  liked 
to  have  had  the  evidence  of  a  few  merchants,  tradesmen,  and  fellahs, 
upon  this  point.  The  position  of  the  party  in  Khartum,  according  to 
Mr.  Melly's  own  showing,  was  vexy  adverse  to  hearing  anything  but  one 
side  of  the  question  : 

It  is  evident  that  we  are  considered  somebodies  in  this  good  town  of  Khar- 
tum. We  have  astonished  the  natives  more  than  can  very  well  be  conceived. 
What  they  think  of  us,  we  cannot  exactly  ascertain ;  but  it  is  clear  enough 
that  they  think  a  good  deal  of  us.  They  are  a  little  puzzled  when  they  specu- 
late upon  what  brought  us  to  their  remote  comer  of  the  world ;  and,  to 
add  to  their  mvstification,  they  cannot,  for  certain  reasons,  avoid  regarding 
us  with  a  consiaerable  amount  of  respect,  mingled  with  a  slight  addition  of 
awe.  The  fact  is,  it  has  got  abroad  that  our  firman  contained  denunciations 
unusually  stringent  against  all  and  sundry  who  wanted  to  eat  dirt  by  exhibit^ 
iDg  the  slightest  degree  of  neglect  or  remissness  in  looking  after  our  safety, 
comfort,  and  pleasure.  Every  one  argues  tliat  such  commands  from  such  a 
source  mean  something,  and  the  upshot  is,  that  we  were  immediately  set  down 
as  illustrious  strangers  of  a  most  ilhistrious  generation. 

Long  before  our  arrival,  rumours  were  in  circulation  respecting  us  that  in- 
creased in  extravagance  every  hour.  Among  other  veracious  statements,  it 
was  affirmed  that  a  gentleman,  with  his  harem,  was  known  to  be  on  the  road, 
who  was  a  pasha  with  three  tails ;  that  he  was  adorned  with  three  diamond 
stars  on  each  breast  and  neck,  and  prodigious  gold  epaulettes  on  each  shoulder. 
One  of  our  friends,  who  knew  something  of  us,  was  asked  if  the  great  man  about 
to  visit  them  really  was  greater  tlian  any  pasha  of  their  acquaintance.  Our 
friend  set  the  matter  at  rest,  by  assuring  his  eager  questioner  that  all  pashas 
were  as  nothing  to  the  least  of  us,  for  they  were  obliged  to  do  the  bidding  of 
their  master — but  tiiat  we  were  our  own  masters,  and  did  exactly  as  we  pleased. 
There  was  a  fervent  exclamation  respecting  the  goodness  of  Allah,  and  the 
querist  walked  away,  as  an  Irishman  would  phrase  it,  "bothered  intirely.'* 

In  Berber  our  travellers  saw  that  which  rather  called  in  question  the 
government  previously  so  extolled.  The  country  they  describe  as  full  of 
villages,  for  all  which  the  population  is  very  small,  and  half  the  houses  are 
uninhabited.  <*This  is  said  to  be  caused  by  the  immense  taxation." 
Out  of  the  small  province  of  Berber,  the  government  at  Cairo  receives 
annually  six  thousand  purses.  In  this  highly  fertile  district  there  are  not 
more  than  five  thousand  persons  who  can  pay  anything,  and  they  con- 
tribute 6/.  a-piece  annually  on  an  average.  The  consequence  is,  that 
the  river  baul^  for  miles  and  miles  are  left  uncultivated,  while  the  desert 
swarms  with  Arabs,  who  prefer  a  wretched  subsistence  in  those  obscure 
and  arid  plains  to  remaining  by  the  fertile  land  near  the  river. 

On  reaching  Gagee,  on  the  way  downwards,  between  the  fourth  and 
fifih  cataract,  a  melancholy  event  took  place  in  the  death  of  the  head  of 
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ibe  paiiy,  Mr.  MeUy,  senior.     HiB  son  does  not  aaj  mueh  about  the 
of  iunesfl,  whether  &tigue,  or  heat,  or  climate.    All  be  says  i% 

My  father  bad  for  some  days  been  indisposed,  but  not  sufficiently  so  as  to 
alarm  any  of  os.  On  reaching  Gagee,  he  was  unable  to  proceed  fuitber,  grew 
rapidly  worse,  and  before  we  were  fully  aware  of  his  danger,  breathed  his  last. 
Private  griefs  shrink  from  publicity,  and  therefore  I  do  not  dwell  upon  them 
in  these  pages.  Like  Abraham,  in  similar  circumstances,  we  sent  to  the  chieft 
of  the  Tillage  to  request  a  place  in  their  cemetery.  Expressing  their  sympathy 
with  our  sorrow,  they  immediately  desired  us  to  take  our  choice,  and  then 
guided  us  to  the  spot,  which  was  about  two  miles  from  the  river. 

It  was,  indeed,  a  dreary  walk ;  the  sky  was  dark,  the  wind  blew  the  &ae 
sand  in  clouds  around  us,  and  we  could  see  only  a  few  yards  in  advance.  After 
selecting  the  ground,  the  inhabitants  of  the  village  prepared  the  tomb,  amd 
were  found  assembled  near  it,  in  crowds  of  all  ages,  when  we  again  approached 
to  lay  the  loved  form  in  the  deep  grave  they  had  dug.  After  reading  die  funeral 
service,  according  to  our  English  customs,  we  distributed  alms,  out  of  respect  to 
Arab  custom. 

The  transaction  was  alike  honourable  to  both  parties,  and  the  Arabs 
win  respect  the  grave  of  the  Christian  wayfarer.  The  Mellys,  indeed, 
appear  to  have  been  uniformly  kind  and  considerate  towards  the  natives, 
and,  what  is  most  rare  with  our  countrymen,  in  uniform  good  hamour  with 
their  reis  and  boatmen,  although  th^  had  the  trouble  of  two  boats  to 
look  after.  ''  Onr  crews,"  says  the  author  in  one  place,  ^^  were  a  constant 
source  of  amusement  to  us,  always  merry  and  good-humoured.'*  Thej 
took  part  in  their  amusements,  excited  them  to  sing,  cheered  them  in 
their  dances,  and  sympathised  with  them  when  contrary  winds  demanded 
extra  labour.  There  seems,  in  consequence^  to  have  been  very  few  mis- 
understandings or  quarrels.  When,  on  their  return,  after  crossing  the 
desert,  they  reached  their  old  Nile  boats,  Mr.  Melly  describes  the  crew 
as  rushing  on  him  as  soon  as  he  came  in  nght,  embracing  him,  some  even 
kissing  htm,  so  great  was  their  satis&ction  to  behold  him  once  more 
amongst  them. 

''  '|Cavaghi,  mafisch'  (Is  master  not  here  ?),  said  ihsy.  <  Mafisch  I' 
They  burst  into  tears.'' 

After  conferring  a  similar  embrace  on  the  draffoman,  they  conducted 
the  ladies  on  board,  quietly  and  respectfully,  and  then  the  most  knovra  of 
the  crew  approached  to  loss  their  nands.  They  showed  how  neatly  the 
cabins  had  been  prepared,  and  that  all  the  things  that  had  been  left  in 
their  care  were  perfectly  safe.  Thb  is  pleasant  to  read.  It  shows  how 
much  may  be  done  by  kindness  even  with  the  notoriously  obstinate 
boatmen  of  the  Nile.  The  reis  and  pilot  did  not  come  on  board  till  just 
above  the  cataracts,  but  they  describe  themselves  as  strudL  by  the  respect 
and  sympathy  which  they  expressed  in  their  misfortune.  Yet  this  reis 
was  a  true  Muhammedan,  and  did  not  consider  it  conustent  with  a  peilect 
submission  to  God's  will  to  manifest  outward  grief,  as  the  following 
instance  will  show : 

The  reis  had  brought  his  son  away  from  home,  preferring  the  corrupting 
influences  of  boat-life  to  the  chance  of  his  being  turned  from  his  mother's  care 
by  the  hateful  conscription  ;  and  I  never  saw  a  parent  more  affectionate,  or  a 
child  more  dutiful,  than  they  two.  Said— so  the  boy  was  named — was  about 
ten  years  old,  and  of  most  engaging  appearance,  with  fine  bright  eyes,  and  a 
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dear  oomplexioii,  beautifully  sliaded.    He  was  very  intelligeot,  and,  from  the 
dMpwe  dressed  him  in  bright  chintz,  always  clean. 

We  promoted  him  from  the  office  of  do-nothing  to  the  very  important  one 
of  gtin-cleaner  and  pipe-bearer ;  and  he  always  accompanied  us  on  our  shoot- 
ing excursions,  proving  himself  a  capital  retriever.  On  one  occasion  he  had 
broken  some  dinner-knives  of  ours,  and,  as  lar  as  I  could  learn,  had  not  con* 
fessed  with  his  usual  veracity,  as  he  was  a  very  honest  boy.  For  this  he  waa 
most  mercilessly  punished, — ^a  duty  his  father  evidently  dbliked,  and  which 
clouded  the  harmony  previously  existing  between  them,  as  the  son  did  not 
take  the  well-deserved  chastisement  in  the  way  he  probably  would  liave  done 
previously  to  the  indulgence  and  independence  he  had  enjoyed  on  board. 
The  next  night,  as  he  was  leanine  over  the  prow  of  the  boat,  then  darting 
forwards  under  a  heavy  gale,  he  fell  overboard,  and  instantly  disappeared  in 
the  foaming  waters.  I  was  standing  by  his  father,  who  was  at  the  helm,  on 
the  top  of  the  high  cabin,  and  had  been  a  witness  of  the  catastrophe.  He 
would  not,  even  to  save  his  son,  neglect  his  duty,  which  at  that  moment  in- 
volved the  safety  of  others,  and  it  was  left  to  strangers  to  rescue  his  only  child 
from  destruction.  Quick  as  thought,  however,  three  men  dashed  overboard, 
and  the  boat  was  lowered  to  pull  them  up ;  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  boy  was 
restored  to  his  father,  though  in  a  state  of  insensibility.  He  neither  exhibited 
deep  anxiety  at  his  threatened  loss,  nor  intense  gratitude  at  his  almost  mirai- 
cnlous  preservation;  and  we  were  much  surprised  at  his  apparently  stem 
indifference  and  apathy.  But  in  his  desire  to  conceal  feelings  which  nature 
had  given  him,  he  had  overrated  his  strength,  and  the  same  night  he  was 
taken  very  ill,  and  was  several  days  recovering  his  wonted  energies. 

According  to  Mr.  Melly,  what  he  calls  Abbas  Pasha's  masonmania 
eontinnes.  Since  they  had  seen  him  at  the  Kaisun  palace,  he  had  com- 
pleted the  Abbasiyah,  the  Suez  palace,  and  was  then  commencing  a 
similar  structure  opposite  Rhoda  Island.  He  has  now  about  nine  palaces 
in  ten  square  miles,  and  uses  each  rather  more  than  one  month  every 
year,  havine  a  complete  establishment  in  all.  Abbas  Pasha  has  also  en- 
couraged his  grandees  to  follow  his  example ;  and  already  the  Suez  road 
is  becoming  a  street  of  bey's  and  pasha's  palaces.  Then,  luilf-way  to  Suez, 
forty  miles  from  any  drinkable  water,  is  the  Desert  palace,  every  stone  of 
which  had  to  be  carried  there  on  camels  from  Cairo,  and  every  drop  of 
vrater  for  the  mortar  or  cement.  Well  may  Mr.  Melly  say,  ''  Had  he 
the  lamp  of  Aladdin  he  could  scarcely  have  conquered  sreater  difficulties." 
The  pasna  is  said  to  have  already  expended  2,000,000/.  in  this  extrava- 
gant love  of  palaces,  and  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  he  will  cease  to  indulge  in 
this  passion  during  the  construction  of  the  proposed  railway,  or  the  Turks 
will  bejustified  in  saying  that  he  is  draining  the  country,  and  that  the  indus- 
trious classes  are  unequal  to  the  burden.  But  the  fact  is,  that  the  Turks 
care  nothing  as  to  how  much  is  extracted  from  the  tax-paying  community  \ 
the  reason  of  their  opposition  to  a  railway  lies  deeper.  They  are  jealous 
that  Egypt  should  enjoy  all  the  advantages  of  the  overland  transit  and 
communication.  They  would  fain  have  a  part  at  all  events  pass  through 
districts  more  immediately  under  their  control.  With  this  view,  they  have 
already  ordered  steam-boats  for  the  Euphrates,  and  they  will  probably  soon 
enter  mto  arrangements  with  European  engineers  for  a  railway  frx>m  the 
shores  of  the  Mediterranean  to  that  river.  It  would  be  well  for  this 
country  that  both  lines  of  transit  were  opened,  and  that  the  opening  of 
the  last-mentioned  river  effected  by  British  enterprise  had  never  been 
abandoned. 
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Mr.  Melly  attributes  the  interference  of  the  Sublime  Porte  in  the  con- 
struction of  an  Egyptian  railway  to  the  intrigues  of  France,  probably 
with  some  degree  ot  reason ;  although,  as  we  have  said  above,  such  are  not 
the  sole,  nor  the  uppermost  causes  of  the  opposition  which  the  plan  has 
met  with  has  on  the  part  of  the  Turkish  auuiorities.  On  this  sucject  he 
says: 

Our  estimable  neighbours  on  the  other  side  of  the  Channel  do  not  regard  our 
intimate  relations  with  Egypt,  and  the  fiicilities  we  there  possess  for  expediting 
our  communications  with  our  Indian  empire,  with  that  amiability  which  dis- 
tinguishes them  on  other  occasions ;  it  is  presumed  that  they  would  veiy  gladly 
put  an  end  to  them,  and  bring  about  a  state  of  things  as  nearly  as  possible  re- 
sembling what  they  have  effected  in  Greece  and  Spain.  This  object  was  steadily 
held  in  view  by  the  Marquis  de  Lavalette,  while  consul-general  in  £gypt,  for 
he  there  made  himself  conspicuous  by  his  opposition  to  everything  that  the 
Egyptian  government  contemplated  which  he  thought  in  any  way  conducive 
to  the  interests  of  Great  Britain.  For  these  patriotic  exertions  he  has  since 
been  appointed  minister  of  France  at  Constantinople. 

The  Turkish  government,  it  is  now  evident,  have  not  turned  a  deaf  ear  to 
his  representations,  insinuations,  and  suggestions — the  usual  ambassadorial  ar- 
tillery. The  Sultan  has  been  prevailed  upon  to  declare  his  opposition  to  the 
railway,  which  must  be  of  such  vast  consequence  to  the  future  prosperity  of 
Egypt  and — of  England  ;  and  the  declaration  has  been  made  in  language  that 
does  honour  to  French  diplomacy. 

This  is  a  policy  partly  of  tradition,  partly  of  busy  but  unwise  local  in- 
trigues, which  cannot  stand  before  the  positive  progress  of  things.  The 
interests  of  France  in  Egypt  are  trifling  compared  with  those  of  England, 
but  they  are  upheld  by  swarms  of  military  instructors,  engineers,  medical 
men,  and  adventurers  of  all  descriptions,  and  still  more  so  by  young  men 
of  noble  Oriental  £Bimilies,  educated  in  the  political  atmosphere  of  Paris.  On 
the  other  hand,  we  have  our  merchants,  <^  men  of  fame,"  our  active  political 
agents,  our  liberal  and  educated  travellers,  our  great  commercial  commu^* 
mcation,  and  the  transit  to  India,  to  balance  the  scale  of  empty  words 
and  political  intrigue.  Any  educated  Turk  would  be  satisfied  in  a  mo- 
ment as  to  where  nis  real  interests  lay,  between  two  parties  rivalling  one 
another  in  supporting  the  real  or  supposed  welfare  of  the  country.  The 
worst  of  all  Orientals  is  that  they  never  act  decisively,  they  prefer  play- 
ing national  jealousies  against  one  another  for  their  own  benefit,  or  reserv- 
ing them  to  be  used  as  occasion  may  require.  This  was  what  constituted 
the  great  secret  and  the  whole  strength  of  old  Muhammed  Ali's  govern- 
ment. 
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Chapteb  IX. 

Majob  Fibs  pretended  to  be  thorry  that  Tom  Hall  had  got  a  com- 
mithon  in  Lord  Lavender's  Hussars,  observing,  that  the  colonel  had 
written  to  old  Wellington  to  give  him  one  in  the  Heavysteed  Dragoons, 
and  he  was  sure  old  Wellington  would  only  be  too  happy  to  have  it  in 
his  power  to  oblige  their  old  boy. 

The  fat  colonel,  on  his  part,  patronised  our  fiiend  extensively,  and 
when  he  read  that  Thomas  Hall,  gent,  was  appointed  to  a  cornetcy  in  the 
Royal  Lavender  Dragoons  and  Hyacinth  Hussars,  vice  Lord  Shocking* 
dog  retired,  he  bethought  him  of  mounting  Tom  becomingly.  Now 
Captain  Smallbeere  of  the  Heavysteeds  (then  absent  on  leave)  had  a 
second  charger,  a  horse  that,  without  speaking  too  disparagingly  of  it) 
'^  might  have  been  better,"  and  the  coloners  sagacity  suggested  some 
''good"  might  be  done  with  it.  Accordingly  he  bought  nim — a  time 
bargain — forty  pounds,  with  liberty  to  return  him  at  the  end  of  a  week 
if  he  didn't  like  him — that  is  to  say,  if  he  couldn't  make  anything  of  him. 
He  was  a  nice-looking  horse  ;  indeed,  his  looks  were  the  best  part  about 
him.  He  had  two  good  ends,  as  the  horse-dealers  say :  a  nice  light, 
well  set-on  head,  an  arched  neck  with  a  flowing  mane,  and  a  full,  well 
set-on  life-guards  tidl.  He  was  not  deficient  in  middle-piece  either, 
being  round  in  the  barrel,  well  ribbed  up,  and  altogether  a  taking-looking 
animal.  Indeed,  he  had  taken  many  people  in.  He  had  taken  young 
Mr.  Simpkins  in,  he  had  taken  middle-aged  Mr.  Gooseman  in,  and  he 
had  taken  old  Mr.  Gammon  in.  He  had  been  twice  unsaddled  for 
dead  in  the  hunting-field,  and  only  escaped  repetition  of  the  scene  by 
knocking  up  before  he  got  to  the  meet.  He  was  a  washy,  weak,  good« 
lookine,  good-for-nothing  animal,  that  with  coddline,  and  pampering,  and 
linseed-teaing,  and  hand-rubbing,  could  come  out  of  the  stable  a  very  fine 
showy  creature.  Colour,  a  dark  brown,  with  tan  muzzle,  four  black  legs, 
and  a  star. 

'*  I  know  a  horse  that  would  suit  you  to  a  T,"  observed  the  colonel,  the 
first  time  he  met  our  friend  after  the  above-mentioned  arrangement  with 
Smallbeere.  *'  Just  the  thing  for  the  Yeomanry — used  to  troops  —such 
a  one  to  salute  the  general  upon  at  a  review;"  the  colonel  performing 
the  evolution  with  a  great  baggy,  brown  alpaca  umbrella  as  he  spoke. 

'*  Sivin  and  four's  elivin,  and  twenty- four's  tiiirty-five — I  don't  know 
that  soldiers  are  good  folks  to  buy  horses  of,"  observed  old  Hall,  filing 
away  at  his  chin,  when  his  son  told  him  what  the  colonel  sud.  ^'  Should 
say,  if  they  had  a  good  'un,  they'd  keep  him  among  'em — at  least,  I 
think — I  take  it  so — I  apprehend  so," 
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'^  I  think  so  too/'  replied  our  Tom,  who  had  no  more  fieuicy  for  bein^ 
'^  done"  than  his  father,  "  only,"  added  he,  considering  the  instability  of 
his  seat — indeed,  his  utter  inexperience  in  the  saddle — '^  it  might  he  aa 
well,  perhaps,  to  have  a  horse  that  knows  his  business,  and  that  wouldn't 
unship  rae. 

**  True,^  replied  old  Hall,  after  a  pause,  and  a  little  more  mental 
arithmetic.  **  True,  and  therefore  I'd  look  at  him ;  but  I'd  be  cautioos 
about  buyin' — buy  in  haste,  repent  at  leisure — buy  a  good  'un  when  yoa 
do  buy.  A  ^good  horse  costs  oo  more  keeping  than  a  bad  'un ;  a  bad  'un 
'ill  eat  as  much  as  a  good  'un,  perhaps  more,  because  he's  got  more 
time. 

Tom  pondered  all  this  in  his  mind,  and  having  heard  a  good  deal  from 
dear  Jane  Daiseyfield's  brother  Tom,  who  was  n&er  an  adqpt  at  dheating 
in  honeff,  bow  they  tridced  ibem  uip  lor  the  mnket,  and  how  iiiey  '^ssat^ 
Boned  the  greenhorafl  (if  ever  there  was  sueh  a  ihing  as  a  Beif-adnntted 
greenhorn  in  hone-dealing,  which  we  Tcry  mucn  doubt),  Tom  went  to 
look  at  the  horse  by  appointment,  without  nradi  expectation  tsf  doio^ 
business. 

Thoi^  he  went»  as  wre  say,  by  appoiatment,  liie  diplomaiae  old  edkmely 
whom  he  foond  ph^ng  at  quoits  with  ihe  Vet  at  tiie  bac^  of  the  li&g- 
Bohool,  pTBtenJed  to  have  Icityitten  all  about  it,  and  assuming  that  Tom 
had  ^OBie  to  see  the  ladies,  he  ofiered  to  wiow  nim  his  daughter  s  pad  on 
his  way— **  •  peivsct  lady\i  hutae  one  niat  he  had  been  ofiered  no  eoa 
of  money  fa  fant,  poor  things  he  ooaldn^t  bear  the  idea  of  sdling  her. 
Angelena  was  ao  fbnd  of  her,"  contanued  he,  as  he  shuffled  hims^  into 
his  frock  ooat,  and  adjusted  his  foraging^^ap,  for  die  day  was  warm,  and 
he  had  been  taking  it  oooDy.  He  ^en  waddled  away  on  his  heels  to  the 
stable,  where,  between  two  elephantine  dsargers,  stood  the  model  of  per- 
fection, an  Arab-like  cream  colour,  with  a  flowing  nlvery  mane,  and  a  twl 
reaching  down  to  the  heels. 

^'There!"  roaxed  the  coIod^  as  ^  soUKer-groom  swept  the  clothes  ofer 
its  hind-quarters, — ^^  there's  (puff)  shape  for  you! — tibere's  an  Arab-like 
head ! — diere  are  dean,  well-shaped  legs,  and  an  elegantly  set-on  tail," 
continued  he,  as  the  mare  be^an  to  flourish  and  switch  it  in  return  lor  the 
tickling  of  the  groom.  **  That^s  the  sort  of  thing  now,'*  continued  he,  in 
a  lower,  tone,  drawing  across  ihe  line  of  scent,  "  diat  Larrender  would  give 
any  money  for  to  mount  one  of  his  band  upon ;  indeed,  the  Dock's  always 
at  me  for  it  fcnr  the  life  Guards;  but  wfaaf s  liie  nse  of  parting  wim 
one's  eomferts, — one's  child's  eomferti, — one's  daughtn's  comferts. 
Couldn*t  do  it!  eouldn^  bear  the  tiiought  of  it!— couldn\  by  Jove!" 
added  he,  boiling  up,  and  kicking  out  with  his  right  fin.  Then,  after  a 
pause,  and  passmg  sundry  com[£ment8  on  his  other  quadrupeds,  and 
aoathemising  the  soldier-groom  ror  not  haTing  the  scanty  straw  laid  out 
to  air,  he  suddenly  pretended  to  remember  that  Tom  had  turned  a 
soldier,  and  would  be  wanting  something  in  th«r  line.  ^Shouldn't 
wonder  now,"  continued  he,  thoughtfblly,  as  he  hdd  his  chubby  chin  in 
his  hand, — *'  shouldn't  wonder  now,  if  Smallbeere's  horse  would  suit  you. 
Does  anybody  know  anything  about  Captain  Smallbeere's  horse?"  con- 
tinued he,  staring  around,  an  inquiiy  that  feiled  to  elicit  an  answer  firom 
the  well-drilled  stable-men.  ^Send  the  adjutant  here!*  roared  he. 
*'  The  adjutant  will  know  all  about  it,"  continued  he,  addressing  Tom ; 
adding,  <*  These  noodles  neyer  know  anything." 
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Adjutant  CoUop  wu  a  trastj  man,  and,  hanog  been  in  a  good  many 
lobb^ciei  with  the  eolonel,  was  extvemely  naefiil  as  well  in  forwarding  thb 
transactions  as  in  keeping  Major  Fibs  in  order,  who  mig^t  have  been  more 
exorbitant  in  his  "  regulars"  n  he  had  had  no  one  to  cooipete  with.  So 
now  to  the  deal. 

The  sentries  had  had  orders  to  acquaint  the  adjutant  the  next  time  our 
friend  Tom  entered  the  barraek-eroand ;  and,  faavii^  got  the  infonnation, 
he  had  been  busf^  during  the  tm^  the  cokmel  was  expatiating  on  the 
beaatiea  c£  his  stad  in  removing  a  sweating  bandage  from  the  browm 
horse's  near  fere-leg,  and  offering  him  sundry  little  attentions  that  the  mi- 
initiated  are,  perhaps,  as  well  ignorant  of.  The  colony's  smnmons  found 
CoUop  in  the  act  m  biting  a  piece  of  ginger,  which  he  handed  hastily  to 
ihe  groom,  and  huERied  away  to  obey  the  great  commander. 

^Ah!  there  he  is!"  obserred  tiie  cc^ooei,  as  the  adjutant  whipped 
sound  the  eanteoi  corner;  ^always  at  his  desk, — always  at  Ins  ivk; 
greatest  consumer  of  ink  in  the  seryice, — sometimes  tell  him  I  think  ha 
most  write  ike  MUmbwrgk  Remev^  or  BeiTs  Life  m  Xondbw,  or  the 
^  Lvota  of  the  CkaneelloTSj  or  some  of  those  sort  of  DuMkngoes-^-he's 
always  so  full  of  employment." 

The  adiutant  now  i^proaebed  with  a  pen  in  one  han^  making  a  full 
jefigcotiai  swing  of  sahite  with  the  other. 

''  WeB,  oid  idcy  fingers !  how  are  ye  ?"  roared  the  colonel.  '^  Hope 
you  find  your  cash  all  square,  and  dont  diest  youraelf  out  of  any  haJf- 
paoea.  *•  Take  care  of  the  pence,  and  the  pounds  'ill  take  care  of  them- 
adveSy'sBygrandmothernsedtoteachnie.  Hawl  faawl  hawl — ^hel  faai 
hai— ho!  ho!  hoP* 

And  Adjutant  CoUop  he,  ke,  he*dl  haw,  kaw^  kaw*dl  and  Ao,  ^ 
ho*d  I  just  as  if  he  had  never  heard  the  siting  before. 

*^  Welly  Col,"  resumed  the  colonel,  as  their  rsaible  fiieohies  subsided, — 
*^  welly  Col,  you're  the  man !  Wish  I  had  a  doaen  sudi.  This  is  mj 
friend  HaU ;  b^eve  you  know  Mr.  Hall ;  dined  with  ns  at  the  mess^  yos 
know.  Now,  can  yon  tell  us,"  continued  he,  still  speaking  at  the  top  o£ 
his  vcace^  thoogh  they  were  all  close  together, — ^  can  yon  tell  us  any- 
thing about  Smallbeere's  horse  ? — the  brown,  yon  know ;  the  one  he  zoos 
with  Jngginson's  harriers." 

^  The  Imwn,"  mpealed  the  adjutant,  ihoughtftdiy, — ""'the  bfown,  he's 
aeU,"  added  he,  after  anaose^  <«  to  Bartle^r." 

^Soldr  ezdaiaied  tiie  colonel  throwng  up  his  fins  in  weKL-^loigBed 
disgust^ — ^^sold!  That  is  a  pity  I — ^that  is  a  pity! — wry  hone  to  hare 
suited  our  friend  Hall  here;  gone  into  the  Yeomamy ;.  wants  achaiger  or 

wR). 

^  (Af  yon  mean  the  charger  f*  exclaimed  the  a^utaat,  with  an  air  of 
sodden  enl^ffatenment, — ^yov  mean  the  ohatgg !" 

^  To  be  sure,"  replied  the  eofenei — ^to  Im  screw  You  don't  s'pose  I 
■icaBt  that  roiten  devil  Sampson?  Wouldn't  take  him  in  a  gii^— 
dashed  if  I  would !"  added  he,  with  a  crack  of  his  thig^  with  his  right  fizL 

'*  Ml,  the  farown  charger  is  in,"  observed  the  adjstaitr  deferentially. 

**  Ah,  come,  I  thought  so,**  replied  the  eolondJl,  cjeh^  Tom  enoon- 
ngingly;  addi^,  what  he  cooeiderei  soiio  voce,  tbcragh  quite  bod 
eiwugh  fo  CoUop  to  hear,  '^My  ad^tanl  isn't  i(atie  so  btight  ae  fae 
■B^  be  tins  aMmdi^.  Got  mndAed  witii  his  aeeo«afts,pVapa."    Theo, 

2c2 
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tarniDg  to  Collop,  he  roared  oiit,  "  Well,  now,  does  anybody  know  any* 
ihiog  about  the  horse  ? — I  mean,  has  anybody  any  instructions  about  him 
—about  selling  him,  I  mean  ?" 

''  Yes,  I  haye,"  replied  the  adjutant,  promptly. 

*'  You  have  ?"  responded  the  colonel ;  addmg,  ''  That's  business-like, 
now.     Let's  see  him  out." 

^'  Certainly,'*  replied  the  adjutant,  leading  the  way  to  the  stable. 

The  colonel  then  got  himself  on  to  his  heels,  and,  accompanied  by  Tom, 
went  wad,  wad,  waddling  across  the  barrack-yard ;  the  further  he  went  the 
further  he  was  left  behind  by  the  swift-footed  adjutant,  who  hastened  to 
see  that  all  was  right  in  the  stable. 

**  You'll  not  be  wanting  to  ride  him  far,  pVaps  ?"  observed  the  colonel, 
recollecting  that  a  young  gent  at  Norwich  had  once  ridden  one  of  his 
officer's  horses  to  Ipswich  and  back  on  trial — ^' youll  not  be  wanting  to 
ride  him  far,  p'r^aps  ?*'  repeated  he,  as  he  puffed  and  laboured  away  oa 
his  heels. 

'^  Oh  no,"  replied  Tom,  glad  of  an  excuse  for  not  mounting  at  alL 
*^  Oh  no,"  repeated  he.  ^^  Indeed — in  fact — to  tell  you  the  truth — I 
...I — X^^nly  want  to  look  at  him.** 

*'  Oh,  you  can  ride  him,"  stud  the  colonel — '*  you  can  ride  him ;  only 
don't  buclcet  him  cross  country,  you  know,  or  ram  him  at  any  imposable 
places.  The  horse  can  hunt,  no  doubt ;  but  what  I  recommend  him  to 
you  for  is  as  a  charger.  There  I  think  hell  excel.  Colonel  Peters  him- 
self couldn't  haye  made  him  more  perfect.  Indeed,  if  I  wasn't  certain 
about  it.  I  wouldn't  recommend  him  to  you,  for  who  shall  counsel  a  man 
in  the  choice  of  a  wife  or  a  horse,  as  Solomon,  or  some  other  gentleman 
of  fortune,  asked.  Haw,  haw,  haw  I — he,  he,  he  I — ho,  ho,  ho !"  the  colonel 
inwardly  hoping  he  might  haye  to  suit  Tom  with  both. 

Prudent  people  may  think  that  the  colonel  would  haye  done  well  to 
confine  himself  to  one  endeavour,  but  his  rule  was  never  to  lose  a  chance ; 
and  he  had  seen  the  ^ure  of  so  many  of  Angelena's  bright  prospects, 
that  he  thought  the  horse  might  be  the  best  chance  of  the  two. 

The  reader  will  now  have  the  kindness  to  suppose  our  fat  friends 
arriving  at  the  stable-door  just  as  the  horse's  tan  muzzle  pioneered  his 
glossy  body,  radiant  with  grooming,  and  fresh  from  the  operation  of 
mane  and  tail  combing  and  brushing,  to  say  nothing  of  other  figments. 
Whatever  might  have  been  Tom's  misgivings  and  suspicions — ii^tever 
his  previous  determinations  about  buying  or  not  buymg,  they  entirely 
vanished  under  the  influence  of  the  ooloners  honest  interest  and  toe 

?>leasing  appearance  of  the  horse.  He  stepped  out  of  the  stable  so 
ightly  and  quietly,  and  as  Tom  marked  his  blooming  coat,  clean,  un- 
blemished leg^  and  placid  eye — above  all,  the  flowing  flourish  of  his  well 
set-on  tail — an  appendage  tnat  has  led  more  young  kdies  and  gentlemen 
into  mischief  than  the  uncandid  will  care  to  acknowledge — Tom's  only 
fear  was  that  they  would  be  asking  an  impossible  price  for  him — two  or 
three  hundred,  perhaps. 

<*  There !"  exclaimed  the  colonel,  striking  out  his  right  fin  towards  the 
horse — << there!  that's  a  neat  horse!  He's  not  a  great  horse,  nor  a 
grand  horse,  nor  an  overpowering  horse;  but  he's  a  neat  horse— a  gen- 
tleman's horse — a  horse  that  a  man  may  ride  down  St  James's-street 
before  all  the  bow-window  beggars  that  ever  were  foaled,  and  snap  his 
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fiogers  at  the  'ole  lot  on  'em'' — the  colonel  accompanying  the  declaration 
widi  a  hearty  snap  of  his  own.  And  Tom  stood  mute,  simply  because  he 
didn't  know  what  to  say,  and  didn't  like  to  let  out  that  this  was  hb  first 
deal.  "  Good  shoulders— deep  girth — ^fine,  expressive,  blood-like  head," 
continued  the  colonel.     ''  How  old  is  he  ?"  demanded  he  of  the  man. 

"  Seven  off,  sir,"  replied  the  groom,  with  a  respectful  touch  of  his 
forelock. 

"  Seven  off,"  repeated  the  colonel — "  seven  off.  Thought  he'd  been 
older.  Devilish  good  age,"  whispered  he  to  Tom.  *^  Wasn't  handled  till 
he  was  four ;  did  nothin'  till  he  was  five.  Easin'  'em  at  one  end  puts  a 
deal  on  at  t'other.  That  horse'll  be  firesh  at  twenty."  And  Tom  still 
stood  mute,  for  the  colonel's  log^c  was  all  Greek  to  him.  He  was  as  ig- 
norant as  Pickwick  in  all  that  related  to  horses— didn't  know  whether 
they  lived  to  twenty,  fifty,  or  a  hundred.  He  would  have  given  anything 
for  an  idea. 

"  Get  on  him,  Hall,"  at  length  roared  the  colonel,  tired  of  Tom's 
staring.  '<  Get  on  him,"  repeated  he,  *'  and  give  him  a  round  in  the 
riding*school." 

<<  Thank'e — no,"  replied  Tom,  in  an  easy,  indifferent  sort  of  way,  as 
if  he  didn*t  think  the  horse  likely  to  suit,  but  in  reality  to  avoid  the 
chance  of  a  spill. 

''Well,  as  you  please,"  responded  the  colonel,  in  a  huff,  with  a  kick  out 
of  his  right  fin — ''  as  you  please,  as  you  please — only  don't  keep  the-  horse 
starvin'  there,  or  we  shall  be  bavin'  his  death  at  our  door." 

''  Let  me  lay  my  leg  over  him,"  interposed  the  adjutant,  anxious,  if 
possible,  to  save  tne  deal,  though  he  feared  things  were  going  against 
him,  he  too  suspecting  Tom  had  been  reading  some  of  the  mischievous 
books  that  recommend  youngsters  not  to  try  horses  they  don't  think  likely 
to  suit,  lest  they  should  afterwards  be  talked  into  buying  them. 

Adjutant  Collop  then  approached  the  passive  animal,  and,  mounting 
with  a  military  stirrup,  proceeded  to  point  his  toe  and  show  off,  turning 
right  left  about  on  the  horse's  centre,  fore  and  hhid-quarters,  and  so  on, 
to  the  evident  satisfacUon  of  Tom,  who  fancied  himself  the  equestrian,  with 
his  lady-love  looking  at  him. 

At  the  close,  of  each  well-performed  evolution,  Tom's  fear  increased 
that  the  price  would  be  an  impossible  one. 

The  adjutant,  having  twisted  and  turned  and  tickled  the  horse  about> 
at  length  drew  up  beside  our  finends,  with  the  horse's  head  towards  the 
rising  ground,  and,  making  him  extend  himself,  he  proceeded  to  dismount. 

''  How  is  he  under  you?^'  roared  the  colonel,  as  if  the  adjutant  was  a 
mile  off. 

''  Sweet  'orse^"  replied  the  adjutant,  who  was  a  bit  of  a  Cockney. 
''  Sweet  'orse,'*  repeated  he. 

^  Now  will  you  mount  him  ?"  demanded  the  colonel  of  Tom. 

^'Thank'e— no,"  replied  Tom,  in  an  easy,  indifferent  sort  of  tone— 
<<  ihank'e— no,"  repeated  he,  tuminfi^  away,  as  if  he  wasn't  going  to  be 
tempted.  The  fact  was,  he  saw  uttle  Jug  and  Mattyfat  watching 
him  from  behind  the  red  curtiun  of  the  mess-room  window,  and  he 
didn't  know  how  many  more  miglit  be  in  the  bush. 

''  Take  him  in,  then,"  roared  the  colonel,  disgusted  at  Tom's  stupidity; 
and,  wheeling  round,  he  proceeded  to  retrace  his  steps  to  the  quoit- 
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gioond,  tfamking  what  aa  ass  he  had  been  to  give  himself  so  mneh  trouble. 
Tom  followed  paesiTehr,  {earing  he  had  offended  the  opulent  iaan. 

*^  What's  the  pnoer  at  ki^h  asked  Tom,  timidly,  after  waUdi^  tac 
some  time  in  silrace  by  the  side  of  the  loUing  maii-mouBtain* 

^*  Price  r  exclaimed  the  coAondi,  brighteoiag  up.  '*  Prioel*'  repeated  he, 
*'  ifidtfa  I  eaa  hasdly  tell  you  about  prioe— don't  belong  to  me — ^beloagv  to 
one  of  my  young  people — Captain  Smallbeere — ^you  know  him — ug^j,eoii<- 
oritod  feUer — great  head,  bwUon  nose — away  on  leava— «ld  Colly  wdl>ble8 
ifcere  (laeaning  Collop)  has  the  selling  ot  him.  Should  say — thoogk 
miady  I  don't  knpow  lor  eertain,"  continued  he»  dropping  his  Toioe  as  ha 
aBrndaised  Tom's  ¥aoaat  £^0—'*  should  think  that  he  might  be  bad 
seasoBaUe— say  sixty,  or  p  Vaps  se — ^ren — ty  guineas— m^  p'r'api^"  ooo- 
tixmed  he,  as  he  saw  Tom's  oountenanoe  fall. 

And  when  Tom  said,  withak>ng^4ravn  A— e — «•,  that  he  woald  ^ 
sider,"  the  colonel  saw  he  had  made  a  mistake,  but  his  sagacity  did 
tell  him  where. 

**  WeUy"  said  b^  '^do  as  yo«  like ;  bi^  in  haste,  lepeat  at  leisure's  an 
old  sayio',  and  not  a  bad  'un.  But  mind  ye!"  continued  he,  raasiBg  hie 
Toice,  '<  the  horse  may  be  sold  while  vou  are  conaiderin'."  So  saying,  the 
gaHant  colonel  kahed  oot  with  his  right  fin  and  strode  across  the  banaeks 
to  seek  consolation  at  the  hand  of  lus  firiend  Major  Fibs,  bidding  Toaa 
good  day,  and  leaving  him  to  dispose  of  himself  as  he  thought  pnapcr. 


Chaptbb  X. 

«<  Ah!  I  thee  how  it  itk,  tUr  I  I  thee  how  it  ith  T  lisped  Migor  Fibt, 
when  the  colonel  told  him  what  had  taken  place — ^  I  thee  how  it  itb— 
(be  fact  ith,  thir,  you're  too  contlnderate — yev  don't  Ao  ynurthelf  jntfatice 
— ^yott  should  have  adced  him  ahaadred,  or  a  baadred  and  filly,  and  you'd 
bare  got  it.'* 

'<l>'ye  diink  so?'*  exdbiimed  the  colonel,  in  disgvst. 

<*  Thure  of  it,"  replied  the  major — *<  thure  of  it ;  nefer  wav  a  boy  yet 
that  wanted  an  orth  uader  a  hvndred. 

*<  But  d'ye  think  that  old  griffin  of  a  gofenor  of  his  would  hvre  fibibed 
out  the  tinr*  asked  the  eolon^ 

•"No  donbt  dbout  it,  thir,'*  repfied  Ae  najoi^-'^no  dodH  aboal  il 
Bletfa  ye,  that  oki  boffer's  rol£ag  in  money — has  a  handred  tbontbaad 
pounds  in  tbe  foads — ^not  a  bnndred  tbontband  sto^,  but  stode  Ibatll 
prodooth  a  hundred  thouthaud  tholid,  thubstanthal  thovereigns." 

^  And  lireflrlike  a  moose  in  a  cbeeser  exebdaied  tbe  oM  eoloasl,  tbitm- 
ing  up  his  hands  in  disgust.  <*  Well,  it*s  a  pity,"  aiAded  be— ^it^s  a 
^eat  pity." 

'^ It  if  a  pity}**  repfied  the  major,  thoagbtfidly ;  '^bvt,  exoose  ne  for 
tbayingil,  yoa  really  tbrowawi^  the  advantages  of  yoor  high  polUlben. 
WbatTs  tiie  nth  of  being  colonel  of  a  crack  cavalry  corps  if  you  don't  in- 
prove  your  opportaiBties?  You  don't  s'potiie  Andrews  tbrows  cbaaces 
away  like  you?  Not  be,  by  Jove!  Two  'ondei'd  and  fiiW,  or  tbr«s 
'nndei^d,  and  not  all  the  mx.  Watsons,  Q.C.,  could  iadooth  an  honest 
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Britith  jooij  to  believe  that  it  wasn't  an  upright  transaction.  It  would  be 
a  Q.C.,  or  queer  concern,  i^  because  a  man's  a  colonel,  he's  not  to  wXL  an 
arth  for  as  much  as  he  can  get." 

^*  It  tpauid  be  a  pretty  go,  indeed,"  assented  the  colonel.  *^  I  like 
these  common  councilmen  thinking  to  teach  us  what's  right  and  proper, 
aa  if  the  army  isn't  the  real  school  for  honour  and  morality." 

"  To  be  thure !"  rejoined  the  major — "  to  be  thure  I  Her  Majesty's 
eommithon  wouldn*t  be  worth  holdin',  if  one  mighUi't  turn  an  occathonal 
copper  by  orthes." 

The  two  then  sat  mute  for  some  time,  the  huge  colonel  contemplating 
hu  enormous  feet,  occasionally  lifdng  one  up,  as  if  to  see  they  were  fel« 
lows,  and  the  gaunt  major  stretching  his  legs  to  their  utmost  longitude^ 
wetting  his  finger  and  mumb,  and  twiddling  his  truculent  moustachios 
into  points.  No  noise  disturbed  the  scene,  except  the  occasional  tap,  tap» 
tapping  of  his  terrier  dog's  tail  against  the  uncarpeted  comer  of  the  room 
fHiiere  he  lay. 

*'  I  think'we  might  manage  it  yet,  thir,"  at  length  observed  the  major. 

"  D'ye  Aink  so,  Fibby  I"  exclaimed  the  colonel,  startbg  up. 

**  Think  tho,  thir  ?"  replied  the  major,  cautiously,  but  deferentially. 

*^  I  wish  you'd  try,  by  Jove  !*'  roared  the  o(donel,  *^  for  Fm  reg'larly  in 
Short *8-garaens — never  was  so  hard  up  in  my  life.  May  call  me 
Blunt,  but  I  know  I  never  have  any.  Don't  know  where  to  lay  hands 
an  a  hal^nny ;  and  there's  that  beastly  Mrs.  Bussleton's  dunnin'  me 
almost  every  poet  fer  her  ^  little  bill,'  as  she  calls  it— ^hteen  pund 
odd." 

'^'Deed!"  replied  the  major;  ^'doesn't  deserve  the  honour  of  the 
ladiea'  cuthtom.  However,  I'll  tell  yon  what,  thir,  i^  as  I  thuspect,  this 
young  gentleman  was  put  o£F  buyin*  the  orth  on  account  of  the  prithe^ 
we  can  accommodate  him  ather  with  this  orth  or  another." 

^'  You'll  do  the  state  great  service  1"  eiclaimed  the  colonel — ^^  yoh'll 
do  the  state  great  service!"  repeated  he.  ''I  always  say  her  Majesty 
hasn't  a  more  meritorious  officer  than  yoursdf.  The  Duke's  services  are 
nothin'  compared  to  yours.  Well,  now,  tell  me  how  you  think  it  can  be 
done?*'  continued  he,  dropping  his  voice,  and  leaning  forward  in  his 
chair  towards  the  major. 

"Why,"  replied  the  majot^  "it  must  be  done  gingerly.  I  must  en- 
deavour to  find  out  what  his  objecthon  was  to  this  orth ;  and  if  it  was 
BMre^  pritbe,  I'd  try  faom  on  again  with  it;  but  if  he  has  any  thelid, 
thubthanthal  dithlike  to  him,  then  we  must  look  out  for  another.  These 
are  plenty  of  orthes  in  the  world,  and  it  wouldn't  do  to  let  such  a  pro- 
mithin*  young  gentleman  go  on  foot  for  want  of  one." 

"Certainly  not!"  exdaimed  the  colonel — ^'^ certainly  not  I  In  my 
humble  opinion,  however,"  added  he,  in  a  lower  tone,  '^  this  horse  is  the 
▼eiy  one  Imt  him — quiet,  tractable  animal,  used  to  troqps,  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing  ;  no  great  constitudon,  p'r'i^ps^  but  that's  matter  o£  opinieft 
-— ^  gostibus  not  est  somethm' — I  fo^et  the  wocd,"  added  he^  with  « 
shake  of  his  head,  "  but  you  know  what  I  mean?" 

<<  Perfectly,  thir,"  replied  the  major,  who  had  all  the  colond's  sayings 
fteeeotyped  m  his  mind. 

^I  wish  Fd  coMoltedyott  in  the  first instanoe^"  obserfed  the  ooloneL 

"  Wish  yw  had,"  xejoioed  the  majoc.     *^  I'm  thueyoK  know  my  best 
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thervices  are  always  at  jour  command,  and  it's  better  for  me  to  move 
in  these  matters  than  you." 

The  major,  a.s  we  said  before,  was  jealous  of  CoUop,  and  suspected  he 
was  trying  to  oust  him  of  his  high  office  of  dirty- work  doer  to  the 
colonel. 

Another  dead  pause  then  ensued,  broken  only  by  the  renewed  tapping 
of  the  tail  as  before. 

<*  He*s  no  great  horseman,  I  imagine,"  observed  the  colonel,  at  length 
breaking  silence. 

"  Not  a  bit  of  one,"  replied  the  major — "  doesn't  set  up  for  one  in- 
deed ;  but  his  money's  just  as  good  as  ^  he  was — indeed,  better,  for  as  it 
is  he  can't  compare  notes — thay  this  orth  is  not  so  good  as  my  old  hay, 
or  so  fast  as  my  young  grey ;  or  this  orth  would  have  been  better  if  he  d 
had  four  legs,  or  a  thuffithenthy  of  wind ;  or  make  any  unpleathant  re- 
flecthions  of  that  sort." 

"  Very  true,"  replied  the  colonel — "  very  true;  and  therefore,  Fibby,  I'll 
confide  the  whole  of  this  delicate  affair  to  your  management.  T>o  what 
you  think  best,  only  don't  kill  the  goose,  you  know,  that  lays  us  the 
golden  what  d'ye  call  the  thing-um-bobs — you  twig,  eh  ?"  said  the  colonel, 
putting  as  much  expression  into  his  great  red  apple  face  as  he  could, 
meaning,  ''  Don't  forget  Angelena's  in  the  case." 

*'  I  underthand,  thir,"  replied  the  major. 

''  And  be  quick  about  it,"  rejoined  the  colonel,  ^'  for  Mrs.  Bustleton's 
headed  her  last  piece  of  impittence  like  a  county  court  summons,  and  I've 
no  manner  of  doubt  she'll  have  me  there  if  I  don't  fork  out  prettj 
quickly." 

<'  Yeth ;  but  we  musn't  be  too  prethipitate,"  observed  the  major, 
thoughtfully  ;  '^  must  let  it  come  natural,  you  know." 

**  in  course,"  replied  the  colonel — "in  course.  Take  your  own  time 
about  it.  You  could  cross  him  accidentally  as  he  comes  up  to  hear 
Angelena  sing,  or  fall  in  with  him  promiscuously  at  the  pastrycook's,  or 
the  Salutation,  or  some  of  his  haunts.  All  that  I  mean  to  say  is,  don't 
let  the  grass  grow  under  your  feet,  you  know.  Haw,  haw,  haw  1 — he, 
he,  he  ! — ho,  ho,  ho!" 

"  He,  he,  he  ! — ^haw,  haw,  haw  I — ^ho,  ho,  ho  I"  chuckled  the  nuijor, 
adding,  "  You'll  be  the  death  of  me  thum  day,  thir,  with  your  jokes. 
You've  the  most  marvellous  flow  of  humour  of  any  man  I  know." 

^'  Laugh  and  get  fat  as  I  do,"  roared  the  colonel,  taking  his  enormous 
paunch  between  his  hands,  or  rather  putting  his  hands  on  his  enormous 
sides,  as  he  rose  from  his  seat  to  depart.  ''  Well,  now  then,  there  well 
leave  it,"  continued  he.  "  You  take  your  own  time  about  it,  and  let  me 
hear  how  you  get  on,  and  don't  over-egg  it  puddin,  you  know,  as  they 
say  in  Yorkshire.    He,  he,  he ! — ^haw,  haw,  haw ! — ho,  ho,  ho  !" 

"  There  you  are  again,  thir !"  exclaimed  the  obsequious  major,  throw- 
ing up  his  hands  as  if  quite  overcome  with  this  last  sally.  "  Greatest 
humoristh  of  the  day,  thir!  The  great  Mr,  Thackeray,  that  they 
make  thuth  a  noise  about,  is  nothin'  compared  to  you." 

"  Ah,  that's  the  man  that  wrote  *  Fistiana;  or,  the  Oracle  of  the 
Ring,'  "  observed  the  colonel,  after  a  pause.  "  Devilish  clever  woric  it  is 
— 1  have  it.  But,  however,  that's  not  the  point.  The  point  is,  I  want 
you  to  tickle  this  trout  for  me,  and  to  land  him  like  a  workman." 
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<'  Of  courthe,  thir,*'  replied  the  major ;  '^but,  in  the  mean  time,  pVaps 
you*d  have  the  goodneth  not  to  do  anything  more  in  the  matter  yonrthelf, 
or  mention  it  to  any  one,"  added  he,  drawing  his  long  legs  up  to  further 
the  coloneFs  departure — meaning,  ''Don't  let  Collop  have  a  further 
finger  in  the  pie.*' 

''  Certainly  not  !*'  exclaimed  the  colonel — '*  certainly  not !  Too  many 
cooks  spoil  the  broth.  Should  never  be  more  than  two  at  a  deal — that  8 
to  say,  if  you  expect  to  deal.  Besides,"  added  he,  as  he  waddled  away 
on  his  heels,  ''  it's  no  use  keepin'  a  dog  and  barkin'  oneself." 


Chapter  XI. 

You  did  well  not  to  buy  that  Thmallbeere  orth,  I  think,"  observed  the 
major  confidentially  to  Tom,  after  having  exhausted  the  usual  topic  of 
the  weather,  the  dirtiness  of  the  streets,  the  fewness  of  the  foot  people, 
and  the  number  of  horsemen,  as  he  found  our  friend  a  few  days  a^r  the 
misdeal  sucking  his  cane-handle  at  Miss  Isinglass's  door,  waiting  for 
Fadder  and  Froggy,  and  the  youne^  Emperor  of  Morocco,  to  join  arms 
and  polish  the  flags,  and  take  up  weir  usual  stations  at  street  corners* 
*^  You  did  well  not  to  buy  that  Thmallbeere  orth,  I  think,"  observed  the 
major,  after  criticising  two  or  three  that  passed  along.  **  The  fact  ith, 
heth's  a  nice  orth  and  a  neat  orth,  but  Beer — Thwipes  as  we  call  him^- 
wouldn't  have  parted  with  him  if  he'd  been  quite  the  thing," 

"  Well  now,  that's  what  I  thought !"  exclaimed  Tom— "that's  what  I 
thought !  I  was  sure  there  was  something  wrong  when  I  heard  the 
price." 

''  You  thowed  your  judgment,"  replied  the  major,  brightening  up— • 
*^  you  thowed  your  Judgment ;  but  please  have  the  goodneth  not  to  tell 
the  colonel  I  tnaid  tho,  for  the  besth  of  us  are  liable  to  be  dethieved,  and 
I'm  thure  the  colonel's  great  reg^ard  for  you  would  prevent  his  theeing 
you  impothed  upon  knowingly." 

"I'm  sure  of  that  too,"  replied  Tom — "  I'm  sure  of  that  too,"  and  he 
thought  of  Angelena,  and  her  singing,  and  her  fifty  thous<^nd  pounds, 
and  how  he  would  like  to  be  pinning  the  heartsease  and  forget-me-not 
white  cornelian  brooch  upon  her  beautiful  make-believe  point-lace 
chemisette.  Then  he  thought  he'd  better  get  the  brooch  back  before  he 
appropriated  it  to  another,  and  wondered  whether  he  could  safely  entrust 
old  Trueboy,  the  cashier,  to  negotiate  the  return  of  it^  and  the  promise 
of  marriage  letter,  the  next  time  old  Daiseyfield  came  to  their  bank  to 
get  a  bill  done. 

These  pleasant  reflections  were  interrupted  by  the  migor  resuming  tlie 
sobject  of  the  orth. 

"  What  you  should  have  should  be  a  nith,  steady,  well-trained  orth, 
that's  been  used  to  troopths,  and  the  firing  of  vollithes,  and  so  on ;  much 
such  an  orth  as  Thwipes's,  in  fact — only  a  little  g^amer,  higher  couraged 
animal — more  of  an  orth,  in  short.  You  are  sthout — I  don  t  mean  to  say 
yb/,"  continued  the  major,  looking  down  on  Tom's  great  puffy  figure, 
"  but  full-limbed,  just  what  a  man  ought  to  be,  and  should  nave  an  orth 
to  correthpond.  It's  a  bore  being  under  orthed,  feeling  that  you  should 
be  canying  the  orth  instead  of  the  orth  carrying  yon." 
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'<So  I  tluiik,"repKed  JBall— ''soldimk;''  adding,  <<Iliked  the  cut 
of  Swipes's  kone  uneommoi&ly." 

'^Did  Toii?''  replied  the  major — ''<Kd  you?"  adding,  after  a  paafe, 
^  Wdly  toeii,  do  joa  knoir,  I  think  I  can  t!^  joh  ofone  very  like  hun,  ai 
like  as  Voltigeur  to  the  Flying  Dutchman ;  liker,  indeed,  for  he's  got  never 
any  white  ahont  htm.  He  belonged  to  poor  Charley  Chucklehead,  of  tke 
Blnths,  who  cbank  himself  detheased.  Thweetest  anaffle-hridle  ortfa  I 
almoBt  ever  thaw;  can  canter  round  a  hat,  and  throw  the  dirt  in  the  fiKea 
of  all  those  brag^ging  Heartycheexites  who  think  nobody  can  ride  bat  thea^ 
selves.  It*s  no  uth  keepin'  an  orth  that  can  only  do  one  thing,''  continued 
the  major,  ''  ethpethially  now  that  you've  made  up  your  mind  to  go  into 
the  Yeomanry  instead  of  our  corps.  Bleth  ye !  why  a  mere  charger  would 
be  no  more  nth  to  you  than  a  thtmney-piece  ornament  the  greater  part  of 
the  year.  He'd  be  a  deal  worse  than  a  thimney-piece  ornament,  for  he'd 
be  constantly  having  his  pecker  in  the  manger,  and  peckers  in  mangers 
cost  money,  as  yon  and  I  know;"  the  major  thinking  it  might  be  con- 
^«iieDt  to  invest  Ton  with  a  little  more  equestrian  knowledge  than  be 
leally  possessed. 

'*  Well,  but  I  could  ride  him  on  the  road,  and  on  the  heath,  and  so  on,* 
observed  Tom,  who  had  been  repeatedly  reminded  by  Angelena  of  the 
projected  excursions  to  Heatherblow  Heath. 

'<  Ok,  in  oourtb^''  replied  tke  major — *^  in  courth ;  only  a  twenty-pnnd 
*wkSl  woold  do  all  ^lat  ^  but  when  we  talk  about  ortiMs^  we  mean  vataable 
anisaala— -'undred  or  'undred  and  fifky  guineas'  worth,  and  so  on-— orthes 
that  do  a  gendcsun  credit,  and  not  cat-legged  cripples,,  that  loc^  as  if 
tiiey'd  ethnped  from  a  cothtermonger's  cart." 

«<  W^"  mased  Ton,  "^  I  shooki  l&e  to  get  a  ^ood 'nn." 

*'  Take  my  word  for  it,  my  dear  feller,"  rephed  the  major,  "  there's 
BOtkin'  like  a  good  ons — there^s  nothin'  makes  a  man  feel  so  bumpthously 
coathequcnlkal  as  bemg*  cocked  a  top  of  a  good  'un.  So  now,  if  yon 
naiUy  feel  inclined  for  a  creditable  animal,  a  good-looking  animal,  and 
fkn't  mind  prithe,  why  I  wovld  really  advise  you  to  send  for  this  blue  ot^ 
and  to  be  quick  about  it,  for  he'll  soon  be  caught  up.  Giood  orthes  don^ 
hang  fire  ia  Loadon.** 

^  WeUy**  nosed  Tom.  <<  Well,"  repeated  he,  remembering  what  bis 
firtherlttdaBad  about  not  baying  an  officer's  horse,  *^I  Aonld  like  to  look 
al  bias — there'd  be  no  harm  in  that,  you  know." 

^*  Tree,"  rcpfied  he  major,  fearing  duit  Tom  was  one  of  thai  mnie- 
lous  tribe,  tlie  loddng  sort— one  of  those  weary  fellows  who  are  always 
wautaig  horssa  and  never  buy  them ;  tin  najor,  we  sav,  fearing  Tom 
wa  mm  el  the  wnng  sort,  and  that  it  was  going  to  be  all  labour  lost,  at 
once  pinned  him  by  asking  if  he  should  write  and  have  the  orth  down  by 
tin  inl  to  look  at ;  aad  mer  nmch  hennntBgaml  hawing  and  hesitalion, 
Tom  at  length  gave  his  consent,  induced,  perhaps,  not  a  little  br  tin 
ybnuatiou  tibat  it  weoJd  mdy  be  tike  expense  of  tike  rail  if  Tom  didn't 
Wyhim,  tint Mttie  wogd  **opiy*  heiag  eatoendy  asefidi  mkadRng poofin 


Ac-  nqor  having       ^, ^ 

^^dealen^  shoaUb  be  beforehand  wiA  them,  took  a  most  aisctioi 
Imnre  of  oar  Ton^  and  went  to  zsport  pvogian  to  Ae  cc^onely  wlbo  he 
famsdhatf  fiaaliewitiinget  tin  eaz^iidie  and  8loaQuick>aAe  acoonnte 
tiiat  were  pouring  inr  upon 
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Chapter  XII. 


Two  days  after,  Tom  and  the  vugor  wero  st  tiw  Fleecy  bwoagii  statiioB, 
wakiiig  tae  arav^  of  the  2M  train  from  town,  wfaidi,  ooming  ivith  kf 
vsoal  punctuality,  abovt  three-quurten  of  an  hxmt  aAer  tune,  dw  iMt 
joint  of  1^  tail,  in  tke  shape  of  a  hone^x,  «ai  duppedl  otf^  and  fSbm 
snorting  monster  presently  pursued  its  conrae,  withovt  appearing  eidbsr 
better  or  irarse  for  the  operatuBL 

The  train  having  idiisked  out  of  sight,  ail  eyes  ireve  tvroed  to  the 
«np«t.tod  mtmbec^  wlrich,  ,^yy^  »  «»Uy,  mw  took  bdf  mdo«« 
porten  to  ooax  to  a  siding.  Harmg  at  length  aooonpliBfaed  the  andei^- 
teldng,  a  side  wing  inu  let  down,  disclosing  a  hone,  in  a  complete  set  of 
new  dothang,  attended  by  a  mekneholy-ioddng  izfroom,  with  a  hand  of 
erape  puckered  monmfally  lonnd  his  oockaded  hat  He  aahrted  the 
major  with  a  sorrowful  look,  as  if  the  meeting  was  productive  of  painlal 
recollections ;  and  the  pent-np  horse  bdng  released  from  confinement^ 
came  clattering  over  the  boaids,  making  as  much  name  as  Timour  the 
Tartar's  at  Astley's.  Having  reached  terra  firmui^  he  etood  shaking 
and  stretching  himsd^  and  staring  about  at  his  ieisme. 

^  What,  you've  dipped  him,  have  yon  ?"  observed  ite  major/eywig  hia 
bx%ht  mouse-ooloured  coat 

*'  He  was  getting  rather  woolly/'  obaeived  the  maa. 

^  And  plaited  his  mane,  too,"  added  the  asajor,  as  libe  groom  stripped 
off  the  hood,  and  exhibited  a  racing  mane. 

<<  Didn't  he  very  wdl,  sir,"  replied  Joe,  a  oomplaaat  that  oonld  not  be 
kid  to  his  door. 

"'  Captain  'All  wants  a  charger,  not  a  imeer,"  observed  the  ma^or. 

^  He'll  get  both  if  he  gets  t^  oss,"  replied  Joe,  willi  a  s^h,  swe^ 
ing  t^e  clothing  over  has  tail. 

^  What  i  he's  been  raced,  has  he?"  adced  Tom,  thinkiag  of  his  nomi- 
nation for  the  Warrior  Stakes. 

^'Raced,yes  I"  replied  the  groom,as  if  svipnsedat  the  qnestioa.  ^  Raced, 
and  won,  too.  Won  the  Grammon  Stakes  at  Stew  pony — not  in  tiie 
^  Calendar,'  and  so  much  the  better,  fer  he  won't  have  to  cany  hextry 
weight  as  a  vnnner,"  added  he. 

He  was  very  like  what  the  major  had  deeciibed — '^mrf  Ke  Swipes's 
horse,  only  larger,  and  dipped,  with  a  bane  tail  instead  ot  a  Hfe-gaard's 
one,  and  a  leaded  mane  instead  of  a  flowing  one.  £Ks  action,  too,  was 
much  the  same — ^^  Easy  as  a  chair,"  as  the  ma^  said,  on  abghting,  oBber 
a  canter  round  Mr.  Ploog^anow's  pasture. 

'<  Try  him  yourself  Hall,"  said  tiie  major,  handing  Tom  the  rein. 

The  coast  being  dear,  and  the  dastic-seated  saddle  roomy,  wiAl 
raised  padding  for  the  knees,  Tom  screwed  up  his  courage  and  monnted. 
After  a  very  quiet  walk  down  Soberton-lane,  he  ventured  bade  into  the 
field,  and,  with  due  caution,  woriced  the  horse  from  a  trot  into  a  canter, 
without  elidting  any  <^  those  inconvenient  ebullitions  of  spirit  that  some- 
times attend  the  too  sudden  transition  from  highway  to  turf.  And  Tom 
tit-np-ed  about  very  pleasantly.  The  mi^or  saw,  by  ^  self-«atisfied 
grin  on  Tom's  face,  as  he  at  length  returned  with  the  slack  rein  of  confi- 
dence^  that  it  was  a  '^  case,"  and  was  as  fully  prepared  for  his  "  tender 
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question''  as  Miss  Blunt  always  was  for  hers,  though  she  contriTed  to 
raise  the  hlush  of  agitation  and  surprise. 

"  I'll  tell  you  in  two  words,"  replied  the  major,  in  reply  to  Tom's 
tender  question  as  to  how  much — ^'  I'll  tell  you  in  two  words.  Chuckle- 
head  gave  a  'under'd  and  sixty  for  this  orth.  The  ecthecutors,  to  effect 
an  immediate  sale,  will  take  a  'under^d  and  twenty;  but  you  must  be 
quick  about  it,**  added  he,  ''  for  the  groom  teUs  me  that  Mr.  Meyers  has 
Deen  to  look  at  him  for  the  Printh." 

And  Tom  gaped  and  gasped  as  usual,  for  the  money,  he  thought,  was 
a  vast,  and  he  would  have  liked  to  have  consulted  his  &ther,  and 
Mr.  Trueboy,  and  Fadder,  and  Froggy,  and  the  street  swells  of  Fleecy- 
borough,  to  say  nothing  of  any  chance  opinion  he  might  be  able  to  pick 
up  ;  it  being  a  remarkable  fact  that,  however  deficient  men  may  be  in 
intelligence  or  general  information,  there  are  very  few  who  are  not  equal 
to  giving  an  opinion  about  a  horse.  The  major,  who  had  been  in  at  as 
many  deals,  good,  bad,  and  indifferent,  as  most  people,  knew  there  was 
nothing  like  clenching  a  bargain  at  the  satisfied  moment,  and  observing 
to  the  man  '^  that  he  oughtn't  to  have  let  Mr.  Meyers  see  the  orth  be- 
fore they  were  done  with  him/'  whispered  in  Tom*s  ear,  ''  that  if  Meyers 
thought  him  good  enough  for  the  Printh,  Tom  might,  perhaps,  path  nim 
as  good  enough  for  him"— a  suggestion  that  had  considerable  weight 
with  our  friend,  who  stood  staring  and  wishing  to  pick  a  hole  if  he  could, 
but  fearing  to  commit  himself  in  the  attempt. 

^*  '1  don't  advithe,'  as  the  City  merchants  write  to  their  country  cor- 
rethpondents,  nor  do  I  wish  to  mfluence  your  dethithon,"  continued  the 
cunning  major,  "  but  I  really  think  he's  very  much  the  sort  of  orth  you 
should  have.  He  has  all  the  temper  and  dothility  of  Swipes's  orth, 
combined  with  higher  courage  and  more  strength — a  gayer  and  better 
animal  altogether — a  fitter  animal  for  a  gentleman  of  your  figure  and 
thubstance  ;  and,  besides  being  a  perfectly  broke  charger,  is  a  very  tha- 
perior  'unter — ^isn't  he,  Joe  ?"  continued  he,  appealing  to  the  man. 

''I  believe  ye,"  replied  Joe,  with  a  snatch  of  his  hat.  "If  you*d 
seen  him  the  day  the  Queen's  Jelly-calf  Staggers  met  at  Maidenhead 
Thicket,  how  he  throw'd  the  dirt  in  Davis's  face,  and  Bartlett's  face,  and 
Cox's  face,  and  in  all  the  London  hell-keepers  and  horse-dealers'  faces, 
you'd  have  said  he  was  an  oss  to  go  indeed.  That's  wot  set  Meyers 
arter  him  for  the  Prince,"  added  he. 

''  No  doubt,"  assented  the  major — "  no  doubt.  An  orth  that  distin- 
guithes  himself  is  soon  thnapped  up,  at  any  prithe.  Now,"  continued 
he,  turning  to  Tom,  "  you'd  better  make  up  your  mind,  and  remember, 
if  a  well-broke  charger  is  desirable,  a  well-made  hunter  is  equally  so. 
It  would  never  do  for  a  gentleman  of  your  fortin  and  accomplithments 
to  be  tumbled  about  in  the  diit  like  an  orth-breaker's  man.  Half  the 
pleasure  of  hunting  consists  in  being  carried  comfortably." 

And  Tom  thought  there  was  a  good  deal  in  that ;  for  though  he  had 
never  been  out,  on  horseback  at  least,  he  had  studied  Punch  attentively, 
Bnd  thought  some  of  Mr.  Briggs's  predicaments  anything  but  pleasant; 
and  there  were  a  series  of  "Alkens,"  in  Grammar,  the  bookseller's 
window,  representing  red-coated  gentlemen  in  evei-y  species  of  discern* 
fiture,  some  on  their  nobs,  some  on  their  horses'  nobs,  some  on  their 
backs,  some  dashed  into  melon-frames,  some  hurried  into  rivers,  some 
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into  ditoheSi  that  made  Tom  think  it  was  desirable  to  have  a  tractable 
horse. 

"  It's  a  vast  of  money,"  at  leng^  said  he,  after  a  good  suck  of  his 
whip-handle. 

y-  «  I'm  afiraid  you  won't  get  it  for  leth,"  replied  the  major ;  '^  at  least, 
if  what  the  man  tells  me  is  correct.  But  you  had  better  talk  to  him 
yourthelf,  and  see." 

Tom  stood  mute. 

^'  The  captain  thinks  the  orth  dear  at  the  money,"  at  length  observed 
the  major,  turning  spokesman. 

''  Does  he  ?*'  replied  the  man,  with  the  utmost  indifference.  <^  Won't 
get  him  for  a  copper  less,"  added  he,  preparing  to  replace  the  clothing, 
muttering  something  about  *'  fool  for  coming.'* 

Tom  still  stood  agape,  not  knowing  what  to  do. 

^'  You*d  throw  the  clothin'  and  thaddle  in,  at  all  events  ?"  observed  the 
major. 

"  I've  no  instructions  to  do  nothin'  of  the  sort,"  replied  the  man, 
tartly  but  firmly. 

'^  Ah !  that's  all  Mr.  Meyers*s  doing,"  whispered  the  major  to  Tom. 
^'  Made  them  independent," 

''  Humph !"  mused  Tom,  staring  vacantly. 

"  Well,  you'd  better  thettle  it  one  way  or  other,"  at  length  observed 
the  major ;  '^  the  man  will  be  wanting  to  go  back  by  the  next  train." 

It  then  occurred  to  Tom  that  he  would  have  to  pay  the  railway  ex- 
penses if  he  did  not  buy ;  and,  like  many  people  involved  in  one  expense, 
he  went  on  in  hopes  of  retrieving  it 

"  Well,  but  I  can*t  pay  for  him,  now — at  least — I  mean — ^I  haven't 
got  the  money  in  my  pocket,"  stammered  Tom. 

"  Oh !  never  mind  that,"  replied  the  major ;  ^'  give  the  man  five  shil- 
lings, and  we'll  arrange  that  together.  Here,  my  man,"  continued  the 
major,  pulling  out  two  half-crowns,  and  giving  them  to  the  groom, 
<*  Captain  *A11  will  take  the  orth,  and  I'll  write  to  your  people  by  to- 
night's posth,  and  if  they  require  the  thaddle  and  things  back,  they  thai! 
be  thent,  but  I  don't  expect  they'll  be  thuch  screws." 

<<  Very  good,  sir,"  replied  the  man,  pocketing  his  douceur,  adding, 
"  You'll  be  wanting  him  taken  into  town,  won't  you  ?" 

'*  No,"  replied  the  major.  "  I'll  get  a  man  here,"  jerking  his  head 
towards  the  railway  station,  the  major  not  thinking  it  prudent  to  let  this 
man  have  the  run  of  any  of  the  town  taps. 

Having  got  the  horse  and  a  railway  porter,  they  nodded  their  adieux 
in  return  to  the  groom's  parting  salute,  and  set  on  on  the  well-cindered 
white-posted  footpath,  with  the  horse  led  alongside  them  on  the  road. 

"  You've  done  a  wise  thing,  I  think,"  obs^ed  the  major,  squeezing 
Tom's  fat  arm,  as  they  tramped  along.  '^  I'm  sure  the  colonel  will 
approve  of  it,  and  there's  no  man  has  your  interest  more  warmly  at  heart 
than  he  has.  You've  got  a  very  nith  orth — a  very  neat  orth — ^a  very 
gentlemanlike  orth." 

^'  Yes,  I  think  he  is  a  nice  horse,"  replied  Tom,  eyeing  him  as  he 
stared  and  sauntered  leisurely  along,  ,"  Where  shall  I  get  him  a  bed, 
think  ye?" 

''  Oh,  haven't  you  a  stable  ?"  asked  the  major. 
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^  Yes,  we  have  a  stable,''  TediBd  T<ND,<«bat  xt'sMl  ofooabaBdcula 
and  empty  bottles  and  things. 

^<  Well,  but  diey  could  be  emptied  oot^**  obeerfvd  Ae  mgor;  addiiig^ 
"Is  it  damp?*' 

^  Ye%  I  think  it's  daaip,"  r^ed  Tom;  ^sfc  leMt,  AereTs  green  vpoa 
Hiewalls.* 

"Ah,  that  won't  do,"  observed  the  major.     '^Orthes  ehcNild  be  kept, 
dry  and  warm." 

^  Do  for  one  night,  I  mippose,"  vej^ied  Tom,  witk  an  aff-faand  sort 
of  air. 

^  Do  for  your  oith,  if  that* s  irhat  you  mean,"  rejoined  the  major. 
'*  Orthes  don't  take  so  mnch  kilfing  as  some  people  soppose.  No,"  con- 
tinued he— ^'  no ;  you*d  better  take  him  to  the  Thalutation,  or  some  ef 
the  inns,  till  you  get  him  a  proper  stable  of  lus  own." 

So  saying,  he  gare  the  word  of  command  '*  to  the  Thakitation,''  and 
horse  and  groom  and  friends  turned  up  Spooneypope-street  accordingly; 
and  as  Tom  dianced  to  loc^  back,  he  saw  heads  popped  oat  of  windows 
and  shop  doors,  and  a  general  commotion  on  his  track,  so  acceptable  is  « 
little  excitement  in  the  country.  The  news  soon  spread  that  Tom  Hall 
liad  bought  a  horse.  Young  people  said  he  was  gmng  it,  old  ones  shook 
their  heads,  and  said  they  wished  he  mightn't  make  the  old  man's  money 
fly. 

Chafteb  xm. 

WniiiE  the  incidents  of  the  last  chapter  were  going  oo,  the  old  cclond, 
eager  and  anxious  at  all  times,  was  now  douUy  so,  in  consequence  of 
having  received  a  dunning  letter  from  his  accoutrement-maker,  tlueaten- 
ing  an  appeal  to  the  Horse  Guards,  if  his  bill  for  1849-50  was  not 
immediately  discharged,  the  writer,  of  course,  having  ''to  meet  a  large 
one  himself  the  next  wedc;*'  nay,  so  excitable  had  the  ccdonel  become,  that 
he  could  not  contain  himself  in  barracks,  bat  putting  himself  in  mufti — 
to  wit,  in  a  tight  brown  Newmarket  cut-away,  with  a  Tdnminoos  brisbt-* 
buttoned  buff  waistcoat,  scanty  tweed  trousov,  and  high-lows,  wini  a 
drab  felt  wide-awake^  proceeded  to  carry  his  corporation  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  railway  station  to  make  an  observation,  relying  on  the 
disguise  for  Tom  not  knowing  him,  as  if  theie  was  any  dii^ise  that 
would  effect  the  concealment  of  soeh  a  flgurn  as  his.  However,  off 
he  set  on  his  heels,  and  there  is  no  saving  but  his  impetnosity  would 
have  carried  him  to  the  field  of  action,  had  not  a  kxf^  pile  of  Bimam 
native  oysters,  in  Grundsell,  the  greengrocer's  ^ndow,  attracted  his 
attenti<m,  and  caused  a  diveision.  Them,  as  he  stood,  with  his  great 
stomach  resting  on  the  counter,  devouring  bivalve  after  bivalve  as  fast  as 
Mrs.  Grruudsell  could  open  them,  the  light  tramp  of  a  horse's  hoofs  fell 
upon  his  ear,  and,  looking  round,  he  saw  tJie  well-known  steed  stepping 
gaily  along,  followed  by  the  gaunt  migor,  vrith  his  long  arm  thrust 
through  our  Tom's. 

The  colonel  saw  by  the  radiance  of  the  major's  usually  heavy  brow, 
and  the  ury  swagger  of  his  vralk,  that  it  was  a  deal ;  and,  nearly  choking 
himself  with  the  huge  oyster  he  was  in  the  act  of  swallowing,  he  dapped 
down  half-a-crown  on  Uie  counter;  and  was  only  prevented  giving  chase^ 
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and  most  likely  spoiling  sport,  by  the  time  Mrs.  Grnndsell  was  fumbling 
for  the  change. 

When  he  got  rolled  to  the  door  the  group  had  turned  up  Spooneypope- 
street,  and  feeling  satisfied  that  it  was  a  case  of  delivery  (the  road  to  the 
barracks  being  right  up  the  town),  he  gave  vent  to  his  gratitude  by 
ordering  a  gallon  of  rum,  a  Dutch  cheese,  and  a  dozen  red  herrings,  to  be 
sent  to  the  major's  rooms  directly.  When,  however,  he  fingered  the 
JiimseySy  as  he  called  them,  though  grectseys  would  have  been  a  more 
accurate  description  of  '^Hall  and  Co.'s"  dirty  five-pound  notes,  his 
gratitude  expanded:  and  besides  chucking  the  major  a  fiver  for  his 
trouble,  he  ordered  him  two  dozen  of  strong  military  port,  exclaiming, 
as  he  gave  the  order,  ^*  Mind,  let  it  have  a  good  erip  of  the  gob  T' 

He  then  went  rolling  about  the  town  with  a  plemoric-looking  tarnished- 
blue  purse,  paying  his  ear-ache  and  stomach-ache  bills,  and  talking  as  if 
he  was  going  to  buy  all  the  things  in  the  shops.  Mrs.  Bustleton  got  her 
money,  and  wrote  a  most  obsequious  letter,  "  hoping  to  be  honoured  with, 
their  fature  orders."  So  the  money  was  not  altogether  wasted,  and  the 
deal  furnished  abundant  conversation  for  the  town,  the  horse  being  made 
the  representative  of  all  sorts  of  im^iginary  sums. 

There  were  such  solemn  consultations — such  feelings — such  handlings 
— such  trottings  out  and  sittings  in  judgment  on  the  unfortunate  animal. 
What  with  the  postboys  and  flymen  continually  going  in  and  out  with 
their  horses,  and  young  gentlemen  dropping  in  to  pass  their  opinions,  the 
door  of  the  stable  was  continually  on  tne  swing.  What  a  diversity  of 
opinion  the  horse  elicited !  No  two  people  thought  the  same  of  him. 
Buttons,  the  postboy,  thought  he'd  done  a  deal  of  work  with  his  legs, 
while  Brick,  the  boots,  thought  he'd  done  a  deal  more  with  his  teeth. 
Mr.  Weathertit  thought  his  body  too  large  for  his  legs,  while  young 
Mr.  Spoilwater,  as  they  called  Freebody,  tne  brewer's  son,  thought  his 
legs  too  large  for  his  body.  The  young  Emperor  of  Morocco  uiought 
the  fetlocks  too  fine;  Mr.  Smiley  took  exception  to  the  elbows;  Mr. 
Fielding  pronounced  the  hocks  to  be  curbey ;  Mr.  Cli^gate  suspected  he 
had  been  at  his  prayers ;  while  Mr.  Bright  thought  he  detected  incipient 
cataract  in  the  right  eye.  No  one,  however,  lunted  that  he  had  seen  the 
horse  before,  or  suspected  that  it  was  only  Captain  Smallbeere's  horse 
clipped,  and  his  tail  squared.  To  crown  the  whole,  the  old  colonel 
waddled  down  from  the  barracks  in  a  shell-jacket  and  high-lows  to  pass 
his  opinion  upon  it.  After  making  a  most  critical  examination,  beginning 
with  the  horse's  head  and  ending  with  his  heels,  grasping  his  windpipe 
and  punching  his  sides,  he  exclaimed,  with  adnurable  naivete^  after 
straddling  with  his  great  fin  ends  in  the  bottom  of  his  dog-earey  overall 
pockets,  as  if  making  his  calculations  between  Swipes's  horse  and  it, 
<*  Well !  dash  my  sabretache,  if  there's  tuppence  to  choose  atween  'em !" 
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THE  MOUNTAIN  TRIBES  OF  TURKEY  IN  EUROPE* 

TireRE  are  no  countries  so  neglected  by  the  European  mind  as  the 
mountainous  regions  of  Western  Turkey.  Unheeded  and  uneared  for  by 
those  nations  who  were  emjdoying  every  energy  to  redaim  hom  the 
sayage  state  the  swarthy  son  of  distant  India  aiid  Africa,  and  make  him 
a  participator  in  the  blessings  of  civilisation  and  revealed  religion ; 
crushed  and  degraded  below  the  level  o£  humanity  ;  generation  after 
generation  of  the  unhappy  Christiana  of  these  provinces  of  Enropeaa 
Turkey  have  passed  away  like  ihe  leaves  of  the  finest^  leaving  acamodj  a 
vestige  behind  to  tell  that  they  ecusted* 

Yet  whether  Muhammadan  or  Christian — Amoat  or  Rayah — the 
dwellers  in  these  mountains  have  ever  lived  in  a  state  of  wild  freedom, 
eternally  at  war  with  a  government  which  they  consider  invades  theif 
just  rights  and  privileges,  deeming  the  imposition  of  taxes  or  tribute  as 
an  infringement  of  iheir  independence ;  and  however  mvth  thej  may 
differ  in  race  and  creed,  or  disagree  among  diemsdvesy.  yet  ever 
ready  to  throw  down  the  ganntlei  and  set  the  government  of  toe  Saltan 
at  defiance.  "  Let/'  says  Mr.  Edmund  Spencer,  refening  to  ear  own 
times,  "  but  a  single  tactico  of  Omar  Pasha  invade  the  terriloiy  of  the 
free  mountaineers  of  Tchemegora,  and  we  shall  find  the  Haiduc  and  the 
Ouskok  p(^ulation  of  the  defile  and  the  mountain  again  in  anns,  mar- 
shalling the  industrious  Rayah  of  the  valley  and  the  plasn  to  the  encounter 
of  the  hereditary  enemy  of  their  race  and  creed." 

A  narrative  of  travel  among  such  wild  peojde,  and  equally  wild  soenes, 
cannot  be  yoid  of  interest  We  expect  incident  and  adventm»,  graphic 
descriptions,  and  pictures  of  domestic  and  political  lifs,  that  remind  us  of 
the  dark  ages,  rather  than  of  present  times ;  and  Captain  Speneer^s  work 
will  not  disappoint  such  expectations.  Our  traveller  starts  from  Belgrade, 
a  name  that  recals  the  memory  of  scenes  of  deadly  strife  between  the 
chivalry  of  Christendom  and  the  Mussulman  host,  and  a  fortress  that  is 
still  the  advance  post  of  Muhammadan  fuiaticism  and  despotism  in 
Europe.  The  r»gning  prince  of  Servia  Uves  in  a  great  villa,  such  as  sn 
English  gentieman  worth  five  or  six  hundred  a  year  might  erect  for  him- 
self as  an  appropriate  dwelling.  "  What  a  stnking  contrast,"  exclaims 
Captain  Spencer,  "  to  the  palace  of  King  Otho  at  Athens,  built  at  tiie 
cost  of  300,0001.  sterhng!  whose  subjects  likevrise  do  not  exceed  a 
million,  and  whose  pecuniary  resources  have  been  equally  exhausted  by  a 
protracted  struggle  for  independence."  And  he  afterwards  justiy  adds— 
"  There  was  a  halo  of  classic  associations  about  Greece,  in  her  struggle 
with  Turkey,  that  excited  for  her  children  the  sympathy  of  all  Chns- 
tendom ;  but  these  poor  Servians,  also  Christians,  unknown  to  the  great 
world,  fought  and  bled  unaided ;  and  by  their  own  firmness  and  braveir 
drove  out  the  oppressor  who  had  so  long  trampled  in  the  dust  all  that  is 
dear  to  man — ^his  creed,  nationality,  and  independence." 

When  Captain  Spencer  was  at  Belgrade,  tne  v^ar  of  caps,  or,  in  other 

♦  Travels  in  European  Turkey,  in  1850,  through  Bosnia,  Servia,  Bulgaria, 
Macedonia,  Thrace,  Albania,  and  Epirus ;  with  a  Visit  to  Greece  and  the  lonioQ 
Isles,  and  a  Homeward  Tour  through  Hungary  and  the  Slavonian  Provinces  of 
Austria  on  the  Lower  Danube.    By  Edmund  Spencer,  Esq. 
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•wordsy  Russian  Fan-slavism,  was  at  its  height  The  fez  or  cap,  indicat- 
ing the  party  to  which  the  wearer  belonged — whether  Russian  or  Servian. 
.To  judge  from  one  assembly  that  Captain  Spencer  witnessed,  he  says  the 
naiionid  party  preponderated  tenfold,  notwithstanding  the  presence  of 
the  Russian  consul,  who,  like  some  petty  sovereign,  moved  from  place  to 
place,  accompanied  by  his  retinue  of  Russian  caps. 

Our  travdler  was  accompanied  by  a  lively  Frenchman,  whose  first 
debut  it  was  in  Oriental  society,  and  an  account  of  a  formal  visit  made  to 
the  Fasha  is  very  amusing : 

Th«  next  day,  our  friend  Mehmet  introduced  us  to  Selim  Bev,  the  Pasha 
of  Belgrade,  whom  I  recognised  as  an  old  travelling  companion  the  moment  I 
entered  the  room ;  and,  with  the  warm  feelings  of  an  Englishman,  was  about 
renewing  our  acquaintance,  but  the  cold  withering  look  he  cast  upon  me»  and 
wliicli  an  Oriental  knows  so  well  bow  to  assume,  was  absolutely  petrifying. 
In  vain  I  threw  out  a  few  hints  respecting  the  late  Sultan  Mahmoud,  and  my 
former  travels  in  Turkey  ;  he  still  maintained  the  same  imperturbable  expres- 
sion, as  if  we  had  never  met  before. 

After  partaking  of  coffee  and  the  tchibonque,  the  usual  entertainment  of  the 
traveTIer  in  Orient,  we  rose  to  take  leave,  which  gave  rise  to  a  most  amusing 
and  characteristic  scene  of  Turkish  manners. 

His. Highness  the  Pasha,  evidently  apprised  of  our  intended  visit,  had  invited 
the  dignitaries  of  his  Church,  together  with  the  principal  civil  and  military 
officers  of  his  household,  who  now,  with  all  the  gravity  peculiar  to  this  people, 
were  seated  in  profound  silence  on  an  elevated  divan  around  the  apartment, 
smoking  their  highly-ornamented  tchibouques  (chibuks),  the  bowls  of  which, 
resting  on  the  carpet  in  every  direction,  rendered  it  a  matter  of  no  small  diffi- 
culty for  an  unpractised  stranger  to  thread  his  way  across  the  room  without 
crushing  one  at  everv  step. 

As  an  old  traveller,  having  learned  caution  on  former  similar  occasions, 
I  succeeded  in  making  my  retreat  without  doing  any  injury ;  but  my  friend, 
this  being  his  debut  into  Oriental  society,  was  somewhat  over-anxious  to  ex- 
hibit that  politeness  for  which  his  nation  is  justly  celebrated ;  he,  therefore, 
on  rising  to  depart,  bowed  to  the  Pasha  and  the  assembly  with  great  ease 
and  elegance,  at  the  same  time,  stepping  backwards,  smash  went  one  of  the 
pipe-bowls.  With  a^  suppressed  sacre  at  his  own  awkwardness,  and  turning 
quickly  round  to  the  owner,  he  exclaimed,  *'  Oh !  monsieur,  je  vous  demande 
mille  pardons  I"  when,  alas !  the  crush  of  another  bowl  was  echoed  by  another 
sacrc,  and  steppiug  backward  with  still  greater  alacrity  to  reiterate  the  apology 
— must  I  confess  that  another  and  another  bowl  fell  a  sacrifice.  Mortified  and 
confused  beyond  measure  at  his  maladroit  evolutions,  our  bewildered  friend 
completely  lost  his  self-possession,  and,  reckless  of  consequences,  made  a  hasty 
retreat,  crushing  bowl  after  bowl  in  his  passage  to  the  door. 

However  greatly  my  risibility  mieht  have  been  excited  by  the  unsuccessful 
attempt  of  my  friend  to  impress  the  grave  Osmanli  with  an  idea  of  Parisian 
elegance  of  manners,  tlte  most  amusing  part  of  the  scene  was  the  unbounded 
and  even  uproarious  hilarity  of  those  usually  serious  and  reserved  believers  in 
the  True  Prophet.  Countenances,  whose  chilling  solemnity  appeared  incapable 
of  being  thawed  even  into  a  smile,  were  now  couvnised  with  laughter. 
Turkish  gravity  seemed  to  have  been  completely  demolished  with  the  pipe- 
bowls  ;  and  while  the  shaking  sides  of  the  fat  Monllah,  and  the  tear-streaming 
eyes  of  his  Highness  the  Pasha,  proclaimed  how  thoroughly  they  enjoyed  the 
drollery  of  the  scene  at  one  end  of  the  apartment,  the  well-trained  and  statue- 
like ji*s  at  the  other  caught  the  contagion,  and  joined  in  the  merr}'  chorus  as 
loud  as  their  superiors;  and  truly,  the  unwonted  tempest  of  merriment  which 
shook  the  walls  of  the  reception*room  appeared  as  if  it  would  never  have 
subsided. 

2d  2 
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It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say  that  the  Pasha,  at  a  priTate  audience 
given  to  the  Frank  travellers,  apologised  for  tiie  cold  haughtiness  of  his 
manner  in  public,  and  exhibited  towards  them  all  the  courtesy  of  a  well- 
bred  man  of  the  world.  Provided  with  firmans  and  letters  of  iutioduc- 
tion  from  Selim  Pasha,  our  traveller  started  with  a  muleteer,  or  Idraidji, 
as  he  is  called  in  Servia,  each  horse,  including  every  expense,  costing  20 
piastres — about  4s.  2d.  English  money.  After  only  a  few  days'  journey 
through  the  forests  and  rocks  of  Servia,  the  Frenchman  broke  down 
at  Jagodin  ;  and  yet  travelling  in  European  Turkey  is  not  like  travelling 
in  Asia  Minor.  There  was  wine  at  almost  every  ban,  as  Mr.  Spencer  calls 
the  inns ;  and  even  the  swineherds  were  ever  ready  to  share  their  raid, 
which  they  carried  in  a  gourd  suspended  from  their  girdle,  with  the  tra- 
vellers. Upon  the  subject  of  swine,  the  great  produce  of  the  acorn 
forests  of  Servia,  Captam  Spencer  has  the  following  suggestive  remarks : 

One  wealthy  swineherd  pointed  out  to  me  a  drove  of  fat  gruoters^wbo  were 
then  most  diligently  turning  up  the  earth  in  search  of  some  root  more  dainty 
than  the  heaps  of  acorns  that  lay  around  them,  and  requested  me  to  tell  him 
how  much  he  should  be  likely  to  obtain  a  head  for  them  in  the  London  markets. 
When  I  assured  him  that  each  animal  would  be  worth  at  least  SOO  Turkbh 
piastres,  he  cast  upon  me  a  look  expressive  at  once  of  incredulity  and  anger, 
evidently  regarding  me  as  some  mischief-loving  Frank,  who  was  amusing  him- 
self with  his  ignorance.  Then,  without  even  vouchsafing  me  a  single  **  slougha" 
or  a  "  phalabog,"  the  usual  salutation  at  parting,  he  spurred  his  steed,  and, 
being  well  mounted,  soon  left  us  in  the  distance. 

I  did  not  feel  surprised  at  the  conduct  of  the  good  Servian,  or  his  disbelief 
in  my  assertions,  since  the  Austrians,  who  are  the  sole  purchasers  here,  never 
pay  more  than  three  or  four  florins  (6s.  to  8s.)  a  head  for  these  animals,  and 
then  send  them  to  every  market  in  Germany.  Might  not  this  prove  an  advan- 
tageous speculation  for  some  of  our  own  wealthy  traders  ?  In  the  interior  of 
the  country  they  can  be  bought  at  even  a  lower  rate ;  at  the  same  time,  their 
flavour  being  similar  to  that  of  the  wild  boar,  which  they  somewhat  resemble 
in  form,  renders  them  the  more  acceptable  to  the  epicure.  Now,  as  the 
Danube  is  equally  open  to  the  commercial  speculation  of  an  Englishman  as 
an  Austrian,  I  trust  that  some  of  my  friends  will  profit  by  the  hint,  and  make 
their  fortunes. 

At  Alexinitz,  in  the  Great  Morava,  and  the  frontier  town  of  Bosnia, 
Bulgaria,  and  Upper  Moesia,  our  traveller  observed  many  indications  of 
an  approach  to  European  usages.  Among  others,  and  not  the  most 
agreeable,  was  the  quarantine.  Alexinitz  is  also  the  principal  station  of 
her  Majesty's  corps  of  messengers ;  and  one  of  them,  Mr.  Gutch,  re- 
ceived Captiun  Spencer  with  true  Englbh  hospitality.  The  station  at 
Alexinitz  is  described  as  most  agreeable.  There  is  capital  fishing  in  the 
Morawitz — the  country  abounds  in  game — and  the  vicinity  of  tiie  vast 
mountain-range  of  the  Balkan,  and  the  romantic  Bosnia  and  Upper 
Moesia,  afford  a  variety  of  pleasant  excursions. 

On  passing  the  Turkish  border,  the  first  thing  that  strikes  the  traveller 
are  the  kara-uls,  or  guard-horses,  occupied  by  the  kavaas,  or  Turkish 
police.  The  oak  forests  of  Servia  are  also  succeeded  by  an  elevated 
steppe- like  plain,  out  of  which  rises  Nissa,  with  its  gilded  cupolas  and 
minarets  like  a  fidry  city  in  the  midst  of  a  wilderness.  Nissa,  like  almost 
all  other  cities  in  European  Turkey,  is  divided  into  three  parts — ^the 
kalah,  castle  or  citadel,  ttie  shahir  or  city,  and  the  palankin  or  suburb. 
The  first,  isolated  and  fortified,  is  almost  invariably  situated  on  the  sum- 
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mit  of  some  roek  or  eminence,  and  is  the  abode  of  the  Turkish  authori- 
ties. The  city  is  inhabited  by  the  merchants  and  artisans  ;  in  it  are  also 
the  chief  ecclesiastical  edifices  and  the  covered  bazaars.  It  is  protected 
by  walls  or  a  deep  ditch  with  palisades  and  gates.  The  suburb  or  low 
town  is  the  home  of  the  poorer  class  of  Rayahs,  who  have  their  own 
hans  and  coffee-houses.  The  three  parts  are  more  generally  known  by 
the  Slavonian  names  of  Grad,  Varosh,  and  Palankin.  A  large  space  of 
ground  also  encircles  the  towns,  devoted  exclusively  to  the  burial  of  the 
dead,  and  called  by  this  poetic  people  ''  the  city  of  their  ancestors." 
While  the  villages  and  the  country  generally  are  very  healthy,  these 
cities  are,  from  a  variety  of  causes,  very  much  the  reverse.  They  are 
also  uniformly  in  a  state  of  decay,  ana  their  inhabitants  a  listless  and 
indolent  set,  whether  Miossulman  or  Rayah.  '*  Dilapidated  fortresses, 
crumbling  towers,  and  decaying  towns,  with  their  emaciated  inhabit- 
ants,'' says  Captain  Spencer,  "  are,  unhappily,  the  most  striking  features 
noticed  by  the  traveller  who  wanders  over  these  provinces." 

Near  Nissa  is  the  village  of  Tatar,  where  is  *'  the  famous  (in&mous  ?) 
Turkish  castle,"  formed  of  human  skulls — those  of  Servians — who  fell  in 
battle  during  the  war  of  independence.  The  Pasha  of  Nissa  provided 
our  traveller  with  a  Pandiu*  or  Kawass — a  tall,  grim-looking  Amout, 
with  an  immense  moustache,  the  beau  ideal  of  a  warrior  of  a  naturally 
bellicose  nation;  and  thus  protected,  he  commenced  the  ascent  of  the 
Balkan  into  Upper  Moesia.  We  flhall  not  follow  our  traveller  in  his 
experiences  of  mountain  travel ;  suffice  it  that  he  says,  that  so  trifling  are 
the  engineering  difficulties,  that  a  railroad  could  be  laid  down  from  the 
Great  Morava  to  Salonica,  and  unite  the  Danube  with  the  Grecian  seas. 
At  Arkup,  in  Upper  Moesia,  our  traveller  found  a  market  supplied  with 
all  the  necessai*ies  of  life,  a  lady-like  intellectual  Italian  hostess,  and  an 
European  bed.  The  grater  number  of  inhabitants  of  Arkup  were 
Arnouts ;  easily  distinguishable,  says  Captain  Spencer,  from  the  Rayahs, 
by  a  dashing,  soldier-like,  dauntless  manner. 

A  han,  in  the  mountainous  valley  of  the  Toplitza,  was  divided  into 
two  parts ;  one  kept  by  a  Turk  for  the  reception  of  the  Mussulmans,  and 
the  other  by  a  Raytm  for  Christians.  Each  of  these  innkeepers,  of 
diverse  faiths,  disputed  the  possession  of  our  traveller,  who,  tempted  by 
the  idea  of  a  savoury  pilaff,  determined  in  favour  of  the  True  Believers. 
The  lamb  was  well-navoured,  and  roasted  to  perfection — the  pilaff  per- 
haps somewhat  too  highly  seasoned  for  the  taste  of  a  western  European, 
but  the  bread  was  pe^ection  ;  yet  still  our  traveller  was  not  happy ;  he 
could  not  but  remember  that,  on  the  Rayah's  side  of  the  han,  some  very 
passable  wine  might  be  had  for  a  few  paras.  At  length  an  effort  was 
made  to  break  through  conventionalities ;  the  Albanian  was  sent  for  this 
forbidden  draught — the  Hanji,  a  jolly-faced  fellow,  no  stranger  to  the 
libations  of  the  rosy  god,  joined  in  a  bumper — as  for  the  Albanian,  his 
Mussulman  virtue  gave  way  like  snow  before  the  morning  sun;  poor 
Georgy,  the  muleteer,  was  also  asked  in.  And  the  party  were  further 
joined  by  two  gigantic  Haiducs,  while  Captiun  Spencer  soothed  his  con- 
science by  witnessing  how  successful  he  had  been  in  promotine  friendly 
intercourse  between  such  persons.  The  next  morning  the  bill  nad  to  be 
paid.  It  was  20  piastres — not  five  shillings — "for  a  capital  supper — 
oceans  of  wine — raki  and  coffee — ^including  the  keep  of  our  horses !" 
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The  ensuing  night,  our  party  had  to  bivouac  in  open  air ;  but  they  had 
shot  a  fat  buck  on  the  road,  and  that,  with  a  supply  of  the  Hanji's  nice 
wheaten  cakes,  coffee,  wine,  raki,  and  tobacco — a  good  fire  and  fine 
weather — made  them  all  so  comfortable,  that  the  Albanian  and  the  Servian 
became  quite  uproarious. 

At  Lieskovatz,  Captain  Spencer  ~ inspired  possibly  by  the  secluded 
mountainous  character  of  Upper  Moesia,  where  the  inhabitants,  with  the 
exception  of  the  Amouts  at  Ark  up,  and  the  few  thousand  Turks  located 
in  the  strong  towns  of  Leskovatz  and  Vrania,  are  all  tribes  of  the  two  great 
Slavon  families,  Bulgarians  and  Servians — ^gets  into  a  long  discussion 
upon  the  spirit  of  the  Greek  Church — the  reforms  of  the  Sultan — and 
the  fanaticism  alike  of  Tuiks  and  Rayahs.  These  discussions  are  charac- 
terised alike  by  moderation,  intimacy  with  the  subjects  discussed,  and 
sound  judgment.     The  burden  of  them  lies  in  a  few  words : 

We  live  in  troublous  times,  and  if  the  Sultan,  influenced  either  by  party 
prejudice,  ignorance,  or  apathy,  should  continue  to  withhold  from  his  Christian 
subjects  the  fundamental  rights  of  man,  he  deserves  to  fall.  He  should  be 
warned  by  the  example  of  Servia,  Tchernegora,  and  modem  Greece  ;  he  must 
be  aware  of  the  agitation  which  is  now  secretly  carried  on  in  these  province 
by  a  host  of  clever  propagandists,  under  the  name  of  Panslavisls,  Panliellenists, 
and  Probatists ;  facts  which  a  traveller  becomes  acquainted  witii  in  his  inter- 
course with  the  inhabitants  cannot  be  altogether  unknown  to  tlie  authorities, 
unless  they  are  blinded  by  apathy  and  indolence.  We  have  seen,  only  a  few 
months  since,  a  mighty  sovereign  hurled  from  his  throne  for  stubbornly  re- 
fusing to  listen  to  the  demands  of  his  people  on  a  simple  question  of  reform, 
powerful  empires  shaken  to  the  foundation,  and  yet  the  claims  of  the  inhabit- 
ants  of  civilised  Europe  for  the  amelioration  of  their  social  condition  were 
but  trifling  when  compared  with  the  grievances  of  the  millions  of  Cbristiaus 
in  these  provinces. 

After  following  so  long  the  tortuous  course  of  Turkish  policy  and 
Rayah  grievances — having  pryed  into  the  secrets  of  the  administration, 
and  discussed  its  reforms  and  errors,  it  is  quite  refreshing  once  more  to 
mount  our  steeds  with  the  gallant  author,  and  dash  over  mountun  and 
valley — through  the  rugged  defile,  and  across  the  foaming  torrent ;  for 
on  leaving  Leskovatz,  Upper  Moesia,  in  itself  a  citadel,  is  visible  in  all 
its  grandeur  ;  vast  moimtains,  here  covered  to  the  summit  with  fine  forest 
trees,  there  bare  and  rugged,  rear  their  lofty  pinnacles  above  the  lovely 
valley  of  the  Morava,  with  the  tiny  villages  of  the  Rayah  tribes,  and 
flocks  and  herds  peacefully  grazing  on  every  shelving  bank.  Such  was 
die  interesting  picture  that  met  our  traveller's  view  till  he  arrived  at 
Vrania,  the  seat  of  government  of  a  civil  and  military  Pasha. 

Vrania,  lying  at  the  foot  of  a  fine  range  of  hills,  covered  with  vine- 
yards,  tobacco,  maize  and  corn-fields,  with  the  pretty  kiosk  of  the  Pasha, 
i:^  numerous  mosques  with  graceful  minarets,  looked  picturesque  and 
attractive  enough  ;  but  the  town  was  completely  filled  with  armed  men. 
Beys  and  Spahis,  with  their  clans,  who  were  preparing  to  take  the  field, 
the  Pasha  having  received  intelligence  from  Bosnia  and  Albania  that  the 
Mussulman  insurgents  of  certain  districts  in  those  provinces  were  again 
in  arms,  and  intended  trying  their  fortune  in  another  campaign  against 
die  government. 

Here  Captain  Spencer  made  some  acquaintances  that  were  very  useful 
to  him  in  the  further  exploration  of  we  country;  and  Hnssain  Pasha 
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baring  decided  that  his  brollier,  Vafi  Bey,  should  proceed  into  the  inte^ 
rior  of  Bosnia  to  obtain  information  of  the  designs  and  movements  of  the 
aebek,  our  traveller  purchased  a  horse  for  about  six  pounds  sterling,  and 
started  with  the  Bey  and  a  g^ard  of  about  100  Amouts,  all  picked  men, 
well  mounted,  and  nne  warlike-looking  fellows.  It  is  not  a  httle  signifi- 
cant  of  the  state  of  the  country,  that  when  thus  travelling  with  the  Turkidi 
anliiorities,  Captain  Spencer  says,  not  a  hxmian  being — ^not  a  domestie 
animal — ^was  anywhere  to  be  seen ;  as  to  the  Haiducs,  who  had  givvii 
their  name  to  the  mountain,  they  took  good  care  to  conceal  themselves, 
and  also  their  flocks  and  herds.  On  the  other  hand,  he  declares  that  he 
never  travelled  with  any  people  who  knew  better  how  to  arrange  a 
bivouac  and  cook  a  capital  repast  in  the  open  air,  than  his  Amout  friends. 
'*  And  as  I  was  now,"  he  adds,  '^  among  a  company  of  True  Believers,  it 
would  not  become  a  good  Christian  to  record  whether  an  ample  supply 
of  wine  was  provided  for  the  use  of  the  Inglez  traveller,  nor  whether  the 
Turkish  Beys  assisted  him  to  lighten  the  load  of  the  pack-horse  that 
carried  it." 

At  Pristina,  the  same  preparations  were  making  to  arrest  the  progress 
of  the  mountaineers  of  Tchernegora  (the  Tcherkess,  or  Circassia  of 
Turkey  in  Europe),  who  had  already  crossed  the  Turkish  border  on  their 
annual  marcutdingf  expedUian,  **  Truly,"  says  Captain  Spencer,  c^ropos 
of  Pristina,  *'  a  Turkish  town,  as  we  see  it  in  this  mountain  district — 
with  its  mosques  and  minarets,  situated,  as  it  usually  is,  at  the  base  of 
Bome  hill,  bathed  by  a  river,  and  surmounted  by  a  fortress — forms  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  features  in  the  landscape  that  can  be  conceived ;  the 
peeutiar  style  of  architecture  imparts  a  light,  airy  elegance,  and  a  cheerful 
aqiect,  unknown  to  our  fiuest  towns  in  Western  Europe ;  but  in  order  that 
lature  travellers  may  not  be  disappointed,  I  roust  add,  that  they  are  seen 
to  the  best  advantage  at  a  distance."  So  it  is  with  everything  Muham- 
madan ;  but  it  would  be  well  worth  while,  considering  that  if,  as  all  tra- 
veUers  and  politicians  seem  to  assume,  the  power  of  the  Muhammadans 
must  pass  away  from  European  Turkey  as  it  has  &am  Spain,  whether 
dieir  style  of  architecture  might  not  to  a  certain  extent  be  preserved. 
The  Turks  made  no  difficulty  in  converting  the  cathedral  of  St.  Sophia 
into  a  mosque ;  the  Greek  Church  need  feel  no  greater  compunction  in 
preserving  the  more  beautiful  edifices  of  the  moslems.  It  will  always  be 
pleasant  to  have  some  relief  to  the  monotony  of  European  towns. 

Beyond  Pristina  was  the  plain  of  Cossova,  the  bed  of  a  vast  lake, 
nearly  ten  leagues  in  length,  and  celebrated  as  being  the  theatre  on  which 
all  the  great  and  decisive  battles  have  been  fought  &om  time  immemorial 
between  the  Servians  and  their  invaders,  and  where  they  made  their  last 
desperate  stand  against  the  Turks,  under  Amurath  II.  Not  many  years 
since,  this  famous  battle-field  was  again  the  scene  of  a  severe  conflict  be- 
tween 25,000  MossuliiMtn  Servians  of  Bomia,  under  the  Zmai  od  Bosna, 
or  Dragon  of  Bosnia,  and  an  army  of  Turks  and  Amouts,  under  Rashid 
Mdbaanmad  Pasha. 

At  Novi-Bazar,  the  Amouts  were  lef^  with  the  Pasha  to  aid  in  de- 
fending die  town,  while  Vali  Bey,  changing  his  military  garb  for  that  of 
a  plain  travelling  Mussulman,  and  accompanied  by  Captain  Spencer,  and 
two  or  three  odiers  of  the  party,  disguised  like  the  Bey,  proceeded  to 
Bosna  SeraL    The  journey  took  three  days'  hard  riding,  through  a  sue* 
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cession  (says  our  traveller)  of  the  most  inaccessible  mountains  and  danger- 
ous defiles  of  any  other  district  he  had  yet  travelled  over  in  European 
Turkey.  There  were  no  insurgents  on  the  way,  little  peculation,  but 
apparently  plenty  of  wild  beasts : 

On  leaving  these  savage  wilds,  with  their  annoyances,  behind  us,  and  emerg- 
ing from  the  depths  of  the  roaring  Migliatzka,  mv  delight  was  not  greater  than 
my  astonishment  when  I  caught  the  first  view  of  Bosna-Serai  and  its  beautiful 
plain — a  very  vision  of  fairy-land  in  a  wilderness ;  so  little,  indeed,  does  the 
stranger  expect  to  find  a  town  so  large,  and  evidently  wealthy,  in  the  centre 
of  the  ever-turbulent  Bosnia.  In  truth,  the  old  capital  of  Bosnia,  although 
shorn  of  its  ancient  grandeur  and  commercial  importance,  when  it  was  the 
depot  for  the  merchandise  of  Europe  and  Asia,  and  contained  upwards  of  a 
hundred  thousand  inhabitants,  is  still  one  of  tiie  most  beautiful  and  interesting 
towns  in  the  Turkish  Empire.  Then  its  delightful  environs,  blooming  gardens, 
with  their  pretty  kiosks,  the  number  of  rivers  and  rivulets,  transparent  as 
crystal,  winding  through  a  plain  unsurpassed  for  fertility,  combined  to  form  a 
landscape  seldom  equalled  for  picturesque  effect ;  neither  must  we  forget  its 
gilded  tower,  the  swelling  dome,  pointed  minaret,  and  bazaars,  roofed  with  tiles 
of  every  shade  and  colour,  all  glittering  in  the  sun. 

The  Bosnians  are  so  firm  in  their  attachment  to  a  democratic  form  of 
government,  that  the  Turkish  wuzir  of  Bosnia — ^the  representative  of  the 
Sultan — ^is  not  permitted  to  remain  within  the  walls  of  the  capital  three 
successive  days,  but  is  obliged  to  take  up  his  residence  at  Travnik,  dis- 
tant about  two  days*  ride.  The  Turks  are,  however,  assisted  in  imposing 
their  sway  on  the  country  by  the  perpetual  hostility  of  the  nobles  wit£ 
their  clans  and  ofiendal  institutions  with  the  confederated  and  democratic 
municipalities  of  the  towns.  In  Bosnia  also,  as  throughout  European 
Turkey,  the  Porte  possesses  another  powerful  ally  in  the  religious  diasen- 
sions  of  the  people.  Bosna-Serai,  for  example,  is  the  stronghold  of 
Islamism ;  and,  out  of  400,000  inhabitants,  30,000  are  Slavonian  Muham- 
madans.  In  the  pashalik  of  Novi- Bazar  and  Svomik,  the  population  are 
for  the  most  part  composed  of  members  of  the  Greek  Churcli — in  Turkish 
Croatia  they  are  followers  of  the  Latin  creed.  Yet  a  Slavonian  Muham- 
madan  does  not  detest  a  Slavonian  Christian  half  so  heailily  as  a  Slavonian 
Greek  does  a  Slavonian  Roman.  Alas!  poor  human  nature,  everywhere 
the  same !  As  Captain  Spencer  elsewhere  remarks,  Bosnia  never  could 
have  been  conquered  by  the  Turks,  or  any  other  enemy,  had  the  people 
been  of  the  same  religion. 

At  present,  Austria  monopolises  the  entire  commerce  of  these  inland 
provinces ;  whether  disguised  by  the  cowl  of  the  monk  or  the  pack  of  the 
pedlar,  the  country  is  filled  with  her  political  agents,  who  are  gradually 
prepanng  the  minds  of  the  people  for  a  change.  And  this  leads  our  tra- 
veller into  long  details  upon  the  subject  of  Slavonial  politics  and  institu- 
tions, the  resume  of  which  is  in  a  few  words,  that — 

"  We  may  be  solicitous  to  uphold  an  empire  whose  integral  existence  is 
80  necessary  to  the  balance  of  power,  still  we  cannot  close  our  eyes  to  the 
fact,  that  the  rule  of  the  Osmanii  is  rapidly  approaching  a  termination 
in  these  provinces ;  indeed,  the  more  we  penetrate  into  the  interior  of 
the  country,  and  become  more  intimately  acquainted  with  the  g^evances 
of  the  inhabitants,  whether  Rayah  or  Muhammadan,  the  more  we  are  con- 
vinced of  the  truth  of  this  assertion ;  for  how  is  it  possible  that  any 
government,  much  less  one  so  weak  as  Turkey,  can  maintain  itself  for 
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any  length  of  time,  that  has  lost  the  sympathy  of  eyerj  class  and  every 
denomination  of  religious  creed  among  its  suhjects,  and  -whose  authority 
is  hased  upon  no  firmer  support,  if  we  can  term  it  such,  than  the  re- 
ligious dissensions  of  the  people  ?" 

Returning  to  Novi- Bazar,  the  Turkish  conmiissioner,  Vali  Bey,  and 
Captain  Spencer,  obtained  a  mounted  escort  to  attend  them  into  Upper 
Albania.  Their  route  lay  across  the  rocky  mountainous  range  of  Stara 
Planina,  partly  by  the  Rasca  river,  which  gives  its  name  to  the  Slavonians 
of  the  district,  and  partly  by  lake  and  upland  scenery.  At  Plava,  they  saw 
the  first  sigDS  of  the  land  of  annual  insurrections,  which  they  were  about 
to  enter  upon — ^heads  of  unfortunate  Montenegrians  stuck  upon  poles, 
trophies  of  Amout  cruelty.  Arrived  at  Ghusni,  the  Amouts  were  found 
watching  an  encampment  of  the  Kutschi  (inhabitants  of  the  mountains 
of  the  same  name,  and  one  of  the  most  powerful  of  the  confederated 
tribes  of  the  free  mountaineers  of  Tchemegora).  This  circumstance 
affords  a  good  excuse  for  an  historical  and  descriptive  sketch  of  the 
country  called  Kara  Tagh,  or  Black  Mountains,  by  the  Turks ;  Tcher- 
negora,  by  the  Slavonians ;  Mail  Z^ze^  by  the  Albanians ;  and  Monte- 
negro, by  the  Italians ;  all  signifying  the  same  thing.  It  does  not  appear, 
however,  that  our  author  ventured  personally  amon?  these  redoubtable 
mountaineers,  or  even  attempted  to  cross  the  formidable  barrier  of  the 
Kutschi  Mountains,  but  kept  along  their  foot  in  a  south-easterly  direc- 
tion, to  Ipek — ^the  seat  of  a  pasha — in  a  district  of  Servian  Rayahs,  who 
would  long  since  have  aUied  themselves  to  their  compatriots  in  race  and 
creed,  the  mountaineers  of  Tchemegora,  were  they  not  held  in  subjection 
by  the  warlike  Arnouts  who  reside  among  them.  Between  Ipek  and 
Prizren  our  traveller  skirted  another  rude  mountain  region,  inhabited  by 
the  independent  Christian  tribes  of  Miriditi,  Malasori,  and  ELlementi, 
living,  like  the  Tchemegori,  under  an  hierarchical  form  of  government 

At  Prizren,  a  large  town,  seat  of  a  pasha  and  a  Greek  archiepiscopate, 
Captain  Spencer  parted  from  his  Turkish  friend — ^who  had  been,  to  a 
certain  extent,  a  security,  but.  in  other  respects,  an  impediment  to  an 
intimate  acquaintancesmp  with  the  political  or  social  condition  of  the 
country — ^and  proceeded  with  his  old  muleteer,  Georgy,  in  the  direction 
of  XJskiub,  in  Macedonia ;  Vali  Bey  having  dissuaded  him  from  ven- 
turing thence  into  the  mountain  districts  of  Upper  Albania. 

Kalkandel,  with  its  luxuriant  vineyards  rising  in  terraces  at  the  base 
of  the  stupendous  Tchar,  its  groves  and  fruit-gutlens,  its  fertile  fields  of 
gptun,  ana  its  rich  plantations  of  tobacco,  and  prairies  covered  with  flocks 
and  herds,  formed  an  appropriate  introduction  to  fertile  Macedonia.  At 
Uskiub,  a  post  of  great  importance  and  emolument,  our  traveller  found 
the  renowned  Omar  Pasha  drilling  his  nizam,  preparatory  to  another 
campaign  in  Bosnia  and  Albania.  This  fortunate  adventurer,  as  Captain 
Spencer  calls  him,  is  a  native  of  Hungarian  Croatia,  and  formerly  served 
as  a  non-commissioned  ofiBcer  in  the  Austrian  army.  He  has  even  now 
a  host  of  enemies  among  the  fanatic  Muhammadans,  who  regard  him  as 
a  Giaour  at  heart,  and  who,  in  such  a  land  of  intrigue,  may  ultimately 
succeed  in  procuring  his  dismbsal  from  a  post  which  he  owes  to  hu 
merit  alone. 

At  Monastir,  or  Biltoglia,  as  Captain  Spencer  prefers  to  call  it,  he 
lost  his  muleteer,  who  would  not  venture  across  the  mountains  into 
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Albania.  The  loss  was,  however,  more  ihan  made  up  for  by  a  Greek 
merchant,  with  whom  he  proceeded  to  the  more  Greek  than  Turkish  city 
of  Ocrida.  Situated  at  a  height  of  at  least  2000  feet  above  the  level  ei 
the  sea,  the  climate  is  highly  salubrious ;  this,  with  its  picturesque  moun-^ 
tains,  beautiful  lake,  and  fertile  plun,  render  it,  according  to  Captain 
Spencer,  one  of  the  most  desirable  towns  as  «  residenoe  in  Ekiropeaa 
Tttiicey.  "  I  have  wandered  in  many  lands,'*  says  the  captain,  '^  admired 
some  of  the  most  picturesque  dietiicts  in  the  Old  and  the  New  World, 
yet  I  cannot  recal  to  my  recollection  any  that  surpassed,  in  romantae 
beauty,  Ocrida  and  its  charming  lake.'*  Here,  too,  our  traveller  gave 
Ali  the  governor,  llie  imam,  the  kadi,  and  a  host  of  other  Turkish  offiqials^ 
m  lesson  in  the  art  of  fly-fishing,  to  which  no  small  amusement  was  im- 
parted by  the  unskilful  Turks  occasionally  hooking  one  another. 

Instead  of  following  the  valley  of  the  Drin,  our  traveller  turned  o£^ 
a  little  below  Strouga,  into  the  mountain» retreat  inhabited  by  those  in- 
dependent tribes  of  Albania  called  the  MiriditL  In  this  rude  country 
oar  author  met  with  beautiful  plateaus,  neat  villages,  smronnded  by 
cultivated  fields  and  flocks  of  sheep  and  goats;  Httle  hamlets,  vrith 
orchards  and  fields,  in  which  maiae  and  bariey  appeared  the  prineipai 
productions,  every  spot  capable  of  culture  being  tilled  with  the  most  in- 
de£ELtigable  industry ;  small  white  chapds,  with  Latin  crosses,  and  a  diie^ 
Hamsa  by  name,  '^  the  very  personification  of  a  mountain-warrior,"  and 
who  spoke  a  mixture  of  the  Ekiglish  and  Italian  languages.  The  country 
was,  however,  neither  pleasant  nor  safe  to  travel  in,  and  our  traveller  appears 
to  have  been  glad  enough  when  he  reached  the  town  of  ¥A  Bassan,  albeit 
now  falling  into  utter  ruin  and  decay — a  melancholy  picture  of  castles, 
turrets,  fortifications,  fountains,  public  buildings,  bazaars,  and  private 
houses,  all  crumbling  to  pieces,  rrevious  to  this  he  passed  a  ni^it,  fixr 
the  first  time  in  his  travel,  with  an  anti-Tui^h  party — ^real  insurrec- 
tionists, of  ^om  before  all  has  been  hearsay.  The  scene  is  a  ban, 
perched  like  an  eagle's  nest  on  the  brow  of  a  mountain,  overhanging 
the  rapid  Scoumbi  : 

On  entering  the  han  we  found  it  crowded  with  a  band  of  fierce  moun- 
taineers, armed  at  all  points,  on  their  way  to  join  the  rebel  chieftain  iulika. 
The  angry  look  they  seemed  to  cast  upon  us  was  sufficieot  to  shake  the  nerves 
of  a  stronger  man  than  our  kiraidji,  whose  gbaidy  features  and  trembling  limbs 
indicated  that  his  thoughts  were  wandering  among  the  contents  of  bis  pedlar*s 
packs.  He  wisely,  however,  made  the  best  of  his  position ;  and  having  most 
respectfully  saluted  the  party  by  placing  his  hand  over  his  heart,  and  saying  in 
Albanian^  **  Mir  ouernata,''  accompanied  by  '*  aye-schindosh**  (a  good  evening), 
and  hoping  he  found  his  good  friends  all  well,  proceeded  to  place  otir  varioas 
packages  and  saddle-bags  under  the  care  of  the  hanji.  His  mind  being  so  far 
at  rest,  and  having  exchanged  a  word  or  two  with  the  master  of  the  ban  in  an 
adjoining  room,  he  ventured  into  the  general  reoeptioo^room,  carryhig  a  large 
bag  filled  with  the  best  tutfun  (tobaox)),  and  a  canister  of  genuine  English 
powder.  This  he  divided  among  the  warriors,  as  priming  for  their  guns  and 
pistols,  assuring  them,  with  much  grandiloquence  of  style,  it  was  a  present  from 
his  Serene  Highness  the  Ingleski  fiey,  his  master  (what  a  bouncer!),  at  the 
same  time  hoping  they  would  honour  the  humblest  of  their  slaves  by  accepting 
from  him  a  little  tutun. 

Whatever  might  have  been  the  original  intention  of  these  warriors  of  tlie 
Phistan,  Stefa's  politic  mansuvre  won  the  good-will  of  all  present ;  the  best 
place  in  tiie  room  was  assigned  to  us,  chibuks  aod  raki  were  pressed  upon  us 
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from  every  side,  and  we  found  oarselves  as  safe  in  the  midst  of  these  wild- 
looking  insurrectionists  as  if  we  were  under  the  safeguard  of  the  police  of  the 
best^regulated  country  in  Western  Europe.  In  short,  the  only  drawback  to 
my  amusement  was  my  inability  to  hold  converse  with  our  warlike  com- 
panions,  except  through  the  medium  of  two  bad  interpreters,  Stefa  and  the 
hanji—a  Zinzar,  whose  native  tongue,  the  Roumaniski,  somewhat  resembled 
the  Latin. 

The  chief,  or  leader  of  the  band,  who  possessed  a  most  intelligent  counte- 
nance, strikingly  resembled  in  form  and  feature  a  certain  nobleman  in  England, 
and,  like  him,  was  a  splenciid  specimen  of  man.  He  expressed  himself  much 
interested  on  finding  that  he  had  met  a  Frank,  and  told  us  that,  according  to 
tradition,  his  ancestors  were  Norman,  and  possessed  vast  estates  in  Upper  and 
Central  Albania  previous  to  the  Turkish  conquest,  the  greater  part  of  which 
they  lost  during  the  wars  of  Scanderbeg  (Iskander  Bey)  and  subsequent  revo- 
lutions. Although  Muhammadan,  he  held  the  Osmanli  in  great  contempt, 
whom  he  denounced  as  a  gluttonous  race,  without  honour  or  faith;  the  phrase 
he  used,  and  which  I  heand  so  fiyquently  afterwards  in  the  mouth  of  an  Alba- 
nian, was,  "  Osmanlis  cinai  kales  dia  to  tchorbal"  Poor  fellow!  I  fear  he 
was  engaged  on  a  hazardous  enterprise,  whicli  would  probably  end  in  the  loss 
of  his  life,  or  at  least  the  remnant  of  the  lands  bequeathed  to  him  by  his  fore- 
fiithers.  On  parting,  he  presented  me  with  a  beautiful  poniard,  the  handle 
glittering  with  silver  and  precious  stones ;  and,  in  return,  I  gave  him  the  last 
pair  of  pistols  but  one  out  of  half  a  dozen  I  liad  brought  with  ne  from 
England,  to  serve  as  presents  on  similar  occasions.  "  Preserve  this,*'  said  he, 
''as  a  talisman;  for  should  you  get  into  trouble,  or  meet  with  any  of  our 
bands,  you  have  only  to  show  it,  and  tell  them  that  you  have  eaten  out  of  the 
same  dish,  drunk  out  of  the  same  cup,  and  smoked  out  of  the  same  chibuk, 
with  the  Bey  Manie  of  Croia,  to  find  everywhere  a  friend  and  protector." 

The  lake  of  Scutari,  Captain  Spencer  tells  us,  abounds  in  a  little  fish, 
called  *'  ouklieva,''  resembling  a  sardine  in  size  and  shape,  renowned  for 
its  delicious  flavour,  and  cured,  and  sent  to  every  part  of  European 
Turkey,  the  Ionian  Islands,  and  Italy.  These  piscine  delicacies  abound 
in  all  the  springs,  mouths  of  rivers,  and  rividets  of  the  lake,  in  such  pro- 
digious quantities  as  often  to  require  the  strength  of  several  men  to  haul 
in  the  net ;  nay,  it  is  said  they  are  frequently  found  in  such  dense  masses 
as  to  be  easily  taken  with  a  common  pail. 

On  his  way  from  Berat  our  traveller  witnessed  a  skirmish  between  a 
party  of  insurgents  and  a  small  bodv  of  regular  troops,  backed  by  a  pair 
of  rusty  cannon.  The  account  of  this  little  afiOur  gives  a  good  idea  as  to 
how  these  interminable  affirays  are  carried  on.  After  a  deal  of  stealing 
about  among  rocks  and  huls,  and  a  few  harmless  volleys  on  both  sides, 
the  tacticoes  returned  with  lighted  matches  upon  Berat.  Then  down 
came  the  insurgents  in  a  rush.  One  gun  would  not  go  off,  and  the  other 
did  and  burst !  So  the  tacticoes  fraternised  with  the  rebels,  and  the 
bloodless  combat  was  celebrated  vrith  shouts  of  triumph  and  firing  of 
muskets.  * 

From  Berat,  Captain  Spencer  journeyed  to  the  little  repuUic  of  Sagori, 
consisting  of  a  commonwealth  of  forty-five  villages,  inhabited  by  Chris- 
tians, and  under  the  protection  of  the  Sultan,  to  vrhom  they  pay  an 
annual  tribute.  The  captain  speaks  most  highly  of  the  admiraole  admi- 
nistration of  these  interesting  mountaineers,  so  utterly  unknown  to  the 
great  world;  of  their  virtues,  morality,  ho^itality,  mild  and  sociable 
manners,  their  quickness  of  intellect,  and  the  utter  absence  of  fanaticism 
in  their  reli^ous  c^inions.     Education  is  universally  diffused  among  all 
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classes,  every  commune  has  its  own  schoolmaster  and  clei^gyman;  the 
latter  is  elected  by  the  people,  as  well  as  the  bishop,  who  here,  unlike 
those  in  other  parts  of  European  Turkey,  are  neither  political  agents  of 
the  government,  nor  of  other  interested  foreign  powers,  but  patterns  of 
virtue  and  morality. 

An  interesting  ride  through  this  Httle-known  commonwealth  con- 
ducted our  traveller  to  the  plains  of  Jannina^ — the  Oysian  fields  of  the 
ancients.  The  said  fllysian  fields  had,  however,  just  suffered  from  an  in- 
opportune visit  of  locusts,  who  had  imparted  to  them  a  sterile  aspect. 
Jannina  itself,  also,  which  appears  never  to  have  raised  its  head  since  the 
times  of  All  Pasha,  was  suffering  from  cholera,  dysentery,  and  intermit- 
tent fever;  and  thus  no  wonder  Captain  Spencer  was  glad  to  leave 
such  ill-fated  districts,  and  travel  onwards  to  Arta  and  Frevesa: 

Arta,  with  its  rapid  river,  its  domes  and  minarets,  its  turreted  castles,  monas- 
teries, and  churches,  the  fine  bridge  thrown  over  the  Arethon,  the  shelving 
banks  glowing  with  the  many-tinted  foliage  of  the  orchard,  the  stately  cypress, 
the  wide-spreading  plane,  cannot  fail  to  arrest  the  attention  of  the  traveller, 
and  induce  him  to  believe  that  he  is  about  to  enter  a  rich  and  populous  city, 
possessing  all  that  can  minister  to  the  wants  of  man.  Alas  I  on  a  closer  in- 
spection, he  finds  it  to  be  a  duplicate  of  the  other  towns  he  has  visited  in 
European  Turkey— here,  a  cluster  of  straggling  huts;  there,  dirty,  unpaved 
streets,  surrounded  by  ruins.  Even  the  vast  plain,  so  beautiful  a  contrast  to 
the  rocky  mountains,  is,  for  the  most  part,  a  marsh,  poisoning  the  atmosphere 
with  its  exhalations.  Yet,  however  insalubrious  this  district  may  be  to  man 
during  the  great  heat  of  summer,  part  of  the  plain  lying  at  the  base  of  the 
mountains  cannot  be  exceeded  in  fertility,  and  in  the  varied  and  choice  pro- 
ductions of  the  soil.  Tlie  sunny  slopes,  covered  with  vines  and  olive-trees, 
produce  the  finest  wine  and  oil  in  Epirus;  the  orchards  are  famous  for  their 
oranges,  lemons,  pomegranates,  and  figs.  The  tobacco  grown  in  the  rich  allu- 
vial soil  of  the  plain  is  equal  in  aromatic  flavour  to  Latakia  ;  the  cotton-plant 
also  attains  to  the  highest  perfection,  and  tlie  maize  may  be  seen  growing  to  a 
heiglit  of  seven  feet.  Among  the  forest  trees  on  the  shelving  sides  of  the 
mountains  we  find  that  rare  tree,  the  white  oak,  and  shrubberies  of  shumach, 
so  valuable  to  the  tanner.  The  population,  however,  is  inconsiderable,  and 
the  climate  so  unhealthy,  that,  beyond  the  vicinity  of  the  town,  and  the  more 
elevated  districts  above  the  marsh,  there  is  no  cultivation. 

A  canal  sunk  in  the  centre  of  the  marsh  to  the  Ambrasian  Gulf  would  at 
once  deliver  the  inhabitants  from  a  pestilential  nuisance,  bring  into  cultivation 
a  district  as  large  as  a  petty  German  kingdom,  and  repay  the  enterprise  a 
thousandfold.     But  why  allude  to  works  of  public  utility  in  a  country  under  a 

fovernment  so  indolent  and  careless  of  its  own  interests  as  that  of  the  Ottoman 
'oTte  ? 

There  must  be  splendid  sport  on  descending  from  the  mountains  of 
Albania  and  Epirus  to  the  low  coast  line,  where  forests  of  reeds  and 
bulrushes  abound  in  wild  boar  and  every  species  of  aquatic  bird,  fix>m  the 
lordly  pelican  to  the  humble  water-hen.  Captain  Spencer  discharged  his 
g^n,  to  see  what  effect  it  would  produce  among  these  aquatic  tribes,  and 
the  report,  as  it  reverberated  through  the  silent  wilderness  and  neigh- 
bouring mountains,  was  startling,  and  caused  such  a  screaming  and  flut- 
tering among  the  frightened  feathered  population  as,  he  says,  he  never 
witnessed  before.  The  air  was  immediately  filled  with  them,  like  dense 
masses  of  clouds,  ever  and  anon  bearing  down  upon  the  party  with  evi- 
dent hostility,  even  approaching  within  pistol-shot.  Hadji,  the  pilgrim 
muleteer,  thought  his  last  hour  was  come,  and  with  a  doleful  ^'Amaanl 
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amaan  !"  (pardon !  pardon !)  he  threw  himself  under  the  helly  of  his 
horse  for  protection.  Another  discharge  again  dispersed  the  feathered 
tribes,  but  they  gallantly  kept  up  the  fight,  and  returned  again  and 
again,  till  our  traveller  was  obliged  to  expend  as  much  powder,  he  says, 
as  would  have  sufficed  to  storm  a  Turkisn  garrison ;  and  they  never  left 
them  till  they  saw  them  fairly  out  of  their  domain.  To  a  traveller  of  a 
philosophical  mood,  there  is  comfort  to  be  found  in  apparently  the  most 
trifling  event.  "  We,  however,"  says  Captain  Spencer,  "  derived  from 
their  pugnacious  disposition  a  most  unexpected  benefit:  the  fluttering 
around  us  of  so  many  myriads  of  wings  created  a  refreshing  breeze ;  at 
the  same  time,  the  smell  of  gunpowder  dispelled  our  tormentors  the  mos- 
quitoes ;  consequently  we  managed  to  get  to  Salagora  without  8u£Fering 
mm  malaria,  or  from  the  ennui  likely  to  arise  from  travelling  through 
so  solitary  a  district. 

There  was  only  one  boat  at  Salagora  for  the  conveyance  of  passengers 
to  Prevesa,  and,  as  the  owner  was  laid  up  with  intermittent  fever,  no 
offer  of  money  could  induce  any  of  the  helps  to  tempt  the  dangers  of 
the  sea ;  and  our  traveller  was  obliged  to  make  this  miserable  place  his 
home  till  the  boat  of  the  English  consul  came  to  fetch  him.  He  had  one 
consolation — ^there  was  no  fear  of  starving ;  the  forests  in  the  vicinity 
abounded  in  game,  the  sea  with  fish;  he  had  only  to  return  to  the 
marsh  to  find  a  wild  boar ;  and  if  he  was  disposed  to  vary  his  diet  with 
a  savouiy  stew,  the  whole  face  of  the  country  was  covered  with  the 
land-tortoise.  If  there  was  fever,  there  was  also  an  antitode  close  by — 
a  ship-load  of  sea-onions  (squills),  our  traveller  says,  might  be  found 
within  a  few  minutes'  walk  of  the  coast. 

Prevesa,  sacked  by  Ali  Pasha  when  in  the  hands  of  the  French,  and 
again  by  the  Turks,  is  even  in  its  ruins  a  most  agreeable  town,  with  a 
noble  and  capacious  bay,  blooming  orchards  and  olive  plantations,  with 
hedges  of  cactus,  aloes,  and  bamboo,  and,  as  a  frequented  port,  it  was  to 
Captain  Spencer  the  change  of  a  life  of  barbarism  to  civilisation. 

On  his  arrival  at  the  Ionian  Islands  our  traveller  had  to  undergo  the 
ordeal  of  quarantine  in  a  cell  of  unplaned  boards,  plastered  inside  and  out 
with  pitch,  ^Y^  feet  by  seven  in  extent  and  six  in  height,  and  without  any 
chair  or  seat  of  any  kind  whatever.  To  add  to  these  disagreeables,  this 
odious  prison  was  situated  close  to  a  pestilential  marsh,  the  temperature 
being  equal  to  that  of  a  baker's  oven^  with  a  colony  of  croaking  frogs  for 
musicians,  and  swarms  of  mosquitoes  and  an  occasional  crawling  scorpion 
for  companions.  The  consequences  were,  as  might  be  expected,  that 
that  which  the  traveller  was  confined  to  avoid,  was  begat  by  that  very 
confinenrient,  and  he  soon  lay  ill  of  a  bad  fever.  Truly  the  men  of  their 
own  generation  are  exceedine  wise — in  their  own  opinion.  In  the  Ionian 
Islands  the  protectorate  and  the  senate  do  not  agree  upon  these  little 
matters.  The  protectorate  wishes  for  improvements;  the  senate,  who 
control  the  revenues  of  the  country,  refuse  on  the  score  of  expense.  A 
black  hole  with  fever  heat,  mosquitoes,  and  scorpions,  awaiting  the  traveller^ 
may  have  at  least  the  eflect  of  keeping  some  people  away  from  the  place. 

Captain  Spencer  speaks  well  of  Corfu,  and  recommends  it,  as  most 
other  travellers  have  done,  as  a  cheap  and  pleasant  place  of  residence.  In 
respect  to  the  occupation  of  these  islands  by  the  English,  he  asserts  that 
they  have  profited  infinitely  thereby;  "  and  should,"  he  says,  "  by  any  for- 
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ttutous  tarn  in  the  chapter  of  accidents  these  beaatiM  idsndsy  now  so 
pfosperouB,  fall  under  the  rule  of  the  factious  chiefs  and  tmhyleBi  dema- 
gogues o£  '  Young  Greece,'  whose  political  honesty  and  puhlte  Tirtoe  aie 
empty  sounds,  they  would  speedily  heoome  the  retreat  of  handita — the 
home  of  pirates.'* 

Our  trayeller  took  passage  in  a  Greek  sailing-boat  from  Zante  to 
Fatras,  a  city  which  now  almost  monopolises  the  commerce  of  that  part 
of  the  world.  Here  are  English  men-of-war  and  English  mercliantmen; 
hotels,  coffee-houses,  and  wine  shopa^  neariy  the  whole  of  the  commenaal 
classes  being  composed  of  foreigners.  One,  a  Manchester  manu&cturer, 
was  taking  orders  as  fiut  as  he  could  write  them  down  in  his  pocket-book. 
As  to  the  natives,  they  are  Asiatic  in  their  manners,  customs,  and  haknts, 
indolent,  and  fond  of  dress.  There  was  in  consequence  an  utter  state  of 
demoralisation  in  the  city,  and  the  inhabitants  were  further  kept  in  a  con- 
stant state  of  alarm  from  bandits  and  insurrectionists  without.  Sueh  was 
the  state  of  disorganisation  of  this  European  state,  that  eren  the  captain, 
who  had  traversed  Bosnia  and  Albania  in  insurrection,  could  not  cross  the 
mountains  to  Athens,  but  was  obliged  to  go  round  by  steam. 

The  Austrian  pyroschape  carried  a  deck  fidl  of  passengers,  of  raodey 
origin,  at  the  rate  of  three  knots  an  hour  to  Corinth,  now  a  miserable 
heap  of  ruins,  and  landing  at  Lutrachi,  they  were  all  stowed  away  in 
every  species  of  vehicle,  from  a  char-2k-banc  to  a  tatar  two-wheeled  car, 
and  drawn  over  the  Isthmus  to  Calamachi,  exposed  to  the  heat  of  a  sun 
sufficient  to  have  produced  a  eaup  de  soIeiL  From  Calamachi,  the 
journey  to  the  Piraeus  was  completed  by  a  steamer. 

From  the  Piraeus,  Captain  Spencer,  af^r  devoting  some  time  to  the 
sights  of  Athens,  steamed  to  Smyrna,  took  a  glance  at  Ephesus,  and  then 
sailed  to  Giallipoli,  a  town  of  some  importance  on  the  European  side,  by 
the  Dardanelles,  and  where  he  resumed  his  more  novel  researches  in 
European  Turkey.  Here  his  Idraidgi  was  converted  into  a  suridji,  who 
unfortunately  proved  to  be  a  great  scamp.  The  first  stage  was  a  two 
days'  ride  to  Keshan,  a  neat  little  town  of  about  a  hundred  houses, 
grouped  together  at  the  base  of  a  picturesque  ridge  of  hills.  Beyond  this 
the  hills  gradually  swelled  into  mountains,  in  part  well  wooded,  and  at 
Ipsala  a  first  view  was  obtained  of  the  Maritza — the  ancient  Hebrus ;  a  fine 
navigable  river,  and  abounding  in  fish,  that  are  rarely  disturbed  either  by 
an  oar  or  the  sight  of  a  sail.  ''  Nothing,"  Captain  Spencer  says,  '*  could 
be  more  beautiful  than  the  park-like  scenery  of  the  lovely  country  that  ex- 
tended between  Ipsala  and  Dimotika,  with  the  snow-clad  sununii  of  the 
stupendous  Despotodagh  in  the  distance."  Already  the  Bulgarian  dis- 
puted possession  of  the  soil  with  the  Greek  and  the  Turk,  and  romantic- 
looking  villages  and  hamlets,  at  every  turn  of  the  river,  seemed  to  multi- 
ply as  they  advanced,  while  shepherds  with  their  flocks  and  herds  im- 
parted an  arcadian  aspect  to  the  landscape.  At  one  of  the  Bulgarian 
villages,  the  rascally  muleteer,  who  had  already  received  the  full  amount 
ci  the  expenses  to  Adrianople,  struck  for  further  wages,  and  actually 
dragged  his  master  before  the  village  justice,  who,  however,  by  the  in- 
genious trick  of  testing  the  muleteer's  signature,  a  cross,  which  tne  scamp 
had  disavowed  having  fixed  to  the  agreement,  decided  in  favour  of  the 
English  traveller.  Captain  Spencer,  however,  got  rid  of  this  bad  bargain, 
and  purchased  a  wonderful  hoise,  as  affectionate  and  sagadous  as  a 
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spaniel  dog,  of  gentle  blood,  of  sure  foot  in.  mountain,  trained  to  swim  the 
swiftest  stream,  or  gallop  down  almost  perpendicular  ravines  full  of  loose 
stones,  capable  of  enduring  any  toil,  and  living  upon  roast  meat  and  what- 
ever food  man  partakes  of,  except  cheese  and  fi^  I 

Mounted  on  such  a  priceless  steed,  and  accompanied  by  a  stout  Bulga- 
rian peasant  as  a  guide,  our  traveller  soon  reached  Dimotika,  the  prison 
of  Charles  XII.  of  Sweden,  and  one  of  those  characteristic  old  Turkish 
towns  where  nothing  has  been  changed,  and  probably  not  even  a  new 
house  built,  for  centuries.  *'  If  we  wanted,"  says  the  captain,  ^'  an  illns- 
tratioQ  of  the  fatafism,  indolence,  and  ignorance  of  the  shepherd  race  of 
Othman,  who  have  vegetated  here  from  generation  to  generation  since 
the  days  of  Sultan  Orchan,  we  have  only  to  come  and  see  Dimotika." 

On  leaving  the  banks  of  the  Marttza  and  its  tributaries,  with  their  picturesque 
hiUsy  romantic  valleys,  and  defiles,  we  enter  tlie  vast  plain  of  the  ancient 
Thrace,  something  between  an  elevated  steppe  and  a  prairie,  extending  from 
Philippoli  to  the  Dardanelles,  the  sea  of  Marmora,  and  Constantinople  ;  not 
far  short  of  eighty  leagues  in  length,  and  inhabited  for  tlie  most  part  by 
Nomad  tribes — Turks,  Turkomans,  Tatars,  and  Bulgarians. 

In  the  midst  of  the  land  of  these  wandering  shepherds,  the  populous  city  of 
Adrianople — the  Turkish  Edren^  (Adranah)— -elevates  itself  in  all  its  Oriental 
grandeur  of  mosque,  minaret,  and  kiosk.  To  relieve  the  sameness  of  the 
landscape,  we  have  tumuli  instead  of  hiib,  tents  and  ozier  huts  for  towns  and 
cities.  The  tumuli,  those  mysterious  monuments  of  the  earliest  inhabitants  of 
the  world,  are  frequently  found  rising  to  a  considerable  height.  In  one  place 
we  found  them  grouped  together  like  gigantic  mole-hills,  and  in  another 
swelling  into  a  little  mountain. 

In  these  vast  prairies,  the  Osmanli  is  the  dominant  race  ;  he  here  pursues 
his  original  occupation — a  wandering  shepherd,  surrounded  by  his  flocks  and 
herds,  with  the  bright  blue  heaven  for  his  canopy,  and  the  fragrant  herb  for  his 
bed.  Next  comes  the  mercurial  Greek,  who  escliews  labour,  and  flies  to  seek  a 
maintenance,  by  his  superior  intellect  and  shrewdness,  in  the  towns  and  cities 
on  the  sea  coast.  The  Bulgarians,  who  have  already  commenced  disturbing 
this  home  of  the  dead,  by  using  the  plough,  are  fast  advancing  in  point  of 
numbers  on  the  other  two,  and,  thanks  to  their  healthful  occupation  and 
sobriety,  their  families  are  more  numerous  and  healthy.  Another  innovation 
on  the  customs  of  the  old  Osmanli  is  also  visible  here  ;  you  may  travel  from 
Constantinople  to  Adrianople  in  a  char-^F-banc,  which  perhaps  in  a  little  time 
may  give  way  to  the  rail. 

In  Turkey,  one  town  is  a  duplicate  of  another,  but  Adrianople  boasts 
of  the  most  beautiful  mosque  ever  constructed  by  the  Osmanlis,  and  its 
inhabitants  are  more  than  usually  varied.  Situated  upon  three  rivers,  it 
is  also  more  than  unusually  dirty  and  imhealthy,  and  houseless  dogs,  vul- 
tures, and  storks,  ramble  unmolested  through  the  streets.  At  Usundji 
our  traveller  witnessed  the  novel  scene  of  a  great  Oriental  fair,  and  found 
his  old  muleteer  Georgy,  who  threw  away  his  bale  of  wool  and  cotton  to 
follow  his  old  gfospodin.  Captain.  Spencer  justly  enough  remarks,  that 
the  existence  of  these  fairs,  like  those  of  Asia  Minor,  at  Yaprakli,  and 
elsewhere,  seem  to  be  utteriy  unknown  to  the  mercantile  community  of 
Western  Europe. 

Philippoli,  or  Philippi,  is  built  on  the  summit  and  around  the  base  of  an 
isolated  rock,  in  the  midst  of  a  wide  and  fertile  valley,  and  is  encircled  by 
the  waters  of  the  Maritza.  The  Crreeks  and  Slavon  Greeks  constitute 
the  greater  portion  of  the  inhabitants,  who  amount  to  40,000.  A  sect 
of  Christians,  by  no  means  uncommon  in  Turkey  in  Europe,  are  strong 
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in  this  city,  where  they  are  said  to  he  wealthy  and  educated.  They  pro- 
fess to  follow  the  true  doctrine  as  preached  hy  St  Paul,  and  hence 
Captain  Spencer  calls  them  Paulinists. 

On  leaving  Tatar bazaijik,  and  the  plains  of  Thrace — the  home  of  the 
gloomy  Turk — a  ride  of  a  few  hours  takes  the  traveller  to  Yenikoi, 
whence  the  Balkan  opens  before  him  like  a  vast  wall  of  mountains  covered 
with  forests,  shooting  up  here  and  there  into  an  isolated  peak,  from  4000  to 
6000  feet  high.  The  pass  of  the  mountains  is,  however,  by  no  means 
difficult,  presenting  a  succession  of  green  plateaus  with  undulating,  sunny 
slopes,  tiny  valleys,  ravines  and  romantic  dells,  studded  about  with  vil- 
lages, and  rather  a  numerous  population,  composed  of  shepherds  and 
agriculturists,  all  Bulgarians— a  fine  healthy-looking  race  of  moun- 
taineers, who  live  under  the  safeguard  of  their  more  daring  com- 
patriots, the  Haiducs,  of  the  higher  range  of  mountains,  cultivate  their 
lields  in  peace,  and  live,  from  father  to  son,  in  full  enjoyment  of  their 
religion  and  communal  liberties. 

The  next  great  city  is  Sophia,  rising  up  in  the  centre  of  a  vast  basin, 
with  its  domes  and  minarets,  picturing  their  fair  forms  in  the  horizon ; 
over  which  we  behold,  in  picturesque  grandeur,  the  encircling  chain  of 
the  Balkan,  a  view,  our  traveller  says,  of  surprising  beauty.  Sophia  is 
the  capital  of  the  mountain  districts  of  Bulgaria,  and  was  form^ly  the 
residence  of  its  valiki  krals,  or  gpreat  kings.  The  beauty  and  mag- 
nificence of  the  churches,  and  of  one  or  two  other  public  buildings,  still 
attest  to  the  wealth,  industry,  and  civilisation,  of  tne  olden  Bulgarians. 
Ternova  was  also  a  favourite  residence  of  the  krals  of  Bulgaria :  of  this 
latter  city  nothing  remains  save  its  narrow  streets  and  miserable  bazaar. 
'*  The  Turks,  on  taking  possession,  destroyed  every  vestige  of  the  king's 
palace,  together  with  the  fine  cathedral,  and  spacious  han  for  the  accom- 
modation of  the  traveller ;  in  short,  every  building  or  souvenir  that  could 
remind  a  Bulgarian  of  his  nationality ;  but  the  most  bitter  war  of  ex- 
termination seems  to  have  been  directed  against  the  national  emblem, 
the  golden  lion,  for  we  6nd  it  everywhere  defaced,  whether  on  bridge, 
porch,  gate,  or  fortress." 

From  Ternova,  af^er  giving  some  details  respecting  the  last  Bulgarian 
insurrection,  full  of  horrors  and  atrocities,  our  traveller  sped  his  way  to 
Schumla,  renowned  in  Russian  warfisire,  a  fortified  canip,  which,  like 
Varna,  requires  50,000  men  to  defend  it.  From  hence,  at  the  foot  of 
the  Balkan,  an  immense  steppe  extends  to  the  Euxine  on  one  side,  and 
on  the  other  through  Besserabia  to  the  great  northern  steppe,  which 
leads  to  St.  Petersburg,  a  singular  configuration  of  country,  rich  with 
fiiture  results  to  mankind  when  railway  communication  shall  have  reached 
these  half-reclaimed  districts.  From  Schumla,  Captain  Spencer  proceeded 
by  Varna  to  the  Danube,  and  by  that  river  to  Semlin,  a  line  of  route  which 
he  has  described  in  a  previous  work.  We  may,  then,  be  fairly  allowed  to 
leave  our  author  at  this  point  of  his  journey,  as  we  do  not  wish  to  enter 
upon  the  troublous  theme  of  Hungarian,  Austrian,  and  Russian  politics ; 
suffice  it  that  Captain  Spencer  is  very  laudatory  towards  Louis  Kossuth. 
In  respect  to  that  which  interests  us  as  more  genuine  in  the  work,  the 
fate  of  the  mountain  races  of  Turkey  in  Europe,  Captain  Spencer's  idea 
is,  that  confusion  of  tongues,  and,  still  more  so,  rivalry  of  tribes  and  pro- 
found hostility  of  creeds,  precludes  the  prospect  of  any  union  of  interests 
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in  the  present  day ;  but  as,  at  the  same  time,  one  of  the  most  remaikafale 
features  in  the  cnaracter  of  these  mountain  tribes  is  their  attachment  to 
self-g0Y6mment»  patriarchal  in  its  form  and  customs — and  whenever  they 
are  sufficiently  strong,  from  combination  or  position,  as  with  the  Tcheme- 
gori,  the  Minditi,  the  Sagori,  and  others,  to  extort  this  privilege  from 
the  weakened  power  of  the  Osmanli,  their  first  object  is  to  elect  their 
own  chiefe,  and  virtually  establish  a  republic,*— Captain  Spencer  con- 
cludes, that  should  any  political  convulsion  overthrow  the  authority  of 
the  Crescent,  these  provinces  (if  the  inhabitants  were  left  to  themselves) 
would  become  divided  into  a  number  of  petty  governments  and  con- 
federacies of  races  and  creeds,  for  which  the  mountunous  nature  of  the 
country  affords  so  many  facilities.  "  This,"  argues  the  captain,  ^*  while 
it  would  pacify  the  country  and  gratify  the  self-love  of  the  people,  solves 
the  question  of  ^  What  is  to  be  done  with  European  Turkey?'  '^(a  question 
proposed,  we  should  say,  by  some  very  complacent  personage) — <*  and  in 
the  event  of  such  a  convulsion,  those  Western  powers  interested  in  the 
fate  of  these  provinces  should  be  prepared  to  countenance  and  support 
this  system  of  federal  government." 


A  SEA-SONG. 

BT  J.  E.  CARPENTXB. 

When  the  wind  is  blowine  free,  boys, 

What  a  jovial  lite  is  ours. 
Who  would  care  on  the  land  to  be,  boys, 

With  its  forest,  fruit,  and  flowers? 
When  our  forests  of  mast  are  sweeping  past. 

Such  sights  can  the  landsmen  see? 
As  our  sailing  fleets  with  their  swelling  sheets, 

When  the  winds  are  blowing  free  ? 

Our  life  is  a  life  of  freedom, 

We*re  home  by  the  fresh'ning  gale ; 
And  for  storms — ^we  never  heed  'em 

If  weVe  plenty  of  room  to  sail; 
For  we  know  that  the  rower  above  us 

Our  guide  in  the  storm  will  be. 
For  the  sake  of  the  girls  who  love  us. 

When  the  winds  are  blowing  free ! 

And  then,  when  the  sails  are  righted, 

And  night  draws  her  gloaming  screen. 
We  think  of  the  vows  we  plighted 

On  the  far-off*  village  green ; 
We  drink  to  our  wives  and  sweethearts, 

And  fancy  their  forms  we  see, 
As  the  vessel  glides  through  the  swelling  tide. 

And  the  winds  are  blowing  free  I 
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THE  PUNISHMENT  OF  GINA  MONTANL 

1. 

Thxbx  was  much  bustle  and  commotioa  in  the  Castie  of  YisinanL 
Servitors  ran  hither  a^d  thither,  the  tire-maidens  stood  in  groups  to 
gossip  with  each  other,  messexigers  were  deyitcbed  in  vaiious  divectioQSy 
and  skilful  leedies  and  expenenced  nurses  were  broug^  in.  Then  came 
a  long  silence.  Voices  were  hushed,  and  footsteps  muffled;  the  apart- 
ments of  the  countess  were  darkened,  and  nought  was  hes^  oave  the 
issued  whisper,  or  the  stealthy  tread  of  the  sick  chamber.  The  Lady 
Adelaide  was  ill. 

Hours  elapsed — hours  of  intolerable  suspense  to  the  Lord  of  Yisinara; 
and  then  were  heard  deep,  heartfelt  oongratulations ;  but  they  weie 
spoken  in  a  whisper,  for  the  lady  was  still  in  danger,  and  had  su&red 
almost  unto  death.     There  was  bom  an  heir  to  Yisinara. 

And  as  Giovanni,  Count  of  Yisinara,  bent  over  his  child,  and  embraced 
his  young  wife,  he  felt  repaid  for  all  he  had  sufiered  in  vc^untarily  sever- 
ing himself  from  Gina  Montani ;  and  from  that  time  he  forgot  her,  or 
something  very  like  it.  And  for  this  he  could  not  be  condemned,  for  it 
was  in  the  line  of  honour  and  of  duty.  Yet  it  was  another  proo^  if  one 
were  wanting,  of  the  fickle  nature  of  man's  love.  It  has  been  well  com- 
pared to  words  written  on  the  sands. 

Many  weeks  elapsed  ere  the  Lady  Adelidde  was  convalescent;  and 
some  more  before  she  ventured  to  join  in  the  gaieties  and  festal  meetings 
of  the  land.  A  two  days' y^fe,  ^ven  at  the  Ca^iella  Palace,  was  the  signal 
for  her  reappearance  m  the  world.  It  was  to  be  of  great  magnificence, 
rumour  ran,  and  the  Lady  Adelaide  consented  to  attend  it  early  on  the 
morning  of  the  second  day. 

She  placed  herself  in  fitont  d  the  hum  micvor  in  her  dressing^hamber 
whilst  she  was  prepared  for  the  visit,  uie  same  nHiror  before  which  she 
had  sat  on  the  evening  of  her  wedding-day.  The  Signora-  Lucrezia  and 
Gina  were  alone  present.  The  former  vras  arrang^g  her  rich  tresses, 
whilst  Gina  handed  the  signora  what  things  she  required — combs,  and  the 
like.     "Whilst  thus  engaged,  the  count  entered,  dressed. 

'^  Giovanni,"  exchdmed  Adelaide  "  Luerezia  thinks  that  I  should  wear 
something  in  my  hair-— «  wreath,  or  my  <tiamond  coronet ;  but  I  feel 
tired  already,  and  wish  the  dressing  was  over.  Need  I  be  teased  with 
ornaments  ?" 

^  My  sweet  wife,  wear  what  you  best  like.  You  need  no  superficial 
adorning." 

<'  You  hear,  Lucrezia :  make  haste  and  finidi  my  hair.  Do  not  put  it 
in  curls  to-day ;  braids  are  less  trouble,  and  sooner  done.  You  may  put 
aside  the  diamond  casket,  Gina.  Oh,  there's  my  darling!"  contmued 
the  countess,  hearing  the  baby  pass  the  door  with  its  nurse.  "  Call 
him  in." 

The  count  himself  advanoed,  opened  the  door,  and  took  Us  in&nt. 

*^  The  precious,  precious  child]"  ezdaimed  Adelaide,  bending  over  the 
infant,  which  he  placed  on  her  knees.  "  Giovanni,"  she  added,  looking 
np  eagerly  to  her  nusband*s  isjoe,  ^*  do  you  think  there  ever  was  so  lovely 
a  babe  sent  on  earth  P' 

He  smiled  at  her  earnestness— -men  are  aersr  so  sqptuzonly  blind  in 
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the  iMxnsbip  of  their  fint-bom  as  women.  But  lie  stooped  down^  sad 
londly  pressed  his  lips  upon  her  forehead,  while  he  played  with  the  littb 
hand  of  the  infant ;  and  she  yielded  to  the  temptation  of  suffering  her 
hce  to  rest  close  to  his. 

^<  But  it  grows  late,"  resmned  the  young  mother,  ^'and  I  suppose  we 
ought  to  be  going.  Take  the  baby  to  its  norsey  Lucreaday*'  she  continued, 
kissing  it  fifty  times  as  she  resigned  it. 

The  count  had  drawn  behind  the  Lady  Addmde,  where  stood  Gina* 
As  his  eyes  happened  to  fall  upon  her,  he  was  struck  by  the  pallid  sorrow 
which  sat  in  ner  countenance.  Ill-fated  Gina^  and  he  had  been  so 
absorbed  these  last  few  weeks  in  his  new  happiness  I 

A  rush  of  pit^,  mingled  perhaps  with  s^-reproach,  flew  to  his  heart 
What  con^nsation  could  he  offer  her  ?  In  that  moment  he  remembered 
her  last  words  at  the  interview  in  Ids  wife's  embroidery-room,  and  gave 
lier  a  look. 

It  was  not  to  be  mistaken.  Love— love,  pure  and  tender — gleamed 
from  hb  eyes,  and  she  answered  him  with  a  smile  which  told  of  hi^ 
thanks,  and  that  he  was  perfectly  understood.  Had  any  one  been  look- 
ing OD,  they  could  scarcely  fail  to  become  aware  of  their  existing  passion, 
and  that  there  was  a  secret  understanding  between  them. 

And  one  teas  looking  on.  The  Lady  Adelaide's  back  was  towards 
them,  but  in  the  laige  glass  before  her  she  had  distinctily  seen  the  reflec- 
tion of  all  that  took  place.  Her  countenance  became  white  as  death,  and 
her  anger  was  terrible. 

''You  may  retire  for  the  present,"  she  said,  in  a  calm,  subdued  tone,  to 
the  startled  Gina,  upon  whose  mind  flashed  somewhat  of  the  truth;  "  and 
tell  the  i^gnora  Lucrezia  not  to  return  until  I  call  for  her." 

To  describe  the  scene  that  ensued  would  be  difficult.   The  shock  to  the 

C[g  wife's  feelings  had  been  Tery  great.  That  her  husband  was  fiedth- 
to  her,  not  only  in  deed  but  m  heart,  she  doubted  not  It  was  in 
▼ain  he  endeavoured  to  explain  all ;  she  listened  to  him  not.  She  thought 
he  was  uttering  falsehoods,  which  but  increased  his  treachery.  Gina  had 
once  spoken  of  her  fierce  jealousy,  but  what  was  hers  compared  with  the 
Lady  Adelaide's?  In  the  midst  of  her  explosions  of  passion,  Lucreaa, 
who  had  mther  not  received,  or  misunderstood,  her  lady's  message  by 
Gina,  entered. 

The  maiden  stood  aghast,  till,  admonished  by  a  haughty  wave  of  the 
hand  from  the  count,  she  hastened  from  the  room.     Later  in  the  day, 
the  Lord  of  Visinara  quitted  the  casUe  to  pay  the  promised  visit.   His  wife' 
refused  to  go. 

*<  Mercy!  mercy!"  she  exclaimed,  in  anguish,  as  she  sat  alone  in  her 
apartments,  "  to  be  thus  requited  hy  Giovanm — ^whom  I  so  loved.  My 
husband — ^my  own  husband !  Is  it  posnble  that  a  man  can  be  guilty  of 
treachezy  so  deep  ?  Would  that  I  had  died  ere  I  liad  known  his  futhless- 
ness,  or  ever  seen  him !  Shame — shame  upon  it !  to  introduce  his  para- 
mour into  my  very  presence;  an  attendant  on  my  person !  Holy  Virgin, 
that  I  shouH  be  so  degraded !  Sure  a  wile,  young  and  beautiful,  was 
never  treated  as  I  have  been.  Lowered  in  the  eyes  of  my  own  servants ; 
insulted  by  him  who  ought  to  have  guarded  me  from  msult ;  laughed 
at — ^ridiculed  by  kerf    Oh !  terrible  !  terrible !" 

As  she  spoke  the  last  words,  she  rose,  and  unlockiDg  the  bright  green 

2  E  2 
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cabinet,  that  of  malachite  marble  already  spoken  o^  took  from  tfaenoe  a 
small  iMg  of  silver  gilt.  Touching  the  secret  spring  of  this,  she  drew 
forth  a  letter,  opened,  and  read  it : 

<<  <  TO  THE  LADT  ADELAIDE,  00UNTRS8  OF  YISINABA. 

<<  <  You  fancy  yourself  the  beloyed  of  Giovanni,  Count  of  V isinara ;  but 
retire  not  to  your  rest  this  night,  lady,  in  any  such  vain  imagining. 
The  heart  of  the  count  has  long  been  given  to  another ;  and  you  know, 
by  your  love  for  him,  that  such  passion  can  never  change  its  object 
Had  he  met  you  in  earlier  life,  it  might  have  been  otherwise.  He 
marries  you,  for  your  lineage  is  a  high  one,  and  she,  in  the  world's  eye 
and  in  that  of  his  own  haughty  race,  was  no  fit  mate  for  him.' 

<<  Ay,"  she  shuddered,  "  it  b  explained  now.  So,  Gina  Montam  was 
this  beloved  one.  I  am  his  by  sufferance — she,  by  love.  Holy  Mother, 
have  mercy  on  my  brtun !  I  know  they  love — I  see  it  all  too  plaioly. 
And  I  could  believe  his  deceitful  explanation,  and  trust  him.  I  UM 
him  I  believed  it  on  our  wedding-night.  He  did  not  know  why  he 
went  to  her  house ;  kabii^  he  supposedy  or^  want  of  occt^tion.  Oh, 
shame  on  his  false  words !     Shame  on  my  own  credvdity !" 

None  of  us  forget  the  stanzas  in  CoUins's  *'  Ode  to  the  Passions :" 

Thy  numbers,  Jealousy,  to  nought  were  fiz^ 

Sad  proof  of  thy  distressful  state : 
Of  differing  themes  the  veering  song  was  mixed. 

And  now  it  courted  love — now,  raving,  called  on  hate. 

And  calling,  indeed,  upon  hate,  as  she  strode  her  chamber  in  a  frenzy 
near  akin  to  madness,  was  the  lady  Adelaide,  when  her  attendant,  Lu- 
crezia,  entered. 

"  My  dear  lady,"  she  exclaimed,  bursting  into  tears,  as  any  crocodile 
might  do-—''  my  dear,  dear  young  lady,  I  cannot  know  that  you  are  thus 
suffering,  and  keep  away  from  your  presence.  Pardon  me  n>r  intruding 
upon  you  against  orders." 

The  Lady  Adelaide  smoothed  her  brow,  and  the  lines  of  her  &oe  re- 
sumed their  haughtiness,  as  she  imperiously  ordered  Lucreria  to  quit  the 
room.  The  heart  most  awake  to  the  miseries  of  life  wears  to  the  world 
the  coldest  surface ;  and  it  was  not  in  the  Lady  Adelaide's  nature  to 
betray  aught  of  her  emotions  to  any  living  being,  save^  perhaps,  her 
husband. 

''  Nay,  my  lady,  suffer  me  to  remun  yet  a  moment :  at  least,  while 
I  disclose  what  I  know  of  that  viper." 

The  Lady  Adelaide  started ;  but  she  suppressed  all  excitement,  and 
Lucrezia  began  her  tale— an  exaggerated  account  of  the  interview  she 
had  been  a  witness  to  between  the  Lord  of  Visinara  and  Gina  Montanl 
The  countess  listened  to  its  conclusion,  and  a  low  moan  escaped  her. 

<<  What  think  you  now,  madam,  she  deserves?" 

''  To  die  P'  burst  from  the  pale  lips  of  the  unhappy  lady. 

'*  To  die,"  acquiesced  Lucrezia,  calmly.  ''  No  other  punishment  would 
meet  her  guilt ;  and  no  other,  that  I  am  aware  o^  could  be  devised  to 
prevent  it  for  the  future." 

"  Oh !  tempt  me  not,"  cried  the  lady,  wringing  her  hands.  ^'  I  spoke 
hastily." 
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'*  Give  but  the  orden,  madam,''  resumed  Lucresiay  ^  and  they  shall  be 
pat  in  practice.'' 

<<  How  can  I?"  demanded  the  Lady  Adelaide,  once  more  patnng  the 
room  in  her  anguish ;  ''  how  could  I  ever  rest  afterwaido,  with  the  guilt 
of  murder  upon  my  soul?" 

<<  It  wiU  be  no  guUt,  lady." 

"Lucrenar 

''  I  have  made  it  my  business  to  inquire  much  about  this  girl — to 
ascertain  her  history.  I  thought  it  my  duty,  and  yery  soon  I  should 
have  laid  the  whole  matter  before  you." 

"  Well  ?" 

**•  You  may  destroy  her,  madam,  as  you  would  destroy  that  little  Urd 
there  in  its  golden  cage,  without  sin  and  without  compunction.'* 

'^  Oh,  Lucreaa,  Lucrezial  once  more  I  say  unto  thee,  tempt  me  not. 
Wicked  and  artful  as  she  is,  she  is  still  one  of  Grod's  creatures. 

^  Scarcely,  my  lady,"  answered  Lucrezia,  with  a  gesture  which  spoke 
of  deep  scorn  for  the  culprit.  *'  I  have  cause  to  believe— good  cause," 
■he  repeated,  lowering  her  voice,  and  looking  round,  as  if  she  feared  the 
very  waUs  mieht  hear  the  fearful  words  she  was  about  to  utter,  ^<  that 
she  is  one  of  tinose  lost  creatures  who  are  enemies  to  the  Universal  Faith, 
a  descendant  of  the  Saxons,  and  an  apostate ;  as  too  many  of  that  race 
have  become." 

^^  What  say  you  ?"  gasped  the  Lady  Adelaide. 

**  That  we  have  been  harbouring  a  heretic,  madam,"  continued  Lu- 
cre&a,  her  passion  rising;  "  a  spy,  it  may  be,  upon  our  holy  ceremonies. 
No  wonder  that  evil  has  fallen  upon  this  house. 

''  Go  to  the  cell  of  Father  Anselmo,"  shivered  the  Lady  Adelaide,  her 
teeth  chattering  with  horror,  "  and  pray  his  holiness  to  step  hither :  this 
fearful  doubt  shall  at  once  be  set  at  rest" 

IL 

Gina  Mortani,  her  head  aching  with  suspense  and  anxiety,  was  shut 
up  alone  in  her  cjiamber  when  she  received  a  summons  to  the  apart- 
ments of  her  mistress.  Obeying  at  once,  she  found  the  confessor, 
Father  Anselmo,  sitting  there,  by  the  side  of  the  countess.  The  monk 
cast  his  eyes  steadfastly  upon  Gina,  as  if  examining  her  features. 

''Never,  my  daughter,  never!"  he  said,  at  length,  turning  to  the 
countess.  ''  I  can  take  upon  myself  to  assert  that  this  damsel  of  thine 
has  never  once  appeared  before  me  to  be  shriven." 

«  Examine  her,"  was  the  reply  of  the  lady. 

''  Daughter,"  said  the  priest,  tomine  to  Gina,  ''  fiir  so  I  would  hm 
call  thee,  until  assured  that  thou  canst  nave  no  daim  to  the  iide^  what 
fidth  is  it  that  thou  professest  V 

Gina  raised  her  nand  to  her  burning  templea.  GBie  saw  dni  all  was 
discovered.  But  when  she  removed  it,  the  perplexity  in  her  free  liad 
cleared  away,  and  her  resolution  was  taken. 

<' The  tmd^  the  troth,"  she  murmured;  ''fixrgood,  orftriO,  I  will 
tell  it  now." 

'<  Hearestthoo  not  ?"  inqmred  the  priest,  somewhat  more  stamly.  ''Art 
thou  a  child  of  the  True  Faith?" 

" I  am  not  a  Bomaa  Cathoiie,"  she  answered,  timidly,  "if  you  call 
that  £Edth  the  true  one." 
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The  Lady  Adebude  and  the  priest  croflaed  themaeiyes  simnltaneoiislj, 
whilst  Gina  grasped  the  arm  of  tne  chair  against  which  she  wan  starMKiig. 
She  was  endeayouxii^  to  steel  her  heart  to  faniTeiy ;  hut  in  those  daya^ 
and  in  that  conntrj,  snch  a  scene  was  a  terrihle  ordeal. 

"  Dost  thou  not  worship  the  One  True  God,"  continued  the 
"  and  acknowledge  his  Holiness,  our  Father  at  Bome^  to  he  His  soie 
presentatiye  here  ?" 

^<  I  woisfaip  the  One  True  Crod,"  replied  Grina^  solemnly,  jiuning  lier 
hands  in  a  reverent  attitnde;  ^'  hut  tot  the  Pope  at  Rome,  I  know  hiai. 
not." 

The  Lady  Adelaide  shrieked  with  aversion  and  terror,  and  ihe  pale 
bcB  of  the  mmik  heesme  growing  with  the  crimson  of  ind^ation. 

'<  Knowest  thou  not,"  thundered  the  monk,  **  that  to  the  Pope  it  is 
given  to  mediate  between  earth  and  heaven  ?" 

<'  I  know,"  fedtered  Gma,  shrinking  at  the  monk's  looks  and  tone^  jet 
still  courageous  for  the  truih,  '^  that  there  is  O^e  Mediator  between  God 
and  roan." 

«  And  he ?" 

**  Our  Saviour." 

<^  Miserable  heretic !"  scowled  the  monk,  ^<  hast  thou  yet  to  learn  th«t 
of  all  the  living  souls  this  world  contains,  not  one  can  enter  the  fold  of 
Heaven  without  the  sanction  of  our  Holy  Father,  the  Pope  ?" 

^<  I  shall  never  learn  it,"  whispered  Gina,  '*  and  to  me  such  doctrines 
savour  of  bla^hemy.  Therefore,  I  beseech  you,  dilate  not  on  them." 
.  ^^Lost,  miserable  wretdi!"  repeated  the  priest,  fifdng  his  hands  in 
dismay.  ^'  Need  I  tell  thee,  that  in  the  next  worid  there  is  a  place  of 
tortiuv  kept  for  such  as  thee— «  g^f  of  boming  flames,  to  be  extinguisfaed 
never  ?" 

«  We  are  told  there  is  such  a  place,"  she  answered,  stn^gling  with 
her  tears,  for  the  interview  was  becoming  too  painful.  '*  May  me  in- 
finite love  and  mercy  of  God  keep  both  you  and  me  from  it !" 

<' Thou  art  hopdeas — ^hopeless!"  ejaculated  the  monk,  sternly.  ^Yet, 
another  question  ere  1  send  thee  forth.  Where  hast  thou  imbibed  these 
deadly  doctrines  ?" 

^'  My  mother  wedded  with  an  Italian,"  answered  Gina,  **  but  she  was 
bom  on  the  free  soil  of  England,  and  reared  in  its  Reformed  Faith." 

^  A  beniffhted  land — an  accursed  land!"  screamed  the  priest,  vehe- 
mently ;  **  tibe  time  will  come  when  it  shall  be  deluged  from  one  esA  to 
the  ouier  with  its  apostates'  blood." 

''  It  is  an  enlightened  land — a  free,  blessed  land !"  retorted  Gina,  in 
agitation ;  ''  and  God's  meicy  will  rest  upon  it,  and  keep  it  poweriul 
amongst  nations,  so  long  as  its  sons  remain  true  to  their  Reformed 
Faith." 

'^Bftsamty  has  £allen  apon  them,"  raved  the  monkv  endeavouring  to 
dnywn  the  bold  words  ci  €Hna, — <*  nothing  but  insanity.  But,"  he 
added,  dropping  his  voice,  <*  let  them  beware.  Quod  Deus  vult  perdere^ 
prins  dementat." 

Gina  understood  not  the  tongue;  but  the  Lady  Adelaide  did,  and 
crossed -heraeE 

*^  And  this  mother  of  thine,"  sneered  the  monl^  turning  again  to  Gins, 
^^  where  may  she  be  ?" 

"  She  is  dead,"  gasped  Gina,  bunting  into  tears. 
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'^  Good  r*  assented  ihe  monk ;  **  then  she  is  meeting  with  her  deserts." 

^*  God  grant  she  may  be !"  asperated  tiie  maiden,  **  fer  she  died  in  the 
fiuth  of  Christ." 

*^  And  who  have  been  thy  worthy  instmctors  since  V*  proceeded  the 
priest. 

"  I  haye  had  bat  one  guide  since,"  answered  Gmtu 

^  Disclose  the  name." 

«  My  Bible." 

The  nK>nk  uttered  what  seemed  very  like  a  scream  of  passion,  and  the 
Lady  Adelaide,  as  she  heard  the  words,  half  rose  from  her  chair. 

''Be  calm,  my  daughter,"  interrupted  the  monk,  waving  his  hand 
towards  the  countess ;  **  I  will  guard  thee  from  the  harm  caused  by  con- 
tact with  this  heretical  being.  Desire  her,  I  pray  thee,  to  fetch  this 
Book  hither,  that  I  may  glance  at  it." 

'*  Go,"  cried  the  Lady  Adelaide,  imperiously,  to  GKna ;  **  bring  this 
Bible  instantly  I" 

Gina  obeyed,  and  the  sacred  volume  was  placed  in  the  bands  of  the 
monk.  .  Tlie  Lady  Adelaide  shrank  from  touching  it. 

"  Ha  I"  cried  the  monk,  perceiving  it  to  be  printed  in  the  English 
tongue,  ''  dost  thou  speak  this  lang^uage,  then  ?" 

*'  It  is  &miliar  to  me  as  my  own,"  replied  Gina. 

*^  I  will  summons  thy  attendants  for  a  light,  my  daughter,"  he  re* 
marked  to  the  Lady  Adelaide.  And  when  one  vras  brought,  the  priest 
advanced  to  a  part  of  the  room  where  the  marble  floor  was  uncovered  by 
tapestry,  and  tearing  the  leaves  from  the  Book,  he  set  light  to  them,  tiU 
all,  both  the  Old  and  New  Testament,  were  consumed,  and  the  ashes 
scattered  on  the  m>und.  ''  It  is  the  most  dangerous  instructor  that  can 
be  placed  iu  the  hands  of  the  people,"  he  observed,  complacently  watch- 
ing the  black  mass  smouldering  there.  And  Gina  Montani  pressed  her 
hands  upon  her  chest,  which  Was  throbbing  with  agitation,  but  she  did 
not  dare  to  utter  a  word  of  remonstrance. 

**  Oh,  father,  father  I"  cried  the  Lady  Adebude,  rinking  at  his  feet, 
after  Gina  had  been  conducted  to  her  chamber,  and  giving  vent  involun- 
tarily to  sobs  of  acony,  *'  she  has  dared  to  come  between  me  and  my 
husband — he  has  known  her  long,  it  seems.  If  she  should  have  tainted 
him  with  this  black  heresy  ?*' 

The  monk  turned  as  white  as  the  lady*s  dress  at  the  suggestion.  It 
was  enough  to  make  him.  That  that  decile  and  faithful  servant  of  the 
Church,  the  powerful  Chief  of  Visinara,  who  was  ever  ready,  at  only  half 
a  hint,  to  enclow  it  with  valuable  offerings  and  presents — entire  robes  of 
point  lace  for  the  Virgin  Mary,  and  flounces  and  tuckers  for  all  the 
female  saints  in  the  calendar,  not  to  speak  of  his  donations  in  hard  cash, 
and  his  frequent  ofierings  of  paintings,  most  of  them  represen&g  the 
popes  working  miracles,  particularly  that  very  pious  one,  Alexander  VI.-— 
that  he  should  have  had  dissent  mstilled  into  him,  perhaps  even  been 
made  £uniliar  with  the  principles  of  this  upstart  creed  I  Had  his  re- 
Inerence  swooned  outright,  it  would  have  only  been  what  might  be 
expected. 

"  It  will  not  be  a  crime  to  remove  her,  &ther,"  filtered  the  Lady 
Adelaide. 

'*  Crime r  cried  the  ruffled  priest ;  ''canst  iJiott  connect  the  word — in 
that  sense — with  00  degraded  a  being?" 
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**  To  remoye  her  in  any  way  J!*  perristed  the  lady,  in  a  whisper*  ''  Tet 
the  world  might  call  it  mubdsr." 

''  No  punishment  in  this  world  is  adequate  to  her  sin,"  anawerod  the 
monk.     ^  And  she  must  not  he  suffered  to  remain  in  it." 

"  Thou  wilt  then  grant  me  absolution  beforehand,  holy  father,"  im- 
plored tfa«  Lady  Ademzde. 

^  And  what  canst  thou  do,  my  child  ?"  resumed  the  monk,  smiliii^ 
upon  the  countess.  *'Thou  hast  not  been  used  to  such  work,  and 
wouldst  proTe  a  sad  novice  at  it.*' 

'*  Too  tnie,"  she  uttered ;  '^  my  heart  is  trembling  now.  Indeed,  I 
could  think  but  of  one  way — the  moat  And  though  the  order  seems 
easy  enough  to  giye,  I  fear  I  should,  when  the  moment  came,  shrink 
firom  issuinc^  it.'' 

^'  And  who  hast  thou  in  this  castle  that  will  do  thy  bidding  in  secret 
and  in  silence?  It  were  better  that  this  deed  were  not  known:  and 
thou  canst  not  stop  tongues,  my  daughter." 

'^  There  are  many  bound  to  my  interests,  who  would,  I  betieye,  lay 
down  their  lives  for  me,"  deliberated  the  Lady  Adelaide ;  ^'  yet,  alas !  the 
tongue  is  an  unruly  member,  and  is  apt  to  give  utterance  in  unguarded 
moments  to  words  against  the  wiU." 

*'  Thou  hast  reason,  my  child.  I  but  put  the  question  to  try  thee.  I 
will  undertake  this  business  for  thee.  That  evil  one's  sin  has  oeen  com- 
mitted against  the  Church,  and  it  is  fitting  that  the  Church  should  inflict 
the  punishment." 

<'  Thou  wilt  cause  her  to  be  flung  into  the  moat  ?"  shuddered  the  Lady 
Adelaide. 

*'  The  moat !"  echoed  the  priest     "  Thinkest  thou,  my  daughter,  that 
ihe  Church  is  wont  to  carry  out  her  dealings  by  ordinary  means  ?     Signal 
as  this  woman's  sin  has  been,  signal  must  be  her  expiation." 
<<  Can  it  be  expiated  ?" 

''  Never,  either  in  this  world  or  the  next  And  every  moment  of 
delay  that  we  voluntarily  make  in  hurling  her  to  her  doom,  must  draw 
down  wrath  on  our  own  heads  from  the  saints  on  high.*' 

The  Lady  Adelaide  meekly  bowed  her  head,  as  if  to  deprecate  any 
wrath  that  might  just  then  be  fidling. 

'<  Thy  lady  in  waiting,  Lucrezia,  is  true,  I  have  reason  to  deem,"  con- 
tinued tne  monk. 

'^  I  believe  her  to  be  true  as  steel,"  answered  the  Lady  Adelaide. 
^'  We  may  want  her  co-operation,"  he  concluded,  ^'  for  I  opine  that 
thou,  my  daughter,  wilt  not  deign  to  aid  in  this ;  neither  do  I  tmnk  tlioa 
art  fitted  for  it" 

in. 

Tab  castle  was  wrapped  in  silence,  it  being  past  the  hour  at  which  the 
household  retired  to  repose.  Gina  Montaui  was  in  her  nieht-dress, 
though  as  yet  she  had  not  touched  her  hair,  which  remained  in  long 
curls,  as  she  had  worn  it  in  the  day.  Suspense  and  agitation  caused  her 
to  linger,  and  she  sat  at  her  dressing-table  in  a  musing  attitude,  her  head 
resting  on  her  hand,  wondering  what  would  be  the  ending  to  all  that  the 
day  had  brought  forth.  She  had  dismissed  her  attendant  some  time 
bmre.  With  a  deep  ngfa  she  rose  to  continue  her  preparations  for 
zest,  when  the  door  sofUy  opened,  and  the  Signora  Lucrena  appeared. 
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*^Toa  need  not  prepare  jonrself  for  bed,**  she  obserred*  in  a  low, 
distinct  whisper ;  ''  another  sort  of  bed  is  preparing  for  you." 
"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  demanded  the  startled  girL 
*'  That  you  are  this  night  to  die." 

Gina  shrieked. 

*'  I  may  tell  you,"  interrupted  the  lady,  **  that  screams  and  resistance 
niU  be  wnolly  useless.  Your  doom  is  irrevocable,  therefore  it  may  sare 
you  trouble  to  be  silent." 

*^  You  are  speaking  falsely  to  me.  I  have  done  nothing  to  deserve 
death." 

"  Equivocation  will  be  alike  unavailing,"  repeated  Lucrezia.  ^*  And 
if  you  ask  what  you  have  done — ^you  have  dared  to  step  with  your  ill- 
placed  passion  between  my  lord  and  the  Lady  Adelaide:  you  have 
brought  discredit  upon  the  long-upheld  reli^on  of  this  house." 

*'  I  have  disturbMl  no  one's  faith,"  returned  Gina.  '<  I  wish  to  disturb 
none.  It  is  true  that  I  love  Giovanni,  Count  di  Visinara,  but  I  loved 
him  long  ere  he  saw  the  Lady  Adelaide." 

^  What !"  cried  the  signora,  her  cheeks  inflamed,  and  her  brow 
darkening,  ^'do  you  dare  to  avow  your  shame  to  my  face  ?" 

''  It  is  no  shame,"  answered  Gina,  sadly ;  ''  there  is  nothing  of  guilt 
in  such  a  love  as  mine." 

'*  Follow  me,"  repeated  Lucresia.  "  You  have  no  time  to  waste  in 
lamentataons." 

^'By  whose  orders  do  I  die?"  demanded  the  indignant  girL  ''Not 
by  hie;  and  no  one  else  has  a  right  to  condemn  me." 

Lucrezia  expected  this,  and  was  prepared.  Alas,  that  the  Lord  of 
IHunnara  shoula  that  day  have  left  his  signet  ring  behind  him ! 

<<  Do  you  know  this  ring?*'  demanded  Lucrezia,  holding  out  the  jewel* 

"  Too  well     It  is  the  Count  of  Visinara's." 

''  You  may  then  know  who  has  condemned  you." 

**  Oh,  Giovanni  I"  wailed  Grina,  as  she  sank  prostrate  on  the  floor  in 
her  anguish,  ''  tins  from  you  !*'  All  idea  of  resistance  vanished  with  the 
thought  that  it  was  him  she  so  loved  who  doomed  her  to  destruction. 
^'  I  thought  he  was  still  at  the  Capella  Palace,"  she  inquired,  looking  up 
at  Lucrezia,  a  doubt  possibly  finding  its  way  to  her  heart  *'  When  did 
he  return  ?" 

**  I  came  not  to  waste  the  moments  in  idle  words,"  returned  Lucreziai 
as  she  prepared  to  utter  the  fislsehood ;  *'  it  is  sufficient  for  you  to  know 
that  he  has  returned,  and  has  given  the  orders  that  you  seem  inclined  to 
xesist" 

**  Implore  him  to  come  to  me  for  one  moment,  for  a  last  fiuewelL" 

<<  I  may  not  ask  it     He  is  with  the  Lady  Adelaide." 

''  First,  my  happmess,  then,  my  life,  sacrificed  to  appease  the  Lady 
Adelaide  I     Oh,  Giovanni!  false,  but  dear  Giovanni *' 

''I  have  no  oocders  to  call  those  who  will  use  violence,"  interrupted  the 
rignora, ''  but  I  must  do'  so  if  you  delay  to  follow  me." 

'<  I  am  about  to  dress  myself,"  returned  Gina. 

"  The  dress  you  have  on  will  serve  as  well  as  another^-and  better,  for 
a  night-gown  bears  some  resemblance  to  a  shroud." 

<<  One  moment  for  prayer,"  was  the  next  imploring  petition. 

''Grayer  for  you!"  nroke  contemptuously  from  the  signora. 

'^  A  smgle  moment  for  prayer,"  reiterated  the  victim.     ^  If  I  am,  ill- 
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deed,  about  to  meet  mj  Maker,  I  stand  awfblly  in  need  of  it ;  for  I 
have  of  late  worshipped  but  one,  but  it  has  not  been  Him.** 

"Prayer  for  yon,  a  heretic T  repeated  Lucrena;  "you  may  as  well 
offer  it  up  to  blocks  of  wood  or  stone.  The  creed  yon  profess  forfeits  all 
inheritance  for  you  in  heaven." 

Yet  still  Gina  repeated  it — "A  few  moments  for  prayer,  in  mercy!** 

"  Then  pray  away  where  you  are  going,"  returned  Lucrezia,  impa- 
tiently. "  You  will  hare  time  enough,  and  to  spare — ^minutes,  and  hocbn^ 
and  days,  perhaps." 

The  signora  evidently  took  a  savage  pleasure  in  urging  on  the  deadi 
of  Gina  Montani.  What  could  be  the  reason?  Women  in  general  are 
not  so  frightfully  cruel.  The  motive  was,  that  she  herself  loved  tiie 
count.  As  Bianca  had  sfud,  when  watching  the  bridal  cavalcade,  coold 
any  be  brought  into  daily  contact  with  one  so  attractive  and  not  leam  to 
love  him  ?  so  it  had  proved  with  Lucrezia.  Bmng  the  £svourite  attendant 
of  her  mistress,  she  was  much  with  her,  and  consequently  daily  and  fre- 
quently in  the  company  of  Giovanni.  He  had  many  a  gay  word  and 
passing  jest  for  her,  for  he  was  by  nature  a  gallant,  free-spoken  man ; 
and  this  hlul  its  effect  Whilst  he  never  glanced  a  thought  towards  her 
but  as  one  necessary  to  wait  upon  his  wife^  he  became  to  her  heart  dan- 
gerously dear;  and  excessively  jealous  had  she  been  of  Gina  ever  since 
she  had  heard  tlie  conversation  in  the  embroideiy-room. 

Pushing  the  unfortunate  girl  on  before  her,  Lucrezia  silently  passed 
frt)m  Gina*8  bed-chamber  to  the  secret  passages,  plenty  of  which  might 
be  found  in  the  castle.  She  bore  a  lantern  in  her  hand,  which  emitted  a 
dim,  uncertain  H^ht.  At  length  they  came  to*  a  passage,  a  little  beyond 
the  chapel,  fitr  removed  from  the  habited  apartments ;  and  in  the  nuddle 
of  this  were  two  male  forms,  busily  occupied  at  work  of  some  description. 
A  lantern,  similar  to  the  one  Lucrezia  carried,  was  hanging  hi^  up 
against  the  opposite  wall ;  another  stood  on  the  ground.  Gina  stopped 
and  shivered,  but  Lucrezia  touched  her  arm,  and  she  widked  on. 

They  were  nearing  the  men,  who  were  habited  as  monks,  and  tbeir 
fiMses  shielded  beneath  their  cowls,  when  the  signora  halted  and  pressed 
her  hand  upon  her  brow,  as  if  in  thou^t.  Presently  she  turned  to 
Gina.  A  second  lie  was  in  her  m6uth  ;  but  how  was  the  ill-fiited  young 
lady  to  know  it  ? 

"  He  sent  you  a  message,*'  she  whispered.     "  It  is  his  last  request  to 
you.     Will  you  receive  it?'*    The  unhappy  victim  looked  up  eagerij. 
'    "  He  requests,  then,  by  his  love  for  you — by  the  remembrance  of  the 
happy  moments  you  once  spent  together,  that  you  neither  resist  nor 


scream.*' 


Her  heart  was  too  full  to  speak ;  but  she  bowed  her  head  in  acqui- 
escence.    Lucreaa  moved  to  go  on. 

"  How  is  my  life  to  be  taken?    By  the  dagger?     By  blows P' 
^  By  neither — ^by  nothing.    Not  a  hair  of  your  head  will  be  touched.'* 
"  An  !  I  might  have  guessed.     It  is  by  poison." 
'<  It  will  be  taken  by  nothing,  I  tell  you.  Why  do  you  not  listen  to  me  ?" 
**  You  speak  in  riddles,"  said  Gina,  £untly.     "  But  I  will  bear  my 
fate,  whatever  it  may  be." 

^'  And  in  silence  ?     ffe  asks  it  by  your  mutual  love." 
'*  All,  all,  for  his  sake,"  she  answeied.     "  T^  him,  as  I  have  loved,  so 
will  I  obey  him  to  the  hst" 
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Lucrezia  walked  on,  and  Gina  followed.  She  saw  and  understood  the 
manner  of  her  death,  but,  fidthful  to  the  imagined  wish  of  her  loyer, 
ihe  uttered  neither  remonstrance  nor  ciy.  The  dock  was  upon  the 
stroke  of  one^  when  smothered  groans  of  fear  and  anguish  UAA  that  her 
punishment  had  begun ;  but  no  louder  jound  broke  the  midnight  silence, 
or  carried  the  appalling  deed  to  the  innabitants  of  the  castle.  An  hour 
passed  before  all  was  completed ;  they  were  long  in  doing  their  deed  of 
vengeance;  and,  when  it  was  over,  Gina  Montani  had  been  removed 
from  the  world  for  ever. 

'<  Madame,  she  is  g^ne!"  was  the  salutation  of  Lucrezia,  her  teeth 
diattering,  and  her  £&oe  the  hue  of  a  corpse,  when  she  entered  the  cham- 
ber of  her  mistress. 

The  Lady  Adelaide  had  not  retired  to  rest.  She  was  pacing  her 
apartment  in  unutterable  misery.  The  social  conditions  of  life,  its  forms 
and  objects,  were  to  her  as  nothing  since  her  terrible  awaking  to  reality. 

Morning  had  dawned  be&ne  the  return  of  the  Lord  of  Vuinanu  He 
was  fatigued  both  in  body  and  mind,  and,  throwing  himself  upon  a  couch, 
slept  fiyr  some  hours.  And  he  probably  would  have  rested  longer,  had 
not  an  unusual  disturbance  and  commotion  in  his  household  aroused 
him.  They  were  telling  a  strange  tale:  one  that,  for  the  moment,  drove 
the  life-blood  away  from  his  heart.  It  was,  that  the  wicked  dealings  of 
Gina  Montani  with  Satan  had  been  brought  to  light  on  the  previous  day. 
The  holy  Father  Anselmo  had  taxed  her  with  her  guilt,  and  she  had 
openly  confessed  all  without  reserve ;  and  that  the  Evil  One  had  ap- 
peared in  the  night,  and  had  run  away  with  her — a  iust  reward. 

In  those  times,  a  reputed  visit  of  his  Satanic  Majesty  in  propria  per* 
sona  would  have  been  likely  to  obtain  more  credence  than  it  could  in 
^ese  ^  but  it  would  probably  be  going  too  far  to  say  that  the  Lord  of 
Viginara  participated  in  the  belief  of  his  horror-stricken  household. 
Certain  it  is,  he  caused  minute  inqtdries  to  be  made,  although  at  the 
express  disapprobatioii  of  the  spiritual  directors  of  the  neighbouring 
monastery,  some  of  whom  were  attached  to  the  services  of  ms  chapel, 
who  pointed  out  to  him  the  grievous  sin  it  was  thus  to  be  solicitous  about 
the  fate  of  an  avowed  heretic.  But  nothing  could  he  learn.  And,  to 
say  the  least  of  it,  Satan  or  no  Satan,  her  disappearance  was  mysterious 
in  the  extreme.  The  maid  who  waited  on  her  testified  that  she  assisted 
Gina  to  undress  on  the  previous  night.  In  proof  of  which,  the  garments 
she  had  taken  off  were  found  in  the  chamber.  The  remainder  of  her 
clothes  were  also  in  their  {daces  undisturbed;  the  only  article  missing 
being  a  night-dress,  which  the  attendant  in  question  said  she  saw  her 
put  on ;  and  her  bed  had  not  been  slept  in.  Giovanni  spoke  to  his 
wife^  but  she  observed  a  cold,  haughty  silence,  and  it  was  useless  to 
question  her.  He  had  the  moat  dragged,  and  the  neighbourhood  for 
miles  romad  scoured,  but  no  tidings  could  be  obtained  of  her.  Tet, 
strange  to  say,  in  passing  on  that  first  morning  through  the  remote 
corricbrs,  he  uncied  he  heard  her  voice  pronounce  his  name  in  a  tone  of 
im]!Joring  agony.  He  searched  in  every  nook  and  comer,  but  found 
nothing,  and  soon  thought  no  more  of  it,  except  to  marvel  how  his  ima- 
gination could  so  have  deceived  him. 

After  a  time,  peace  was  once  more  restored  between  the  count  and  the 
Lady  Addaide ;  but  all  Miss  for  her,  all  mutual  confidence,  had  ceased 
finr  ever. 
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IV. 

It  was  the  hour  of  midnight.  In  the  nursery  at  the  castle  sat  tiie 
head  nurse,  and  on  her  lap  was  the  dying  h&r  of  Visinaray  now  some 
eight  or  ten  months  old.  Until  about  nine  days  preyiousy  he  had  been 
a  fine,  healthy  child,  but,  from  tflat  time,  a  wasting  fever  had  attacked 
him,  and  now  he  was  ill  unto  death. 

The  Lady  Adelaide,  her  eyes  blinded  with  tears,  knelt  beaide  him, 
gazing  on  his  colourless  face.  The  count  himself  was  gently  roblnng 
his  little  hands  to  try  and  ezdte  some  warmth  in  them. 

*'  Do  you  not  think  he  looks  a  little,  a  very  little  better  ?"  demanded 
the  lady,  anxioasly. 

The  nurse  hesitated.  She  did  not  think  so,  bat  she  was  unwilling  to 
say  what  she  thoaght 

"  His  hands — are  they  any  warmer,  Giovanni  ?" 

The  count  shook  his  head,  and  the  nurse  spoke.  '^  There  will  be  hope, 
madam,  if  this  last  medicine  should  take  efiect." 

The  Lady  Adelaide  pressed  her  lips  upon  the  infant's  damp  forehead, 
and  burst  into  renewed  tears. 

*' You  will  be  ill,  Adehude,"  said  her  husband.  "This  incessant 
watching  is  bad  for  you.    Let  me  persuade  you  to  take  an  hour's  rest.** 

She  motioned  in  the  negative. 

*'  Indeed,  madam,  but  you  ought  to  do  so^"  interposed  Lueresiay  who 
was  present :  '*  these  many  ni^ts  you  have  passed  without  sle^ ;  and 
your  health  so  delicate  I" 

"  Lie  down — lie  down,  my  love,"  interposed  her  husband,  "if  only  for 
a  short  time." 

Again  she  refiised;  but  at  length  they  induced  her  to  comply,  her 
husband  promising  to  watch  over  the  child,  and  to  let  her  know  if  there 
should  be  the  slightest  change  in  him.  He  passed  his  arm  round  his 
wife  to  lead  her  from  the  chamber,  for  she  was  painfully  weak;  bat  they 
had  scarcely  gone  ten  steps  from  the  door,  when  a  prolonged,  shrill 
scream,  as  of  one  in  unutterable  terror,  reached  their  ears.  They  rushed 
back  again. 

The  nurse  sat,  still  supporting  the  child,  but  with  her  eyes  dilating  and 
fixed  on  one  comer  of  the  room,  and  her  face  rigid  with  norror.  It  was 
she  who  had  screamed. 

"  My  child !  my  child !"  groaned  the  Lady  Adelaide. 

"Nurse,  what  in  the  name  of  ibe  Holy  Virgin  is  the  matter?"  ex* 
claimed  the  count,  perceiving  no  alteration  m  the  infiuit.  "  You  look  as 
if  you  had  seen  a  spectre !" 

"  I  have  seen  one,"  shuddered  the  nurse. 

"  What  have  you  been  dreaming  of  ?"  he  returned,  angrily. 

"  As  true  as  that  we  are  all  assembled  here,  my  lord,"  continued  the 
nurse,  solemnly,  "  I  saw  the  spirit  of  Grina  Montani!" 

A  change  came  over  the  Lord  of  Visinara's  countenance,  but  he  spoke 
not ;  whilst  the  Lady  Adelaide  clung  to  her  husband  in  fear,  and  Lucresia 
darted  into  the  midst  of  the  group,  and  laid  hold  of  the  nurse's  chair. 

"  What  absurdity  I"  uttered  the  count,  recovering  himself.  "  How 
could  such  an  idea  enter  your  head  ?" 

"  Were  it  the  last  word  I  had  to  speak,  my  lord,"  continued  the  womaOy 
"  and  to  my  dying  day,  I  will  maintain  what  I  assert     I  saw  but  now 
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the  ghost  of  Gina  MontanL  It  was  in  a  mght-dress,  and  stood  there,  bx 
away,  where  the  hunp  casts  its  shade." 

^  Nonsense  I"  said  the  count,  abstractedly.  ''  Pray  did  you  see  any- 
Umig:  ?'•  he  continued,  b^iteringly,  to  Lucreria,  and  to  «.ot£er  attendant 
wno  was  in  the  room. 

They  answered  in  the  negative :  btft  Lucrena  was  white,  and  shook 
oonyulsirely. 

At  this  moment,  a  wild,  frantic  soh  burst  firom  the  Lady  Adelaide. 
The  child  was  dead! 

V. 

Maut  months  again  slipped  hy,  with  little  to  distinguish  them  save 
the  decreasing  strength  of  the  Ldidy  Adelaide.  She  had  been  wasting 
slowly  away  ever  since  the  shock  given  to  her  heart  at  discovering  her 
husband's  love  for  Gina  Montani.  She  loved  him  passionately,  and  she 
knew  it  was  unrequited ;  for  the  affections  once  bestowed,  as  his  had  been, 
can  never  be  recalled  and  riven  to  another.  The  illness  of  the  mind  had 
its  effect  upon  the  body;  she  became  worse  and  worse,  and,  after  the  birth 
of  a  second  child,  it  was  evident  that  she  was  sinking  rapidly. 

She  lay  upon  the  stately  bed  in  her  magnificent  chamber,  about  which 
were  scattered  many  articles  consecrated  to  her  girlhood,  or  to  her  happy 
hridal,  and,  as  such,  precious.  Seated  hy  the  bedside  was  her  husband ; 
one  hand  clasping  hers,  in  the  other  he  held  a  cambric  handkerchief,  with 
which  he  occasionally  wiped  her  languid  brow. 

«  Bear  with  me  a  little  longer,  my  husband — ^but  a  short  time." 

''  Bear  with  you,  Adelaide !"  he  repeated ;  '^  would  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin  you  might  be  spared  to  me !" 

*'  It  is  impossihle,"  she  sighed,  pressing  his  hand  upon  her  wasted 
bosom. 

**  Adelaide"  —  he  hesitated;  after  awlule — '' I  would  ask  you  a 
question — a  question  which,  if  vou  can,  I  entreat  that  you  will  answer." 

She  looked  at  him  inquiringly,  and  he  resumed,  in  a  low  voice : 

«<  What  became  of  Gina  Montani  V 

Even  amidst  the  pallid  hue  of  death,  a  hectic  flush  appeared  in  her 
cheeks  at  the  words.  She  gasped  once  or  twice  with  agitation  hefore 
she  could  speak. 

*'  Bring  not  up  that  subject  now ;  the  only  one  that  came  between  us 
to  disturb  our  peace— -the  one  to  which  I  am  indehted  for  my  death.  I 
am  lying  dying  before  you,  Griovanni,  and  you  can  think  but  of  her." 

^*  My  love,  why  will  yxm  so  misunderstand  me  ?" 

<'  These  thoughts  excite  me  dreadfully,"  she  continued.  *^  Let  us 
hanish  them,  if  you  would  have  peace  visit  me  in  dying." 

'^  May  your  aeath  be  hx  away  yet,"  he  sighed. 

'^  Ah!  1  trust  so — a  littie  longer-— a  few  days  with  you  and  my  dear 
child !"  And  the  count  clasped  ms  hands  togeUier  as  he  silentiy  echoed 
lier  prayer. 

''  WUl  you  reach  me  my  small  casket?"  she  continued.  ''  I  put  a 
few  trinkets  in  it  yesterday,  to  leave  as  tokens  of  remembrance.  I  must 
show  you  how  I  wish  them  bestowed." 

He  rose  from  his  seat,  and  looked  about  the  room ;  but  he  could  not 
find  the  jewel-case. 

'<  The  small  one^  Giovanni,"  she  sud;  '^not  my  diamond  casket. 
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I  tbou^^ht  it  was  in  the  mosaic  catnnet.  Or,  poBhapSy  they  may  have 
taken  it  into  my  dressing-room." 

He  went  into  the  adjoining  apartment,  and  had  found  the  missmg 
easkety  when  a  wild  shriek  of  horror  from  the  lips  of  the  Lady  Adelaide 
smote  upon  his  ear.  He  was  in  an  instant  at  the  bedeidei  rapportii^ 
her  in  his  arms ;  the  attendants  Ibo  came  nmning  in. 

'*  My  dearest  Adelaide,"  he  uttered,  ''  what  is  it  that  eaceites  ytm 
thus?" 

But  his  inquiries  were  in  vain.  She  lay  in  his  aims,  sobUiig  coo- 
Yulsively,  and  clinging  to  him  as  if  in  deep  fear.  Broken  words  came 
from  her  at  length  : 

^'  I  looked  up — when  you  were  away — and  aaw — there,  in  that  dark- 
ened recess — her.     I  did — ^I  did,  Giovanni  1" 

*^  Whom  ?"  he  said,  becoming  very  pale. 

«  Her— Gina  MontanL  She  was  in  white — a  long  dress  it  eeemed. 
Oh!  Giovanni,  leave  me  not  again." 

^'  I  will  never  leave  you,  AdeUnde.  But,  this — it  must  have  been  a 
fiuicy — an  illusion  of  the  imagioatioii.  We  had  just  been  speaking 
of  her." 

''  You  remember,"  she  sobbed,  '^  the  night  our  diild  died<-~-fxai8e  saw 
the  same  spectre.     It  may—-" 

The  lady's  voice  failed  her,  and*  her  hnsbaad  started,  for  a  rapid 
change  was  taking  place  in  her  ooontenanoe. 

^'  I  am  dying,  Giovanni,"  she  uttered,  dinging  to  him,  and  trembling 
to  the  utmost  extent  of  nervous  terror.  *'  (Hi,  support  me  I  A  doctor 
—a  priest — Father  Ansdbno^^where  are  they?  ELe  gave  me  abso- 
lution, he  said.  Then  why  does  the  lemembraace  of  ihe  deed  come 
back  ag^ain  now?  They  would  not  have  done  it  widioat  my  sanction. 
Giovanni,  my  husband — protect  and  love  our  child — desert  nim  never. 
Giovanni,  I  say,  can  they  indeed  forgive— or  does  it  rest  above?  If 
so,  oh!  why  did  I  have  her  lolled?  Giovaani,  who  is  it — Father  An- 
selmo? — God? — who  is  to  fer^ve  ne?     It  vxu  murder!     Giovanni, 

where  are  you?    My  sight  is  going — Giovanni ^"     Her  voice  died 

away,  and  the  count  bowed  his  head  down  in  hb  ai^^oish,  whilst  the 
attendants  pressed  forwards  to  lack  at  her  oountananoe.  The  Lady 
Adelaide  had  passed  from  amongst  the  living. 

VL 

It  was  many  years  after  the  death  of  the  Lady  Adelaide,  that  several 
workmen  were  engaged  making  some  extensive  alterations  in  the  Castle 
of  Yisinara,  preparatory  to  the  second  mtarriage  of  its  lord,  who  wss 
about  to  espouse  the  lovely  Elena  di  Capella.  They  were  taking  down 
the  walls  of  a  secret  passage,  or  corridor,  leading  out  of  t^e  chapel  to 
the  neighbouring  monastery. 

Standing,  looking  on,  was  tbe  count,  still,  to  all  appearance,  youthful, 
though  he  was,  in  reality,  some  years  past  thirty,  but  his  features  were 
of  a  cast  that  does  not  quickly  age.  By  his  side  stood  a  fair  boy  of 
seven  years  old.  It  was  the  heir  of  Yisinara.  He  was  an  open-hearted, 
engaging  child,  with  a  smiling  countenance,  on  which  might  be  traced 
his  father's  features,  whilst  he  had  inherited  his  mothei^s  soft  blue  eyes 
and  her  sunny  hair. 

''What  a  while  yon  are!"  exclaimed  the  diild,  looking  on,  with 
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boyish  impatience,  to  see  the  walls  come  down.     <'  You  should  hit 
harder." 

<<  The  walls  are  very  thick,  Alberto,**  oliserved  his  father.  <<  All  these 
niches,  which  have  been  blocked  up«  and  in  the  olden  time  contained 
statues,  have  to  come  down  also." 

'*  They  are  taking  down  a  niche  noVr,  are  they  not,  papa  7* 

*'  Not  yet.  They  are  removing  the  wall  which  has  been  built  before 
it     It  appears  fresher,  too,  than  the  rest ;  of  more  recent  date." 

"  It  seems  extraordinarily  fresh,  my  lord,"  observed  one  of  the  work- 
men. ''  The  materials  are  old,  but  it  has  certsunly  been  rebuilt  withini 
a  few  years — within  ten,  I  should  say." 

"  Not  it,"  laughed  the  count.  '*  These  corridors  have  not  been 
touched  during  my  lifetime." 

*•  This  portion  of  them  has,  my  lord,'  you  may  rely  upon  it" 

As  the  workman  spoke,  the  remainder  came  down  with  a  tremendous 
crash,  leaving  the  niche  exposed  to  view.  There  was  no  statue  there-— 
but  the  corpse  of  the  unfortunate  Gina  Montani,  standing  upright  in  her 
night-dress,  was  revealed  to  their  sight  It  was  nearly  as  iresh  as  if  she 
had  departed  but  yesterday,  having  been  excluded  from  the  air.  The 
features,  it  is  true,  were  scarcely  to  be  recognised,  but  the  hair — ^the  long 
brown  curls  falling  on  her  nedc — was  the  same  as  ever. 

This  was  her  horrible  death  then — ^to  be  walled  up  alive. 

The  Count  di  Visinara  grew  sick  and  faint  as  he  gazed.  Before  he 
had  time  to  collect  his  startled  thoughts,  the  child  pulled  at  and  clung  to 
his  arm. 

"  Papa,  take  me  away.  What  is  that  dreadful  thing  there  ?  You  look 
white  and  cold  too,  not  as  you  always  do.  Oh,  what  is  it  ?  Dear,  dear 
papa,  take  me  from  here.*' 

The  workmen  were  affiighted  and  shook  with  fear — perhaps  more 
frightened  though  less  shocked  than  the  count.  But  one  of  them,  par- 
tially recovering  himself,  touched  the  corpse  with  an  implement  he  had 
been  using  for  his  work,  and  down  it  came,  a  heap  of  dust 

The  Lord  of  Visinara  turned,  and  with  steps  that  tottered  under  him, 
bore  his  child  back  to  the  castle. 

VIL 

You  may  hear  in  Italy,  unto  this  day,  various  versions  of  this  tradition. 
One  will  tell  you  that  the  Lord  of  Vismara  offered  moneys  and  treasures, 
even  to  the  half  of  his  possesnons,  unto  the  monks,  if  they  would  lay  the 
troubled  spirit  of  Grina  Montani,  but  that,  although  they  tried  hard,  they 
could  not  do  it.  Another  version  goes,  that  the  friars  would  not  try,  for 
that  no  heretic's  soul  may  be  prayed  for  in  the  Roman  Catholic  Church. 
But,  however  the  monks  maynave  settled  it  amongst  themselves,  all  ver- 
nons  of  the  history  hold  together  in  one  particular,  and  that  is,  that  the 
ghost  was  not  laid ;  that  it  never  would  be,  and  never  could,  but  still 
wanders  upon  the  earth.  And  I  can  tell  you  that  you  had  better  profess 
£edth  in  it  too,  if  you  go  amongst  the  Italians,  unless  you  like  to  be  looked 
upon  as  a  ^ood-for-nothing  unbeliever,  not  a  degree  better  than  she  was. 

Several  descendants  of  Giovanni,  the  Lord,  and  Adelaide,  the  Lady  of 
Visinara,  are  still  scattered  about  Italy,  though  greatly  reduced  in  station. 
And  the  accredited  betiief  is,  that  wl^never  oeiith  is  going  to  remove  one 
of  these,  the  spirit  of  the  ill-fated  Gina  Montani  appears  and  shows  itself 
to  them  in  dying. 


(  «*  ) 


MR.  HOSEINS*S  SPAIN* 

The  things  that  seem  uniformly  to  strike  the  stranger  on  first  enter- 
ing Spain  from  France,  are  the  pine  forests  and  corkwoods,  towns  with 
stone  walls  and  ramparts,  and  streets  of  Oriental  narrowness, — and  disfaea 
made  unpalatable  with  garHc,  strong  oil,  and  safiron.  Then  again,  with 
the  Cataionians,  every  patch  of  land,  good  or  bad,  is  made  the  most  of, 
and  guarded  often  with  its  picturesque  hedge  of  aloes,  and  sometimes  the 
prickly  pears.  The  backgroimd  to  these  views  consists  of  a  line  of  hills^ 
studded  with  villages,  picturesque  churches,  little  chapels,  and  other 
buildings. 

''  The  villages  and  little  towns  we  passed  through,"  says  Mr.  Hoskins, 
**  seemed  well  built ;  the  windows  ot  some  of  the  houses  were  adorned 
with  architectural  ornaments,  which  were  curious  and  often  elegant ;  and 
the  fronts  of  the  houses  were  frequently  decorated  with  fr^esooes,  in  a 
pleasing  and  tasteful  manner.  The  roads,  however,  in  the  country  are 
rarely  good,  and  in  the  towns  and  villages  execrable."  Every  town  has 
its  principal  street  or  thoroughfare.  Barcelona  has  its  Rambla,  a  noble 
and  very  wide  street,  nearly  one  thousand  yards  long,  with  a  broad  pro- 
menade in  the  centre,  planted  with  trees.  ^'The  Rambla,"  says  our 
traveller,  *'  is  everything  at  Barcelona."  In  the  Rambla  are  the  best 
hotels — the  Orient  and  the  Quatre  Nations.  In  the  Rambla  are  the  best 
theatres,  open  day  and  night  to  gratify  the  tastes  of  a  pleasure-loving 
people.  In  the  Kambla  are  the  diligence-offices,  the  postroffice,  and  the 
consular  residences.  None  should  visit  Barcelona  without  abo  making 
an  excursion  to  the  convent  of  Montserrat.  Here  is  a  miraculous  imag^ 
of  the  Virgin,  concerning  which  Mr.  Hoskins  relates  quaint  legends  from 
''  Ford,"  adding  that  he  was  surprised  to  see  that  the  Virgin  was  black 
in  the  face.  Mr.  Hoskins  saw  a  pilgrim  to  the  shrine  of  this  negro- 
Virgin,  with  his  hands  full  of  wild  flowers,  as  if  he  thought  it  better  to 
make  such  an  offering  than  appear  empty-handed. 

Tarragona  has  its  Kambla,  a  Roman  aqueduct  in  a  wild  and  desolate 
situation,  and  its  tutelar  saint  Tecla,  whose  history  impugns  the  morality  of 
Saint  FauL  Crossing  the  Cenia,  the  red  or  brown  long  cap  is  changed  for 
the  gay  handkerchief,  tied  like  a  turban  round  the  head.  Instead  of  the 
dark  trousers  of  the  Cataionians,  the  Valencians  have  a  kind  of  wide 
loose  drawers,  which  reach  to  about  the  knee,  exactly  similar  to  what 
many  of  the  Arab  tribes  wear.  A  portion  of  the  stocking  fits  tight  on 
the  leg  from  the  knee  to  the  ankle,  and  a  picturesque  sandal,  with  its 
cord,  is  the  only  shoe  used  by  the  Valeucian  peasant.  When  their  gay, 
picturesque  blanket  of  many  colours  is  gracefully  thrown  around  their 
shoulders,  a  more  Oriental  dress,  to  set  off  their  light  figures  and  Moorish 
features,  cannot  well  be  conceived. 

Valencia  owes  everything  to  the  Moors,  and  Oriental  blood  no  doubt 
still  flows  in  the  veins  of  the  people.  If  Barcelona  and  Tarragona  have 
their  Ramblas,  the  City  of  Mirth,  as  the  Arabs  called  Valencia,  has  its 
Alameda,  and  its  tower  Del  Mig^elete,  frt>m  whence  a  most  varied, 
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sparkling,  and  novel  scene  is  descried.     Indeed,  it  is  only  from  thence 
that  the  city  of  the  Cid  can  be  duly  appreciated. 

It  was  truly  a  splendid  view.  The  blue  Mediterranean,  bounded  by  the 
horizon,  was  sprinkled  with  vessels  ploughing  their  way  to  distant  lands,  and 
the  large  lake  of  Albufera  stretches  in  the  distance  along  the  coast,  apparently 
placid  and  without  a  ripple  on  its  waters,  her  angry  mood  having  calmed  down 
more  rapidly  than  her  neighbour,  the  still  ruffled  sea. 

Ti)e  magnificent  Huerta,  which  surrounds  the  city,  is  bounded  almost  on  all 
sides,  except  towards  the  sea,  by  picturesque  ranges  of  mountains,  and  studded 
with  villages,  with  their  churches  and  towers ;  such  a  number  of  farms  and 
thatched  cottages,  white  and  glittering  in  the  sun,  that  the  whole  plain  seems 
one  vast  village,  planted  with  carrob-trees,| poplars,  mulberries,  pnckly  pears, 
olives,  and  some  few  palm-trees.  Sometimes  more  imposing  edifices  are  dis- 
tinguishable, such  as  II  Convento  de  los  Reyes ;  but  generally  the  buildings 
are  cottages,  myriads  of  little  white  specks  in  a  field  of  verdure,  as  countless  in 
number  as  the  stars,  which  in  these  cloudless  skies  are  visible  at  night. 

The  foreground  to  tills  splendid  view  is  the  city  of  the  Cid,  glittering  with 
its  numerous  towers,  as  picturesque  as  the  Italian  campaniles,  domes  of  various 
coloured  tiles,  and  the  magnificent  Moorish-looking  gates,  the  splendid  build- 
ing, now  the  tobacco  manufactory,  the  immense  faubourgs  of  the  city,  and 
houses  which,  from  the  extreme  narrowness  of  the  streets,  seem  to  be  one 
mighty  conglomerated  mass  of  habitations.  The  towers  appear  to  be  generally 
of  the  same  style  of  architecture,  square  or  octagonal,  with  flat  balconies  on 
the  summits,  surrounded  by  balustrades ;  beneath  the  latter  are  arched  win- 
dowsy  lighting  the  chambers  where  the  bells  are  suspended,  and  on  the  flat 
balconies  there  are  generally  lanterns. 

The  domes  of  the  Escuela  Pia,  and  of  the  governor's  house,  formerly  a  con- 
vent, with  its  gay  roof,  are  very  conspicuous.  The  two  splendid  lofly  towers,* 
Puerta  de  Cuale  and  the  Puerta  de  SerromOj  with  their  battlements,  appear 
to  be  Moorish. 

The  lantern  of  the  tower  of  the  church  of  San  Nicolas  rests  on  arches 
erected  on  the  balcony,  and  is  very  elegant ;  and  the  tower  of  St.  Louis  is  also 
good.  The  unfinished  centre  tower  of  the  cathedral  is  best  seen  from  here. 
The  whole  of  the  exterior  is  decorated  with  pointed  arches,  filled  with  tracery. 
The  houses  with  their  flat  roofs,  the  Flora  and  the  agriculture,  and,  still  more, 
the  swarthy  peasants  of  Valencia,  with  their  Oriental  costumes,  reminded  us 
continually  of  the  dominion  of  the  Moors,  the  most  fiiscinating  period  of 
Spanish  history. 

The  scene  before  us  was  one  immense  hive  of  industry ;  the  roads  and  fields- 
were  crowded  with  labourers*  carts,  and  oxen.  The  hydraulic  art  of  the  East  is 
the  useful  legacy  which  the  Moors  left  to  the  Valencians,  and  this  mighty  plain, 
is  covered  with  a  network  of  canals  and  acqueducts.  The  Arab  shaduf  is  there, 
and  my  old  friends  (foes?),  the  Egyptian  Sakiyas,  creek  on  the  plain  as  the 
oxen  drag  round  the  stiff*  wheels  which  raise  the  strings  of  water-jars  from  the 
wells. 

It  was  at  Valencia  that  Mr.  Hoskins*8  artistic  researches  may  be  said 
to  haye  commenced  in  earnest.  These  researches  were  evidently  the  pro- 
minent object  of  his  journey.  He  has  had  his  predecessors  in  the  inves- 
tig;ation  of  these  treasures  of  the  Peninsula,  none  of  whom  are  more  de- 
serving of  eulogy  than  Ford.  Mr.  Sterling  and  Sir  Francis  Head  have 
also  published  admirable  works  on  the  Spanish  artists,  and  Mr.  Hoskins' 
has  availed  himself  of  the  materials  collected  by  these  gentlemen,  and  has' 
added  to  them,  as  introductory  to  the  exploration  of  cathedrals,  churches, 
museums,  and  private  galleries,  hiograpmcal  notices  of  .which  he  appears 
to  have  compiled  beforehand,  a  little  dictionary,  more  convenient,  he  says^ 
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for  the  pocket  than  that  of  Bennndez,  which  is  not  to  be  hoagbt  m 
London. 

Valencia  boasts  of  a  distinguished  school  of  painters,  and  no  wonder 
they  were  splendid  colouiists.     Among  these  was  Vicente  Joanes,  justly^ 
it  is  said,  called  the  Spanish  Raphael,  and  who^  like  Fra  Angeiico,  never 
undertook  any  sacred  subject  without  confessing  and  praying  for  assist- 
ance ;  hence  his  Christs  are  said  to  appear  almost  the  resuha  of  inspira- 
tion.    Francisco  de  Ribalta,  to  whose  g«nins,  as  in  numy  other  well 
known  instances,  love  supplied  the  stimulus.     Spag^oletto,  who  caused 
the  death  of  Domenichino,  and  who  himself  died  of  distress  at  the  seduc- 
tion of  his  daoght^  by  Don  Juan  of  Austria.     Spagnoletto,  or^  more 
properly,  Josef  de  Bibera,  is  better  known  in  Englimd  than  any  otfasr 
Spanish  painter,  except,  perhaps,  Munllo.     Esteban  Maroh,  hsaooa  £tm 
hu  battle  scenes,  and  who  used  to  ezdte  Ms  imaginadon  to  the  proper 
pitch  by  beating  a  drum  or  blowing  a  tnunpet,  and  then,  like  Don 
Quixote,  fighting  the  walls  with  his  sword.     Jacinte  Geronimo  de  Espi- 
nosa,  the  Spanish  IVGchael  Angelo,  and  others  of  considerable  merit.     It 
is  to  be  observed^  however,  that  all  the  masters  of  the  Valencia  school, 
with  such  few  exceptions  as  not  dispiOTe  the  rule,  studied  and  were  formed 
in  the  Italian  school,  and  that  in  its  most  palmy  daiySk     What  we  have 
said,  however,  will  serve  to  show  how  much  there  is  to  interest  the  heart 
and  the  imagination  in  these  little  biographies  of  the  Spanidi  masters;  tlie 
records  of  &eir  works — valuable  in  an  artistic  point  of  view — seaitselj 
possess  the  same  interest  There  is  frequent  repetition  in  a  school  so  pre- 
eminently Roman — beautifol  ''Madonnas;^  expressive   ''Ecce  Homos^" 
Raphaelesque  "  ^^]y  Families/'  ''  Last  Suppers,"  the  '^  Nativity,'^  the 
(<  Descent  ftrom  the  Cross,"  "  Virgin  and  Child," and  other  pictures  illas- 
trative  of  the  Old  and  the  New  Testament,  meet  one  at  every  angle  of  a 
church  or  galley,  intermixed  with  the  usual  proportion  of  pictured  Icgenda 
of  the  saints.     To  say  that  some  of  these  are  exquisite,  some  harsh,  sonie 
wanting  in  dignity  or  grandeur,  others  in  colouring,  cannot  possess  mneh 
interest,  except  to  those  who  are  going  to  see  the  pictures  themselves,  or 
are  in  hopes  one  day  of  doing  so. 

Some  of  the  churches  of  Valencia  are  churrigueresque  in  their  oma^ 
ments.  This  is  a  term  used  in  Spun  for  all  tasteless  rococo  monstrositiea. 
We  wonder  how  many  churches  so  ornamented  are  ix>  be  found  through- 
out those  countries  where  the  Roman,  Greek,  and  Armenian  forms  of 
worship  prevail.  It  is  remarkable,  that  when  an  artist  indulges  in  the 
churrigueresque,  he  almost  always  has  a  prediliction  for  the  diabolesqne. 
The  lower  regions,  purgatory  and  Satan,  being  favourite  subjects  with 
such  geniuses. 

One  day  Mr.  Hoskins,  when  in  Valencia,  observed  erected  in  several 
of  the  little  squares  and  places,  wooden  pedestals  six  or  twelve  feet  square, 
covered  with  linen  or  doth,  and  on  tnese  pedestals  groups  of  figures, 
sometimes  whole  fomiles,  only  one  instance  of  a  single  figure  representing 
a  countryman.  There  was  no  fun,  says  our  author  in  the  comporitions^ 
except  in  one  well-dressed  group,  representing  a  cavalier  fanning  a  lady 
who  was  seated  in  a  chair,  and  by  some  mechanism  the  fiin  was  always 
at  work.  At  the  close  of  the  day,  a  bonfire  wa[s  made  of  each  of  these 
representations.  They  were  the  Valencian  Falce,  erected  by  the  cax^- 
penteis  of  Valencia  in  honour  of  their  saint,  St.  Joseph,  the  husband  of 
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ihft  Yirgm.  Whi4  would  the  stero  Moors,  wonhippen  of  a  ''jealous 
God,"  have  tiiooght  of  sudi  solemn  tom-foolerj.  Superstitious  barba- 
zisins  without,  as  Mr.  HoAins  says,  any  inn  to  reHeve  their  childishness. 

Mr.  Hoskins  made,  he  says,  some  cheap  purchases  in  Valencia,  and  the 
search  for  these  took  him  into  the  private  dwellings  of  the  people. 
''  Having  visited,"'  he  says,  ''  with  a  Spaniard  more  than  a  score  of  houses 
of  all  ranks,  most  of  them  not  in  the  nabit  of  receiving  strangers,  but  all 
eivil  and  polite  in  the  extreme,  I  have  remarked  invariably  Uie  greatest 
deanfiness  and  comfort,  I  night  almost  say  Dutch  cleanliness.  The  floors 
of  the  ante-room9  and  halls  often  consisted  <^  beaatifnl  azulejos,  and  the 
saloons  were  generally  covered  with  mats,  except  in  the  best  rooms  of  rich 
houses,  where  there  was  always  a  carpet,  omn  skins  of  wild  animals, 
tigers,  and  panthers ;  and  near  a  comfortable  sofa  there  was  always  a 
circle  of  chairs  for  the  evening  tertullia ;  some  of  them  w^e  covered 
with  damask,  and  others  commoner  than  we  would  use  in  onr  kitchem; 
alabaster  clocks,  cabinets,  and  marbles,  ornament  the  saloons  of  even 
tradesmen,  and  ofiten  the  waUs  of  the  rooms  I  saw  were  covered  with 
paintings  with  great  names,  but  not  a  tolerable  one  amongst  them." 

A  good  picture  is,  accoidii^  to  this,  the  exception  to  the  rule  in  Spain; 
and,  at  the  academy  of  Valencia^  Mr.  Hoskins  describes  the  students  who 
were  numerous,  and  studying  eratis,  as  engaged  in  copying  poor  copies  of 
the  works  of  Mengs.     Of  ihe  houses,  also,  our  author  says  : 

Some  of  the  entrances  into  the  palaces  are  handsome,  but  frequently 
churngueresque ;  and  I  admire  more  those  of  the  houses  of  less  pretension, 
whith  are  always  very  neat,  and  often  handsome,  with  marble  stairs,  handsome 
balustrades,  and  courts  ornamented  with  arched  colonnades,  frequently  deco- 
rated with  statues,  and  always  scrupulously  dean.  The  open  arcades  under 
the  roofs  are  very  Oriental,  and  extremely  picturesque ;  charming  bits  of  archi- 
tecture are  continually  seen,  which  are  sometimes  Moorish  and  sometimes 
Gothic.  The  interior  of  the  houses  is  frequently  paved  with  the  beautiful 
Valencian  tiles,  which  are  tastefully  painted,  and,  being  glazed,  are  not  injured 
by  being  flashed,  and  always  look  clean  and  cool. 

English,  who  carry  their  nationalities  everywhere,  were  not  wanting 
in  Valencia.  Mr.  Hoskins  relates  that,  while  he  was  admiring  the  Ri- 
haltas  in  the  church  of  the  Colegio  de  Corpus,  into  which  ladies  are  not 
admitted  except  in  mantillas. 

We  heard  a  terrific  ringing  of  a  bell,  which  startled  my  conductor,  as  if 
the  building  had  been  on  fire.  An  English  lady  had  followed  her  bus- 
band  into  the  forbidden  precincts  of  the  college,  and,  frightened  at  the 
solitariness  of  the  large  court,  and  not  knowing  what  animal  in  the  shape 
of  a  monk  or  a  student  might  pounce  upon  her,  or  wearied  with  waiting,  or 
envying  her  husband's  prolonged  enjoyment  of  the  Ribaltas,  she  seized  the 
rope,  and  gave  it  such  a  tug,  that  priests  and  scholars  rushed  out  of  their 
rooms  to  see  what  was  the  matter.  At  first  they  looked  indignant  at  the  in- 
truder ;  but  her  triumphant  smile,  when  she  saw  her  husband,  restored  them 
to  their  good-humour,  and  they  merely  said  *'  Inglese,"  that  word  being  an 
apology  for  anything. 

We  wonder  whether  the  gentleman  also  wore  a  **  triumphant  smile" 
on  his  &cej  when  summoned  so  imperiously  £rom  his  beloved  Ribaltas. 
Valencia  is  under  the  protection  of  a  samt — San  Vicente  de  Ferrer, 
whose  miracles  are  of  an  unusual  cast. 

He  is  the  male  Lucina  of  Valencia,  and  possessed  the  gift  of  miracles  to 
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such  a  degree,  that  he  is  said  to  have  performed  them  almost  nnoonaciously, 
-and,  not  unfrequently,  in  a  sort  of  frolic.  Being  applied  to  on  a  certain  oc- 
casion, by  a  young  married  lady,  whom  the  idea  of  approaching  maternity 
kept  in  a  state  of  constant  terror,  the  eood-natured  saint  desired  her  to  dismiss 
her  fears,  as  he  was  determined  to  taiKe  upon  himself  whatever  inconvenience 
or  trouble  there  might  be  in  the  case.  Some  weeks  had  elapsed,  when  the 
good  monk,  who  had  forgotten  his  engagement,  was  heard  in  the  dead  of 
night  roaring  and  screaming,  in  a  manner  so  unusual  and  so  little  becoming  a 
professed  saint,  that  he  drew  the  whole  community  to  his  cell.  Nothing,  fbr 
a  time,  could  relieve  the  mysterious  sufferings,  and,  though  he  passed  the  rest 
of  the  night  as  well  as  could  be  expected,  the  fear  of  a  relapse  would  have  kept 
his  afflicted  brethren  in  painful  suspense,  had  not  the  grateful  husbaod  of  the 
timid  lady  who  was  the  cause  of  tne  uproar  taken  an  early  opportunitf  to 
return  thanks  for  the  unconscious  delivery  of  his  consort. 

We  do  not  see  anything  very  frolicsome  in  thisy  no  more  than  in  the 
circumstance  that  the  saint — ^that  was  to  be — ^barked  in  his  mother's 
womb,  which  was  taken  to  be  a  sure  sig^  that  he  would  turn  out  a 
mastiff,  and  hunt  the  wolves  of  heresy  to  hell.  San  Vicente,  be  it  ob« 
served,  was  a  chief  of  the  Inquisition,  and  preached  a  crusade  against 
the  Jews.  Representations  of  his  miracles  in  the  streets  are  said  to  de- 
light the  sight-loving  Valencians  on  the  Monday  after  Easter  Monday. 
Considering  the  peculiar  character  of  these  miracles,  we  should  think  the 
same  objection  made  by  Mr.  Hoskins  to  those  of  St.  Joseph  '^  that  there 
was  no  fun  in  them,"  would  hardly  be  the  case  then. 

The  hotels  in  Valencia  are  said  to  be  excellent,  and  the  expenses,  in- 
cluding fish  and  meat  breakfasts,  dinners  of  several  courses,  and  large 
rooms,  five  shillings  a-day  each.  But  the  Moors  have  1^  one  un- 
pleasant legacy,  *'  the  fleas,"  according  to  an  Arab  poet,  '^  are  con- 
tinually dancing  there  to  the  music  of  musquitoes."  Mr.  Ford  says  two 
or  three  days  will  amply  suffice  to  see  Valencia  del  Cid.  Mr.  Hoskins 
says,  with  great  deference,  it  is  a  place  of  all  others  to  linger  at.  There 
is  a  fine  school  of  paintings  to  study,  noble  works  of  art,  and  a  truly 
Spanish  city. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hoskins  arrived  at  Alicante  in  a  comfortable  and  social 
manner,  on  the  same  mule's  back,  one  on  one  side,  and  Mrs.  H.,  with 
a  balance  of  a  few  carpet-bags,  on  the  other.     This  picturesque  and 
ancient  port  and  stronghold,  held  by  so  many  nations,  appears  to  have 
had  no  attractions  to  our  travellers,  for,  after  a  hurried  visit  to  the  Mar* 
quis  d'Angolfa's  gallery,  and  laying  in  a   ''  large  Alpujarras   ham,*' 
which  proved  most  useful,  they  started.     Granada  was  the  impulse  now. 
Fine  Oriental  scenery  and  vegetation  around  Elche  and  Orinuela,  fol- 
lowed by  a  dreary  waste,  led  the  way  to  the  rich  plain  of  Murcia,  for 
the  modem  capital,  to  which  the  Spaniards  are  entu^y  indebted  to  the 
Arabs,  who  built  it  with  the  materials  of  a  pre-existing  Roman  city. 
The  chief  things  at  Murcia  were  processions;  1600  men,  out  of  35,000 
inhabitants,   many  of  them  of  respectable  station,  submitting  to  the 
penance  of  carrymg  a  heavy  cross  for  several  hours,  walking  on  their 
bare  feet  over  rough  pavements ;  then  torch  processions ;  and  lastly, 
jealous,  iUiterate  men  (how  could  it  be  otherwise,  where  such  super- 
stitions enthral  the  mind  ?),  and  pretty,  dressy  ladies,  ''  of  easy  virtue, 
and  so  inflammable,  that  the  custom  of  avoiding  propinquity  on  balconies 
or  elsewhere  is  very  requisite." 
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The  spur  of  the  Sierra  Baza  is  passed  after  entering  the  kmgdom  of 
Granada;  and  before  the  city,  so  much  renowned  for  its  beautiful 
scenery  and  splendid  remains,  is  reached,  the  traveller  passes  two  towns 
of  some  magnitude,  considerable  beauty,  and  rich  with  historical  remi- 
niscences— Baza  and  Guadiz«  Mr.  Hoskins's  impressions  on  seeing 
Granada  are  extremely  brief  and  explicit  An  imposing  cathedral,  a 
few  plain  towers,  and  a  few  domes,  many  trees  mingling  with  the 
houses,  the  red  (as  its  Arab  name  testifies)  Aihambra,  and  the  snow- 
dad  summits  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  rising  above  the  white  houses,  and 
that  under  a  burning  sun.  A  French  gentleman,  of  good  family,  who 
had  accompanied  our  travellers  of  late,  perished  in  Granada,  from  accu- 
mulated bHe,  bad  diet,  the  fatigue  and  snaking  of  the  galera  or  diligence 
and  the  cholic  of  the  county. 

We  will  not  follow  Mr.  Uoskins  in  his  explorations  of  the  Aihambra, 
with  Gayangos,  Conde,  Jones,  and  Prescott,  for  guides,  in  addition  to 
Ford ;  he  did  much  that  is  new  and  interestingly  compiled  for  othen^ 
especially  in  the  way  of  translations  of  the  numerous  Arabic  inscriptions. 
The  histoiy  of  St.  James,  the  patron  saint  of  Spain,  is  a  characteristic 
tit-bit. 

The  Virgin  Mary,  it  seems,  sent  this  apostle,  with  twelve  disciples,  into 
Spain,  to  build  a  church  to  her  honour.  When  he  arrived  there  he  rabed  an 
Olid  pagan  prophet  from  the  dead  who  had  been  buried  six  hundred  years,  and, 
having  baptised  him  by  the  name  of  Peter,  consecrated  him  Archbishop  of  Bac 
reza.  One  night,  when  St.  James  was  at  Cassarea  Augusta  (now  Saragossa), 
the  Virein  Mary  came  riding  in  the  air  on  a  jasper  pillar,  attended  by  thou- 
sands of  aneels  singing  Ave  Marias,  and  ordered  dim  to  build  a  church  on  the 
spot,  which  he  did.  Then  he  returned  to  Jerusalem,  where  he  was  martyred. 
Hb  twelve  disciples  carried  his  body  to  Joppa,  and  put  it  on  board  a  marble 
ship,  in  which  they  sailed  with  it  to  Galicia,  whence  tiiey  travelled  to  a  wood 
where  the  city  of  Uonipostella  now  stands,  and  buried  it  in  a  vault,  in  a  marble 
coffin.  About  eight  Imndred  years  afterwards  the  body  was  found  by  Don 
Theodomir.  Bishop  of  Iria ;  ana  the  king  (Alonzo  el  Casto)  built  a  church  over 
it,  and  endowed  it  with  lands.  St.  James  soon  afler  rendered  the  most  signal 
service  to  his  devotees  in  a  war  with  the  Moors.  The  Spaniards  were  then  tri- 
butaries to  them,  and  the  annual  tribute  was  a  hundred  Christian  virgins.  Don 
Kamiro  refused  to  pay.  The  Moors  attacked  him  (at  Clavijo).  Ramiro  raised 
forces,  and  resisted  ;  and  St.  James,  in  full  armour,  riding  on  a  stately  white 
horse  at  the  head  of  the  troops,  mowed  down  whole  squadrons  of  Moors,  and 
freed  Spain  from  the  tribute.  Hence  came  the  rich  and  numerous  military 
order  or  St.  James ;  hence  he  was  made  patron  of  Spain ;  hence  that  knights 
errantry  which  the  author  of  *'Don  Quixote**  endeavoured  to  subdue  by 
ridicule. 

This  is  from  Robinson's  *' Ecclesiastical  Researches."  On  leaving 
Granada,  about  two  leagues  from  Alhama,  renowned  in  story,  our  party 
encoimtered  five  bandits.  Only  one,  however,  had  a  gun,  and  they, 
seeing  the  strength  of  the  party,  moved  oif  to  the  hills.  At  Malaga  there 
are  about  100  English  residents  out  of  a  population  of  96,000.  A  great 
deal  of  Malaga  wine  is  sent  to  Cadiz,  and  thence  forwarded  to  England 
as  sherry.  The  "  sights,"  Mr.  Hoskins  says,  are  seen  in  an  hour  or  two. 
At  the  posada  of  Carratraca,  their  next  station,  there  was  nothing,  not 
even  an  egg  or  a  potato,  so  they  had  to  congratulate  themselves  at  having 
with  them  a  supply  of  ham  and  chicken.  Ronda,  celebrated  for  its  bull- 
fighters and  most  fearless  smugglers  and  brigands,  is  described  as  the 
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prettiest  of  Spinuh  towns.  Near  it  is  the  Tajo,  a  bridge  over  a  dark 
chasm,  upon  tne  picturesqueness  of  which  our  auUioreipatiates  at  length. 
Next  comes  Gruacin,  and  then  Gibraltar,  **^  an  English  town,"  where  Mi* 
Hoskins,  having  lost  his  passport,  had  the  greatest  difficulty  in  obtaining 
another,  not  bemg  able,  with  the  aid  of  letters  of  credit  or  personal  caid 
and  address,  to  satisfy  the  authorities  that  he  was  an  Ekigiishman,  We 
wonder  that  the  fact  of  his  tniTelling  there  was  not  considered  suffidently 
satisfactory  as  to  his  origin. 

Quitting  gladly  the  society  of  rock-scorpions  who  dius  repudiated  their 
countryman,  a  good  dinner  and  plenty  of  fleas  welcomed  them  at  the 
posada  of  Alge^iras.  Mrs.  Hoskins  was  carried  through  the  Trocha  Pass, 
which  has  rather  an  unenriable  distinction  for  smugglers  and  charcoal- 
burners — not  the  most  scrupulous  of  mankind — ^in  a  chair  fastened  to  two 
poles,  and  carried  by  peasants ;  and  the  party  were  also  accompanied  by 
an  escopetero,  or  peasant,  armed  with  a  guii.  At  the  Venta  de  Barca 
the  silence  of  night  was  ^sturbed  by  the  screams  of  ''  a  lady,"  who  had 
jumped  into  her  bed  with  too  much  agility,  and  the  ricketty  a£&ir  came 
down  bodily,  with  a  crash  of  rotten  planks  enough  to  startle  the  strongest 
nerves.  At  Chiclana,  where  invalids  go  to  feed  on  soup  of  long  snakes, 
they  got  the  diligence  to  Cadiz.  The  city  of  the  Phoenicians  struck  the 
party  on  entering  as  perfectly  beautiful — such  a  number  of  handsome 
mouses  and  dean  streets,  but,  like  Malaga,  being  a  commercial  town,  it 
had  little  fine  art 

Seven  hours*  steaming  takes  the  traveller  from  Cadiz  to  the  capital  of 
Andalusia,  and  hills  planted  with  olives  and  orange-trees,  the  elegant 
Qiralda  visible  also  from  a  long  distance,  afford  a  g^reat  relief  to  the 
monotony  of  the  journey  as  Seville  is  approached.  We  wish  ve  oould 
describe  the  riew  from  the  Giralda — ^the  Alcazar,  with  its  Moorish  ardies 
and  towers;  the  squares,  palaces,  convents,  and  gardens;  the  tortuous 
streets,  as  pleasing  as  fresh  white  colouring  and  ereen  paint  can  make 
them ;  but  all  would  be  of  no  use,  for  the  proverb  nas  recorded  that — 

Quien  po  ha  visto  a  SeviUa 
No  ha  visto  a  maravilla. 

From  Serille  to  Cordova  by  diligence.  Mr.  Hoskins  describes  the 
rich  and  populous  capital  of  the  Umayyah  dynasty  as  now  a  miserable- 
looking  town — a  poverty-stricken  place  ;  but,  changed  as  it  is  (its  popu- 
lation of  a  million  sunk  to  forty  thousand),  there  are  still  sufficient  archi* 
tectural  remains  to  recal  its  ancient  glory,  and  time  can  never  destroy 
its  kindred  associations.  From  Cordova  to  Madrid,  two  days'  and  two 
nights'  diligence  travelling;  but  neither  gentleman  nor  lady  were 
&tigued  with  the  exertion,  although  the  former  had  a  severe  attack  o£ 
the  maladie  du  pay$  (the  cholic)  at  Cordova.  As  the  traveller  proceeds 
northwards,  the  beautiful  villages  and  towns  of  the  south  of  Spain  are 
sncceeded  by  wretdied,  dirty-looking  huts,  miserable  hamlets,  and  unin- 
teresting towns — a  generally  undisguised  poverty.  Vegetation  also  un- 
dergoes an  equally  remarkable  change.  The  costume  of  the  inhabitants 
was  also  altered  for  the  worse.  There  was  scarcely  a  bit  of  colouring  to 
be  seen  which  would  not  have  reouired  a  large  mixture  of  buxnt  Sienna ; 
and  notwithstanding  a  draught  of  Valdepenas,  at  the  place  of  that  name, 
and  reminiscences  of  Don  Quixote  at  Quesada,  Mr.  Hoskins  exclumed, 
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in  traversing  La  Mancha,  '<  Alas !  I  fear  there  will  be  no  tolerating  the 
north  of  Spain,  after  the  picturesque  south/' 

Aranjuez,  with  its  royal  residence  and  beautiful  gardens,  its  magnifi- 
cent Alameda,  and  noble  terrace  on  the  Tagus,  awakened  enthusiasm  for 
a  moment ;  and  Toledo,  with  its  splendid  avenue  of  elms,  its  lofty  cathe- 
dral, its  picturesque  buildings  rising  terrace-like,  one  above  another,  the 
Alc^y^r  crowning  the  whole,  completed  the  reconciliation.  With  Mr. 
Hoskins,  Moorish  legends  are  now  changed  for  Gothic  chronicles,  and  he 
10  as  detailed — we  were  going  to  say  as  prolix,  but  it  is  impossible  ^  be 
so  with  such  material  to  work  upon — in  the  one  instance  as  in  the  other. 
Madrid,  even  after  aU  t^at  had  been  seen  before,  was,  fimm  its  fine  situa- 
tion, a  surprise  to  our  travellers.  ^'  The  ap]CHroach,'*  says  Mr.  Hodbdes, 
"  over  ihe  bridge  into  a  plaza  ornamented  with  obelisks  and  statues,  and 
through  the  fine  Alameda,  is  worthy  of  a  great  capital.  It  was  eight 
o'clock  when  we  entered.  The  well-built  streets,  lighted  with  gas,  were 
crowded  to  excess  with  a  smartly -dressed  populatian^  pouring  out  for 
dieir  evening  walk.  Everything  had  the  appearance  of  a  metropolis, 
but  the  ordinary  European  character  of  the  streets,  their  width,  and 
Kgularity,  announce  to  us  that  we  have  reached  another  land,  richer, 
and  perhaps  more  civilised,  but  not  so  picturesque.'^ 

Afiter  a  good  description  of  the  contents  of  die  Eiscurial,  and  a  dis- 
cussion upon  the  school  of  Velasquez  and  Murillo,  we  have  picturesque 
old  Segovia — everything  is  ^^  old"  in  Spain — with  charming  Btreeia  and 
groups  of  houses,  for  die  limner,  but  very  dilapidated  for  the  dweMer 
therein.  Valladolid,  with  its  noble  churches  and  public  buil<]Ung8,  towers, 
"old"  palaces,  and  picturesque  groups  of  houses  with  fantastic  roofs. 
Sad,  ruinous,  deserted,  and  yet  dme-nonoured  Leon.  Burgos,  with  the 
finest  cathedral  in  Spain.  Vittoria  and  Pamplona,  with  reminiscences 
of  British  triumphs,  and,  lastly,  Elisondo,  where  oar  author  ate  a  whc4e 
goose,  leaving  a  (Sicken  for  Mrs.  Hoskins,  and,  with  this  act  of  real  life, 
oeases  the  romance  of  the  work.  The  transition  from  a  kingdom  half  a 
eentury  behind  all  others  to  -the  civilisation  of  France,  left  no  further 
oppertunitjies  for  revelling  in  dreamy  legends,  raking  up  musty  old 
chronicles,  bringing  out  old  gems  of  art  into  the  broad  light  of  day,  and 
eontemplating  ruins,  still  beautiful  in  their  decay,  of  olden  times,  only  in 
the  Hgiit  of  what  admirable  pictures  they  would  make.  There  was  life 
now,  and  with  it  its  dull  r^ilities ;  and  Mr.  Hoskins  takes  an  appro- 
priate and  final  opportunity,  in  thinking  of  this,  to  call  attention  to 
what  is  doing  in  Valencia  in  Spain,  and  in  Mettray  in  France,  in  the 
eause  of  reclnming  young  criminals  and  adult  convicts,  as  worthy  of 
being  introduced  into  this  country.  In  that  which  refers  to  Spain  alone, 
Mr.  Hoskins's  work  is  an  indispensable  companion  to  Ford. 
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Chapter  I. 

THE  HERO  OF  LAUPEN. 

The  8UQ  has  risen  high  ahove  the  Emmenthal,  but  the  rays  which  fieJl 
on  the  snowy  peaks  of  Uie  distant  Oberland  have  not  yet  found  their  way 
into  the  narrow  gorge  through  which  the  rapid  Aar  pours  its  impetnoua 
waters,  after  circling  the  walls  of  Berne. 

That  thickly-wooded  valley  still  lies  in  deep  shadow,  but  on  the  broad 

Eastures  which  rise  behind  the  grey  towers  of  Reichenbach  the  vacheran 
as  long  been  tending  his  her^  and  the  music  of  their  bells  has  loo^ 
floated  on  the  morning  air. 

On  the  rocky  heights  which  crown  the  pine-clad  hills  the  goats  are 
already  browsiog,  and  in  the  meadows  which  clinfi;  to  the  mountain  slope 
the  mower*s  scythe  has  swept  down  many  a  swathe  of  humid  grass  and 
many  an  opening  flower;  not  idly  have  the  oxen  been  yoked  to  the  heavy 
wain,  nor  without  tokens  of  his  toil  has  the  husbandman  bent  over  the 
teeming  earth. 

It  is  a  feudal  period,  and  in  every  land  that  stretches  from  the  Alps  to  the 
ocean,— ^ast,  west,  north,  and  south, — the  mace  and  the  lance  are  often^r 
grasped  than  the  stilts  of  the  plough,  and  the  mailed  hand  more  readily 
wields  the  sword  than  the  sickle.  And  the  hand  of  the  aged  man,  who 
now  in  peaceful  garb  watches  over  the  labour  which  has  made  the  valley 
so  fruitful,  was  once  familiar,  too,  with  the  glaive  and  battle-axe ;  aod 
many  a  well-fought  field  attests  the  valour  of  Rudolph  of  Erlach. 

But  after  the  victory  of  Laupen,  when,  on  the  banks  of  the  Sense,  the 
Swiss  confederates  whom  he  led  defeated  the  hosts  of  Burgundy  and 
Suabia,  the  simple-minded,  unambitious  Rudolph  returned  again  to  the 
vassalage  of  the  Lords  of  Nidau,  and,  hanging  his  conquering  sword 
above  his  hearth-stone,  devoted  his  days  to  the  cultivation  of  the  soil  to 
which  he  had  given  peace.  Twenty  years  had  gone  by  since  that  femous 
battle  with  which  hb  name  is  imperishably  entwined,  and  of  a  numerous 
£amily,  two  sons  and  a  daughter  only  survived.  The  former,  grown  to 
man's  estate,  were  seeking  that  renown  in  arms  which  they  anerwaids 
sealed  with  their  blood  at  the  glorious  fight  of  Sempach ;  and  the  latter, 
a  fair  ^1  of  nineteen,  had  not  yet  left  her  father's  side  to  fulfil  her 
woman  s  destiny. 

But  not  unsought  was  Azaline  von  Elrlach,  for  the  fiime  of  her  beauty 
had  been  bruited  through  the  land,  and  few  were  the  young  unwedded 
knights  of  Berne  who  had  not  striven  for  her  favour,  few  amongst  the 
elder  nobles  who  had  not  coveted  her  dower,  the  wealth  of  Rudolph  being 
as  widely  known  as  his  daughter's  beauty.  Yet  still  she  remained  imwon, 
and  the  Bernese  chivalry  sighed  in  vain.  Tranquilly  and  happily  Azaline 
passed  her  life  in  Erlach's  cottage,  for  such  was  the  simplicity  of  his 
manners,  that,  though  lord  of  vast  domains,  he  had  renounced  the  halls 
and  towers  of  his  Imeage  for  the  rustic  abode,  which  better,  he  said, 
befitted  his  present  occupations.   And  in  the  times  of  which  we  speak,  the 
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practice  of  this  antique  Yiitae  was,  in  Switzerlandy  held  to  be  no  dero-> 
gation. 

It  was*  a  pleasant  sight  to  see  how,  when  the  toils  of  the  day  were 
ended,  Rudolph  ron  Erkch  sat  with  lids  daughter  beneath  the  shade  of 
the  wide-sprcAding  chesnut  which  grew  before  their  dwelling,  with  one 
band  resting  upon  his  long  staff,  and  the  other  clasped  in  that  of  Azaline, 
while  at  his  feet  lay  couched  his  two  £uthfiil  bloodhounds,  Brandmark  and 
Grimm ;  and  ever  as  he  discoursed  to  her  of  the  deeds  of  his  earlier  life,  of 
which  she  loved  to  hear,  the  old  man  would  interrupt  his  story  to  listen  to 
the  shrill  notes  of  the  "  Ranz  des  Vaches"  as  they  echoed  along  the 
▼alley,  or  pause  to  count  the  goats  as  they  passed  leisurely  homeward  to 
their  nightly  shelter  beneath  the  common  roof. 

^*  Tell  me,  father,  once  more  the  story  of  the  field  of  Laupen,"  said 
Azaline  one  evening,  when  thus  th^  were  sitting  together.  **  My  bro- 
thers Arnold  and  Frederick  have  chosen  the  profession  of  arms;  and 
while  yet  the  liberties  of  the  Confederation  are  menaced  by  the  house  of 
Hapsburg,  a  day  may  come  again  when  the  few  will  be  called  to  do  battie 
agunst  the  many.  The  recollection  of  what  was  won  by  the  brave 
mmers  from  the  fierce  Burgundians  shall  sustain  me  in  the  hope  of  vic- 
tory  whenever  our  countrymen  march  against  their  oppressors." 

It  was  an  oft-told  tale ;  but  when  did  age  refrain  m>m  dwelling  on  the 
past,  or  youth  regret  to  listen  to  the  exploits  of  freedom's  heroes  ? 

''  Thus  it  was,  then,  Azaline,"  said  Rudolph  of  Erlach,  <<  in  the  days 
when  the  counts  and  barons  of  Uchtland,  of  Aaigau,  and  of  Burgundy, 
leagued  against  the  city  of  Berne  to  strike  her  to  the  ground. 

*'  I  was  then — as  I  am  now — the  lieger  of  the  house  of  Nidau,  and 
though  I  drew  my  sword  against  Count  Rudolph,  I  never  made  forfeit  of 
the  foalty  I  had  sworn.  I  had  heard  witii  sorrow  that  my  liege  lord  had 
consented  to  join  with  Gerard  of  Valengin,  with  the  Counts  of  Gruy^res, 
and  with  many  of  the  proud  nobles  of  Suabia^  to  destroy  our  liberties,  and 
my  first  effort  was  to  attempt  to  dissuade  Rudolph  of  ]Nidau  from  arming 
against  us  with  our  common  foes.  I  sought  him  in  his  casUe  of  Nidau, 
and  urged  him  to  forbear  while  yet  there  was  time.  I  told  him  that 
victory  was  not  always  witii  the  strong,  and  reminded  him  of  the  fight  of 
Morgarten,  when  the  valiant  Schwytzers  humbled  the  pride  of  Duke 
Leopold  of  Austria ;  adding,  that  the  men  of  Berne  had  hearts  as  brave 
and  weapons  as  rude  as  those  of  the  foresters  on  the  shore  of  the  lake  of 
Egeri ;  but  he  laughed  me  to  scorn,  and  bade  me  return  to  the  rebel 
buTffhers — so  he  called  them — saying,  in  his  pride,  that  out  of  two  hun- 
dred helmets  that  fought  under  his  banner  he  well  could  spare  a  single 
man. 

" '  Be  it  so,  my  lord  count,*  I  replied,  when  all  my  arguments  had 
£uled  to  move  him.  '  I  am,  it  is  true,  but  a  single  man,  but  I  trust  I 
shall  prove  to  you  that  I  am  a  man !'  " 

And  as  he  described  the  scene,  the  aged  features  of  Erlach  glowed  with 
the  hues  of  youth,  and  the  fire  of  manhood  sparkled  in  his  eyes  as  on  the 
day  of  battie. 

"  I  came  back  to  Berne,"  continued  Rudolph,  "  and  rode  into  the  town 
while  the  burghers  were  still  assembled  debating  about  whom  they  should 
choose  to  lead  them  against  the  Burgundian  nobles.  1  had  never  followed 
warfare  for  its  own  sake,  but  my  name  was  not  unknown  in  warlike  annals. 
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and  many  a  bold  burgher,  remembeinig  the  deeds  of  my  hercnc  &ifaer, 
belieyed  that  his  son  was  not  his  unworthy  successor.  They  named  me 
to  the  supreme  command  by  general  aechum,  and  the  Avoyer  of  the  people 
plaoed  in  my  hands  the  banner  of  the  Canton,  charged  with  lhe  en^leiB 
of  the  Bear,  whose  fatal  hug  oar  enemies  hare  so  often  felt. 

*'  I  received  it  reyeneiitly,  and  planting  it  in  the  midst  of  the  mukitiftde 
assembled  in  front  of  St.  Christopher's  Tower,  I  harangued  Ijhe  people. 

«<  Six  lames,  I  told  them,  had  I  «tood  on  the  field  of  hatde  when  ll» 
smaller  number  had  |M«yailed  over  numerous  hosts,  bat  that  to  gun  eaA 
vietories,  subordination  and  discipline  were  the  two  liiings  needful,  and  I 
exacted  from  all  present  implicit  obedience  to  my  commands.  They 
swore  by  the  Creator  and  Ins  saints  to  obey  me  in  all  things ;  and  thea  I 
aaked  them  when  I  should  lead  Ihem  to  battle  ? 

*' '  Immediately,'  was  their  cry. 

^  '  How  fight,'  I  i^ain  demanded. 

^  *  To  the  last  drop  of  Uood,'  was  each  man's  answer. 

*^  I  then  numbered  my  forces,  and  by  moonlight  on  the  mght  of  liie 
20th  of  June,  in  the  thirteen  hundred  ajid  thirty-ninth  year  of  Graoc^ 
there  stood  arrayed  four  thousand  burghers  and  co-burghers  of  Berne, 
nine  hundred  men  firom  the  Forest  Cantons,  three  hundred  youths  front 
Hasli,  and  eighty  horsemen  from  ^  fruthfrd  taty  of  Soienre.  The 
venerable  priest,  Diebold  Baselwind,  who  fi>urht  with  sacred  weapons, 
exhorted  the  army,  and  called  down  upon  it  the  blessing  of  God,  and  of 
our  patron  Saints,  St.  Vincent  and  St.  Ursus ;  and  in  the  stillness  of  llist 
night,  with  Baselwind  bearing  the  host  in  front  of  the  anny,  we  todk  1^ 
road  to  Laupen,  strong  in  the  justace  of  our  cause,  and  resolute  never  to 
turn  back  saye  as  victors." 

"  But  the  odds,  father,  were  fearfully  against  you !"  interrupted 
Asaline. 

^  They  were  as  four  to  one,  ray  child,"  answered  Erlach,  "besides  the 
&parity  of  our  weapons  and  defences,  for  the  diivahy  of  Burgundy  and 
Suabia  were  clothed  in  steel,  and  their  swords  and  spears  were  in  prae- 
tised  hands.  In  that  array  were  seen  the  banners  of  the  Counts  of 
Aarberg,  Valengin,  Nidau,  Neufchatel,  and  Gruy^s,  and  with  them 
marched  full  fifi^en  thousand  men-at-arms,  and  three  thousand  horsemen, 
besides  seven  hundred  lords  with  crowned  helmets,  and  twelve  hundred 
knights  in  complete  armour.  Montenach  was  there  vnth  a  hundred 
helmets, — Furstemberg  with  no  less,— and  the  three  proud  Bishops  of 
Basle,  of  Sion,  and  of  Lausanne,  with  all  the  retainers  they  could  muster. 
He,  too,  was  amongst  them — that  fated  boy,  John  of  Savoy,  whom  his 
fiither,  Lewis,  had  sent  to  compose  matters  between  the  Lords  and  lhe 
Cantons." 

**  And  did  he  join  lhe  camp  against  you  ?"  demanded  Azafine. 

**  The  hot  blood  of  youth,"  replied  Erlach,  "  flows  ever  in  too  swift 
a  current  to  be  checked  by  the  ycnce  of  prudence.  I  would  have  given 
all  my  worldly  possessions,  could  I  have  saved  the  life  of  John  of  Savoy^ 
or  that  of  Rudolph  of  Nidau  ;  but  destiny  had  marked  them  both.  It  is 
at  least  one  comfort  to  remember  that  the  wardship  of  my  fiege  lord's 
diildren  was  afterwards  given  me  by  his  kindred,  as  a  pledge  of  their 
feith  in  my  integrity,  however  I  fought  against  thdr  sire  !" 


The  Fate  of  Jobst  of  Rudenss.  435 

Asaline  kissed  her  iuthery  and  dried  the  tear  that  stole  down  the 
furrows  of  his  cheek,  as  he  recalled  how  Rudolph  of  Nidau  was  slain. 

"  It  was  high  noon,"  pursued  Erladb,  afier  a  pause,  *'  when  I  mar- 
dialled  my  ranks  on  the  j^ain  of  Laupen.  In  front  of  the  almost  count- 
less infantiy  of  the  Soabians  I  set  the  brave  youths  of  Berne.  Thej 
were  tanners  and  butchers,  it  is  true,  not  soldiers  skilled,  but  they  had 
the  hearts  of  men,  and  sudi  weapons  as  thej  carried  they  were  well 
able  to  use. 

''  ^  Where  are  ye  now,  ye  gay  gallants,'  I. cried  to  them,  ^  who,  decked 
with  flowers  and  feathers,  are  ever  the  foremost  in  the  dance  ?  The  fitte 
of  Berne  is  at  this  hoar  in  your  hands.  See !  here  is  Erlach — here  the 
banner  of  your  Canton  1' 

**  Their  ^Aces  were  crimson-red,  as  they  shouted  in  reply : 

^ '  Lead  on — we  follow!'  and  they  dos^  around  the  banner. 

^^  I  made  the  first  attack  with  a  body  of  slingers,  who,  advancing  to 
the  front,  thrice  whirled  the  weapon  of  David,  and  at  every  discbarge 
^u^ee  hundred  stones  scattered  death  amongst  the  mul-dad  men.  The 
^gers  then  retired,  in  obedience  to  my  previous  orders,  but  their  re- 
treat was  thought  to  be  a  flight  by  a  body  of  foresters,  unused  to  war- 
fare, whom  I  had  placed  in  front,  and  who,  panic-stricken,  left  the 
field.  No  fear  possessed  me  when  I  saw  them  run ;  and  the  words  I 
uttered  inspired  the  Bemers  with  fiercer  courage. 

" '  Now,'  I  exclaimed,  '  we  are  sure  to  conquer,  for  all  the  cowards 
have  left  the  army !' 

''  And  these  words  were  nobly  responded  to.  No  longer  resting  in  an 
attitude  of  defence,  and  while  the  knights  and  leaders  of  the  enemy  were 
bringing  up  their  men,  yet  unprepared  to  act,  the  Bemers  fell  upon  them 
with  levelled  pikes  ana  death>dealing  morgenstemSf  and  drove  them 
hack,  with  fearful  slaughter,  like  flocks  of  sheep  before  my  brave  butchers. 
The  numbers  of  the  mercenaries  were  now  their  bane ;  they  fled  in  dis- 
onl^,  bearing  down  those  who  came  to  their  support,  and  horse  and 
loot  were  mingled  in  one  confused  mass.  In  vain  the  knights  dashed  on 
their  fiery  destriers  through  the  meslay ;  faster  fell  the  stones  of  the 
sfingers,  and  at  every  flight  a  hundred  saddles  were  emptied ;  our  scythe- 
men  mowed  down  their  horses,  and  the  blades  of  our  pertuisanes  were 
red  with  the  best  blood  of  Burgundy.  Valengin  and  Nidau  were  the 
first  who  fell.  Peter  of  Gruy^res,  and  his  two  brothers,  soon  lay  lifeless 
amid  a  heap  of  slain ;  and  the  Baron  of  Blumenberg  did  not  long  survive 
them.  I  was  near  him,  and  summoned  him  to  yield,  for,  '  See,'  I  cried, 
'  die  number  of  noble  knights  who  have  perished  at  your  side  !* 

^^ '  God  forbid !'  he  answered,  '  that  i  should  survive  such  men  and 
such  friends  f  And,  swaying  over  his  head  his  huge  two-handed  sword, 
he  drove  right  against  me. 

''  A  slinger  stopped  his  course — the  heavy  stone  mashed  his  face  be- 
neath the  bars  of  his  helmet     His  head  fell  back,  and  he  fell  with  broken 

neck  to  the  ground But  why  chase  the  colour  irom,  thy  cheeky  my 

Azaline,  with  the  history  of  that  direful  day  ?  Enough  for  thee  to  know, 
that  when  the  fight  was  done  the  whole  country  for  miles  along  the 
banks  of  the  Sense,  was  strewn  with  the  sMn ;  that  waggons  were  laden 
with  the  arms  which  the  enemy  cast  away  in  their  flight,  or  lost  in  the 
struggle  of  death  ;  that  eighty  crowned  helmets  were  amongst  the  spoil, 


436  The  Fate  of  Jobst  of  Rudenz. 

and  that  we  carried  back  to  Berne  the  banners  of  seven-and-twen^ 
nobles  and  as  many  cities. 

*'  Not,  however,  before  we  had  on  our  knees,  on  that  bloody  field, 
devoutly  praised  the  Lord  of  Hosts  for  that  our  great  deliverance  and 
wondrous  victory,  and  every  man  said,  '  Amen !'  to  the  prayer  of  thank- 
fulness of  Diebold  Basel  wind. 

"  But  see,  my  Azaline,  the  flocks  are  all  gathered,  and  the  waning 
light  tells  us  that  the  hour  of  rest  has  come.  Let  us  seek  our  pallets, 
and  in  our  turn  pray  that  the  evils  of  war  may  never  more  deform  the 
peaceful  valleys  of  Berne ;  or,  if  my  countrymen  are  doomed  again  to 
meet  the  foe,  that  God  may  raise  up  a  leader  braver  and  better  than 
Rudolph  of  ErlacL" 

^<  Say  not  so,  my  finther,"  said  Azaline,  with  tearful  eyes ;  "  the 
saviour  of  his  country  can  have  no  superior ;  the  blessing  of  all  good 
men  attends  his  footsteps,  and  the  end  of  that  man  is  peace." 

The  old  warrior  looked  wistfully  in  his  daughter's  face ;  he  sighed  un- 
consciously ;  and  then,  leanine  on  Azaline's  shoulder — but  lightly  lean- 
ing, for  his  weight  rested  on  his  staff-— entered  his  dwelling  with  slow 
steps,  the  two  bloodhounds  following  close  behind  him. 

Chaptsr  II. 

THE  LOVER  AND  THE  HUSBAND. 

Six  months  have  passed,  and  the  evening  of  Erlacli's  life  is  no  longer 
cheered  by  the  presence  of  his  daughter  Azaline.  Her  heart,  which 
seemed  moulded  for  filial  duty  only,  nas  yielded  to  an  influence  which 
nothing  in  this  world  resbts.  She*  has  learnt  to  love ;  and  on  that  love, 
whether  it  prove  a  rock  or  a  broken  reed,  rests  all  her  hope  of  earthly 
happiness. 

And  the  prospect  is  passing  fair,  for  the  object  of  her  choice  is  young, 
handsome,  and  of  high  lineage,  skilful  in  the  joust,  graceful  in  the  dance, 
and  bold  in  the  battle-field.  Jobst  of  Rudenz — for  so  the  youthful  knight 
is  called — ^has  fought  in  distant  lands,  and  dwelt  in  foreign  courts,  retum* 
iog  to  his  native  country  a  paragon  of  accomplishments.  Such,  at  least, 
he  is  held  to  be  by  the  simple  Swiss  maidens,  who  have  never  seen  one  so 
courtly  or  so  sofdy  spoken  among  all  the  nobles  of  Berne  or  Soleure. 
Jobst  of  Rudenz  has  the  sweetest  smile,  on  his  tongue  are  the  most  honied 
words,  in  his  eyes  beam  the  tenderest  truth.  He  is  a  master  of  the  gaye 
science^  and  can  sing  the  pnuses  of  his  mistress  in  verses  of  his  own  com- 
position, as  sweet  as  those  of  the  famous  Minnesinger,  Walter  of  the  Vo- 
gelweid.  He  has  the  reputation,  moreover,  of  being  rich,  and  is  not  the 
less  admired  on  that  account. 

His  companions— perhaps  even  his  friends — hint  that  he  is  too  gay  to 
be  constant,  too  profuse  to  be  wealthy ;  and  add,  that  sach  a  knight  had 
found  a  fitter  home  in  the  courts  of  Suabia  or  Provence  than  amid  the 
forests  and  snows  of  Switzerland.  But  what  they  say  in  his  dispraise  is 
fully  unheeded,  for  there  are  some  faults  which  attract  more  than  virtues. 
Gaiety  of  temper,  say  the  Swiss  maidens,  is  no  proof  of  fickleness  of  dis- 
position, and  profusion  is  often  only  an  excess  of  generosity.  It  is  better 
to  be  thus  than  sullen  and  niggardly ;  and  what  less  profit  is  it  to  listen 
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to  the  strains  of  a  lute,  especially  when  the  listener's  beanty  is  the  themoy 
than  to  hear  for  ever  the  rude  notes  of  the  hunter's  horn  ? 

Azaline  of  E^lach  had  shared  the  more  generous  sentiments  of  the 
damsels  with  ivhom  she  occasionally  miogled ;  but  the  censure  cast  on 
Jobst  of  Rudenz  must  have  been  far  heavier  than  these  excuses  sought  to 
exonerate  him  from,  to  alter  the  feeHng  which  had  sprung  up  within  her 
bosom.  The  mind  of  the  young  knight  of  Unterwalden  appeared  as  pure 
as  the  graces  of  his  person  were  unrivalled ;  and  when  he  told  her  that 
he  loved  her  for  herself  alone,  Azaline  believed  him  with  all  the  faith  that 
dwells  in  the  trusting  heart  of  woman. 

A  keener  observer  than  Rudolph  of  Erlach  might  have  noted  that  the 
eagerness  with  which  Jobst  of  Rudenz  sought  his  daughter*8  hand  arose 
from  considerations  that  weighed  with  him  no  less  powerfully  tJian  love. 
But  it  was  sufficient  for  Erlach  that  Azaline's  affections  were  fixed  on  one 
whom  she  thought  worthy  of  them ;  and  though  his  own  frugal  nature 
had  made  the  gaud  and  glitter  of  the  great  distasteful  to  him,  he  could 
admonish  without  bitterness,  and  correct  without  severity,  those  whose 
habits  of  life  were  more  luxurious  than  his  own.  And  there  was  one 
point  that  misled  him  in  estimating  the  character  of  Jobst  of  Rudenz. 
When  the  knight  of  Unterwalden,  secure  in  Azaline's  affection,  came  to 
demand  the  consent  of  Erlach  to  his  union  with  his  daughter,  he  dealt 
with  so  much  shrewdness  in  all  that  pertained  to  the  business  of  the 
alliance,  that  the  unsuspicious  old  warrior  imagined  him  rather  a  man  who 
was  bent  on  adding  to  his  means,  than  of  dissipating  that  which  he 
already  possessed. 

He  knew  that  though  Herman  of  Attinghausen,  the  maternal  uncle  of 
Jobst  of  Rudenz,  had  been  buried  with  helm  and  hauberk,  in  token  that 
he  was  the  last  of  his  race,  and  that  his  fief  returned  to  the  emperor,  yet 
he  remembered  that  when  the  baron  died,  but  three  years  before,  he  be* 
queathed  other  possessions  to  Jobst,  and  left  him  store  of  gold  beside. 
But  he  knew  not — neither  knew  the  less  fortunate  rivals  of  the  knight  of 
Unterwalden — ^that  these  possessions  had  well-nigh  all  been  alienated,  and 
that  gold  all  dissipated,  m  the  prodigal  haunts  of  the  cities  beyond  the 
Rhine,  before  Jobst  of  Rudenz  returned  to  Switzerland  to  mend  his 
broken  fortunes  by  espousing  some  wealthy  heiress.  Erlach  was  ignorant 
that  rapacity  may  wear  the  mask  of  prudence,  and  prodigality  be  veiled 
beneath  the  garb  of  worldly  wisdom.  Rudenz  spoke  him  fair  besides,  for 
he  had  the  gift  of  a  glosing  tongue ;  and  the  dowry  which  Erlach  gave 
with  his  daughter,  and  the  more  which  he  promised  hereafter,  might  well 
have  excited  the  envy  of  the  unsuccessful  suitors  for  the  hand  of  Azaline. 

There  were  great  festivals  and  rejoicings  in  the  castle  of  Reichenbach, 
where,  for  the  occasion,  Erlach  dispensed  his  hospitalities  to  all  the 
country  round,  in  celebration  of  his  daughter's  marriage;  but  these 
gaieties  over,  he  again  returned  to  his  cottage,  and  once  more  resumed 
the  pastoral  life  which  was  so  dear  to  him. 

The  knight  of  Unterwalden  bore  away  his  bride,  not  to  his  native 
canton,  but  to  a  castle  which  called  him  lord  in  the  defiles  of  the  Jura, 
beyond  Soleure.  It  was  a  possession  which  he  had  won  with  the  dice 
from  the  Baron  of  Falkenstein ;  but,  sooth  to  say,  it  carried  with  it  littie 
of  territorial  endowment,  and  was  soraiewhat  dearly  exchanged  for  the 
gold  which  the  young  baron,  a  ruined  spendthrift,  had  been  unable  to  pay. 
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and  who  therelbre  made  over  to  Jobst  of  Rudeaz  all  tkat  remained  to  him 
of  a  once  fair  estate.  The  castle  of  FaJkenstein,  whose  rains  still  arieat 
the  traveller's  admiration  as  he  climbs  the  steep  pass  of  the  Ober  Haaen- 
stein,  was  an  extwisive  structure ;  but  it  had  been  pastially  dismantled 
when  the  vindictive  Queen  Agnes  so  cruelly  avenged  the  murder  of  her 
&thery  the  Emperor  Albert^  on  the  unhappy  Rudolph  von  Wart  Aad 
when  the  knight  of  Unterwalden  first  visit^  his  ill-gotten  acquisition,  he 
found  diat  his  fellow-gamester  had  played  him  a  gamester's  trick,  in  sah- 
stituting  the  bare  walls  of  an  almost  tenantlesa  abode  £6t  the  heavy  sum 
of  money  in  which  he  was  indebted. 

But  when  Jobst  of  Rudenz  found  that  his  suit  for  the  hand  of  £riach*s 
daughter  was  fidrly  entertained,  he  lost  no  time  in  giving  orders  for  the 
restoration  of  the  halls  and  bowers  of  Falkenstein;  and  the  tradefs 
of  Basel  and  Soleure  were  only  too  eager  to  supply  all  that  was  necessary 
when  the  rumour  of  the  knigbt  of  Unterwalden's  wealthy  marriage  was 
eonfirmed  by  Rudenz  himself. 

To  Falkenstein»  then,  Azaiine  was  conducted  by  her  husband ;  and  for 
the  first  few  months  nothing  occurred  to  disturb  her  domestic  feKdty, 
though  she  could  fiiin  have  wished  that  fewer  guests  had  hesa  the  inmates 
of  the  castle,  and  that  Rudenz  had  been  contented  with  less  expensive 
^asures.  The  constantly-recurring  banquets,  the  ofb-repeated  hawking' 
and  hunting  parties,  the  numerous  mesme,  and  all  the  accompaniments  o£ 
a  life  of  mere  enjoyment,  would  gladly  have  been  exchanged  by  Aaaline 
£br  a  nearer  semblance  of  the  quiet  joys  to  which  she  had  been  accus- 
tomed in  her  maiden  condition.  But  Jobst  of  Rudenz  had  no  one  to 
control  him  now,  and  his  purpose  in  marrying  having  been  achieved,  his 
natural  disposition  began  to  show  itself  more  plainly.  It  is  true,  he  had, 
in  the  first  instance,  been  nearly  as  much  attracted  by  Azaline's  beauty 
as  influenced  by  the  knowledge  of  her  father's  wealth ;  and,  although  he 
was  a  skilful  dissembler,  there  was  no  dissimulation  in  the  sentimenta 
which  he  avowed.  But  the  passion  that  glowed  within  Ins  bosom  wae 
unworthy  the  name  of  love,  for  it  was  his  own  gratification  he  sought, 
not  the  happiness  of  her  who  was  the  object  of  his  desire ;  and  possession 
soon  rendered  him  indifferent. 

The  quietude  of  a  domestic  life  had  no  charm  for  Jobst  of  Rudenz. 
His  pleasures  were  to  be  sought  in  the  midst  of  companions  in  whose 
estimation  virtue  and  propriety  of  conduct  were  only  idle  words :  men, 
and  women,  too,  who  lived  but  for  the  moment,  ana  passed  their  days 
and  nights  in  one  eternal  round  of  extravagance  and  dissipation,  whose 
hands  were  familiar  with  the  dice*box,  whose  Ups  were  ever  wet  with  the 
wine-cup.  Nor  was  Rudenz  content  with  assembling  his  questionable 
fijends  at  Falkenstein.  That  depravity  of  taste  which  springs  almost  as 
a  natural  consequence,  from  unrestrained  indulgence,  led  him  to  haunts 
of  vice  without  the  walls  of  his  own  castle,  and  to  the  worst  repaires  of 
the  city  of  Soleure,  Jobst  of  Rudenz  became  a  fifequent  visitor,  where> 
amidst  the  most  <Hssolute  of  either  sex,  he  scattered  the  gold  which  he 
had  received  from  the  liberal  hand  of  Rudolph  of  Erlach. 

Thus  the  drain  of  his  extravagance  grew  daily  broader  and  deeper,  and, 
besides  the  profiuion  of  his  expenditure,  the  claims  of  creditors  began  to 
press.  The  merchants  of  Basel  and  Soleure,  thrif^  men  who  calcu- 
lated their  profit  in  proportion  to  the  contingeiK^  of  loss^  became  urgent 
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for  the  payment  of  debts  whose  daj  of  credit  was  long  past,  and  other 
less  legitimate  claimants  were  no  less  clamorous* 

Jobst  of  Rudenz  found  little  difficulty  at  first  in  obtaining  money  from 
his  father-in-law,  which  he  told  him  he  needed  on  Tarious  pretences,  all 
equally  untrue;  and  as  long  as  he  was  successful  in  his  quest,  his  be- 
hayiour  towards  Azaline  was — if  not  free  from  Uame — at  all  events,  not 
marked  by  unkindness.  But  when  the  frugal-minded  Erlach  perceiyed 
that  the  demands  of  his  son-in-law  began  to  exceed  all  bounds,  and  when, 
moreover,  the  mmour  reached  his  ears,  that  the  sums  which  he  advanced 
had  been  spent  by  Rudenz  in  riot  and  licentiousness,  and  that  his  daugh- 
ter's home  was  daily  becoming  more  solitary  and  neglected — for  Azaline 
could  not  conceal  this  truth  from  Erlach's  anxious  inquiries — the  stem 
spirit  of  the  M  warrior  awoke,  and  he  peremptorily  refused  any  longer 
to  minister  to  the  reckless  extravagance  of  the  knight  of  Unterwalden. 

Then  came  an  hour  of  bitterness  £or  the  wife  of  Rudenz.  He  re- 
proached her  with  what  he  called  her  father^s  churlish  meanness;  he 
aeomfrdly  laughed  at  her  proposal  to  abandon  the  life  of  pleasure  he  had 
so  long  been  leading,  and  return  with  her  to  the  tranquil  enjoyments 
which  had  been  theirs  before  marriage ;  and  when  she  appealed  to  his 
affection,  and  pleaded  the  ties  which  should  bind  a  husband — and  perhaps 
a  father — ^he  tore  off  the  mask,  and  abruptly  told  her  that  he  had  never 
loved  her,  that  he  held  her  but  as  an  instrument  of  gain,  and,  fiuling 
that,  cared  not  how  soon  the  link  which  had  united  them  was  severed ! 

Azaline  sunk  at  once  under  the  blow :  her  dream  of  happiness  was  dis- 
pelled for  ever.  He  whom  she  had  loved  with  such  an  earnest  heart,  on 
whose  truth  she  had  relied  with  such  unswerving  £Euth,  in  spite  of  ap- 
pearances which  would  have  raised  a  doubt  in  a  less-confiding  heart — ^he 
had  abandoned  her,  and  cast  her  off;  and  nothing  now  remained  but  to 
lie  down  and  die ! 

Whatever  the  effect  of  his  brutal  disclosure,  Jobst  of  Rudenz  did  not 
wait  to  witness  it,  but,  mounting  his  horse,  rode  off  to  Soleure,  to  drown 
what  sense  of  remorse  still  lingered  in  his  nature  amid  the  excesses  of  his 
dissolute  compankms. 

Chapter  HI. 

THE    GULF    OF    SIF. 

The  evening  bell  had  tolled  eight  from  the  old  dock-tower  in  the 
market-place  of  Soleure — that  tower  to  which  tradition  assigned,  even 
then,  an  cmgin  of  vast  antiquity ;  but  though  at  the  sound  every  house  of 
public  resort  was  ordered  to  be  shut,  the  means  of  access  to  such  places 
were  not  denied  to  all,  nor  were  the  revels  disturbed  of  those  inside,  pro- 
vided any  of  the  privileged  classes  happened  to  be  amongst  them. 

The  hostelry  of  "  The  Good  Saint  Martin"  was  one  of  these,  though 
that  beatified  personage,  highly  as  he  favours  travellers,  would  have  been 
sorely  scandalised  could  he  have  raised  the  latch  of  the  great  room  in 
which  the  principal  guests  were  assembled,  and  have  seen  what  was  there 
going  on.  It  was  a  long  and  lofty  apartment  on  the  upper  floor,  which  was 
approached  by  a  spiral  stone  staircase — not  the  safest  mode  of  communi- 
cation with  the  lower  part,  when  the  heady  quality  of  the  wine  which  was 
served  up-staiis^is  taken  into  consideration.  This  salooni  as  we  may  term 
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it,  was  hung  with  stamped  leather,  smirched  here  and  there  with  danbs 
of  bright  colour  and  gilding,  bnt  for  the  most  part  blackened  by  time  and 
smoke ;  and  at  rare  intervals  on  one  side,  where  the  casements  gave  a 
doubtful  light  by  day,  pieces  of  faded  tapestry  were  carefully  drawn,  so  as 
totally  to  prevent  the  gleam  of  the  lamps  from  being  observed  in  the 
street.   It  was  almost  a  needless  precaution,  for  the  rancid  oil  with  which 
they  were  fed  gave  out  to  the  full  as  much  smoke  as  light.     Nor  was  die 
general  system  of  eclairage  greatly  mended  by  certain  brown,  resinous 
candles,  in  tin  sconces,  which  were  stuck  against  the  wall  at  the  upper  end 
of  the  apartment.     These  last  were  meant  to  incUcate  where  the  dais,-  or 
board  of  honour,  was  placed,  and  none  took  their  seats  there  who  weze  not 
entitled  to  do  so  by  reason  of  their  rank  or  the  extent  of  their  means— « 
well-filled  purse  being  held,  in  these  purlieus,  the  equivalent  of  a  patent 
of  nobility.     Below  the  dais  a  long  table  stretched  from  one  end  of  the 
room  to  the  other,  at  which  knots  of  men  were  seated,  some  playing  at 
draughts  and  some  at  dice,  with  stoups  of  wine  beside  them,  from  wmch 
they  drank  freely,  and  at  their  elbows  flaunting  women,  whose  red  caps 
proclaimed  at  once  that  they  belonged  to  the  marked  tribe  of  courtesans, 
even  if  their  words  and  gestures,  their  bold  language  and  wanton  glances, 
had  left  any  doubt  on  the  subject. 

The  greater  number  of  these  men  were  roistering  soldiers — reiters  who 
fought  under  any  banner,  red  or  black,  and  who,  when  not  bearing  arms 
in  the  quarrels  of  their  superiors,  drew  their  swords  on  their  own  account^ 
and  filled  their  pouches  from  those  of  such  straggling  wayfarers  as  they 
chanced  to  encounter  on  the  highways.  But  amongst  them  were  a  few 
townsmen,  not  of  the  most  opulent,  and  certainly  not  of  the  most 
respectable  class,  whom  the  flagon  and  the  dice-box  had  seduced  from 
their  homes  to  mingle  in  scenes  of  vice  like  this  till  they  fully  qualified 
themselves  for  the  hangpnan's  cord  or  the  sword  of  the  Scharfnchter. 
And  besides  these  were  seen,  where  the  wine-cup  circled  quickest,  where 
the  dice  rattled  loudest,  and  where  the  most  gaudily-dressed  and  hand- 
somest courtesans  were  gathered,  a  group  of  young  men,  whose  velvet 
caps  and  streaming  feathers,  whose  mantles  of  samite  and  golden  chains^ 
and,  above  all,  whose  daring  levity,  sufficiently  declared  the  nobility  of 
their  descent,  and  the  depths  to  which  they  had  fallen. 

"  What  has  happened,  I  wonder,  to  Jobst  of  Rudenz  to-night,  that  he 
fails  to  keep  his  hour !"  exclaimed  Albert  of  Attbwyl,  one  of  the  gayest 
of  the  licentious  crew.  *'  He  was  not  wont  to  be  behindhand  where  good 
fellowship  prevailed,  where  generous  wine  was  to  be  drunk,  where  gold 
was  to  be  won,  and  where  bright  creatures  were  waiting  to  help  him  to 
spend  his  gains." 

"  Perhaps,"  suggested  Ulrick  of  Kirchberg,  a  heavy-looking  youth, 
with  a  sinister  cast  in  his  eye — '^  perhaps  he  has  forsworn  our  com- 
pany, and  gone  to  plead  pardon  for  his  misdeeds  from  old  Rudolph  of 
Laupen !" 

"  Most  likely  to  ask  him  for  money,"  said  Peter  of  Diesbach,  who  was 
more  in  the  secrets  of  Rudenz,  and  kept  his  counsel  accordingly. 

^'  I  can  promise  you  that  he  is  not  at  Reichenbach,"  observed  the 
Baron  of  Kestenholz,  looking  up  from  his  game ;  "  for  as  I  came  hither 
to-day  I  passed  him  near  the  ford  of  Wangen.  And  though  we  had  no 
speech  together — for  the  river  lay  between  us,  and  he  looked  neither  to 
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ihe  right  nor  the  left — I  saw  by  the  path  he  afterwards  took,  when  I 
tumea  to  look  after  him,  that  ne  was  trayelling  towards  Falkenstein, 
though  his  horse's  pace  was  slow  enough  to  show  that  Jobst  had  little 
pleasure  in  turning  his  head  that  way." 

<«  Gone  home  to  his  wife/'  laughed  Albert  of  Attiswyl.  *'  What  say 
on  to  that,  Petronille  la  Gente  ?  Will  her  blue  eyes  and  £ur  skin  keep 
im  a  captive  long  ?" 

The  dark-browed  beauty  to  whom  he  spoke  tossed  her  head  scornfully, 
as  if  Rudenz  had  been  quite  indifferent  to  her — as,  indeed,  he  was  at  that 
moment,  her  eager  glances  being  fixed  on  the  Baron  of  Kestenholz,  by 
whose  side  the  gold  was  &st  accumulating. 

''  If  Kestenholz  saw  Rudenz  on  the  road  to  Falkenstein,"  said  Peter  of 
Diesbach,  'Hhe  more  reason  we  have  for  expecting  him  here.  The  love  he 
bears  to  the  fair  shepherdess  will  scarcely  keep  him  from  the  dainty  fare 
for  which  we  have  to  thank  our  patron  saint,  the  blessed  Martin.  A  good 
saint  he  was  for  cutting  his  doak  in  twain  to  cover  a  beggar ;  a  pity  it  is 
that  our  fathers  follow  not  his  example,  and  divide  their  estates  with  their 
sons.     I  am  sure  the  greater  part  of  us  have  a  beggar's  claim  I" 

This  sally  caused  a  laugh  among  the  dicers,  and  Peter  of  Diesbach 
would  doubtless  have  improved  the  occasion  if  Attiswyl  had  not  suddenly 
checked  his  speech. 

"  Hark !"  he  exdaimed,  ''  I  hear  the  trampling  of  horses' hoofii  coming 
down  the  street, — ^nearer — ^now  they  stop !  Quick,  host,  and  unbar  the 
door.     It  is  Jobst  of  Rudenz !" 

He  was  right  in  his  conjecture.  A  heavy  step  was  presently  heard 
ascending  the  stone  sturcase, — the  door  was  thrown  open,  and  the  knight 
of  Unterwalden  entered  the  apartment. 

A  shout  of  welcome  saluted  him  from  the  table  at  which  his  friends 
were  seated,  but  he  gave  them  no  smile  in  return.  There  was  heavy 
gloom  on  his  brow,  and  he  threw  himself  in  silence  on  the  nearest 
bench. 

<^What  ails  you,  Jobst?"  said  Albert  of  Attiswyl,  ''that  you  come 
without  a  word  of  greeting.  Kestenholz  tells  us  that  he  saw  you  to-day, 
spurring  towards  Falkenstein  like  a  lover  to  his  mistress,  or  an  heir  to  ma 
inheritance.  Have  you  left  them  both  behind  ?  How  flares  the  lady,  and 
what  of  the  bags  of  golden  crowns  ?" 

''Peace  vrith  your  folly,"  returned  Rudenz,  moodily;  "give  me  a 
draught  of  wine, — my  throat  is  parched  vrith  dust  and  travel." 

The  flagon  was  three  times  raised  to  quench  his  thirst,  and  then  he  set 
down  the  cup. 

"  Tell  me,"  said  Peter  of  Diesbach,  dravring  Rudenz  on  one  side,  "  how 
have  you  sped  at  Falkenstein  ?  Has  the  old  goatherd  of  Reichenbach 
relented,  and  sent  you  the  gold  you  asked  for  ?" 

"  Curses  on  him,"  angrily  exclaimed  Rudenz ;  "  the  churl  keeps  back 
from  me  even  that  which  is  mine  own !" 

"  How  so  ?"  said  Diesbach,  raising  his  brows ;  "  enough,  methinks,  that 
he  should  guard  his  own  1*' 

"  I  think  so,  too,"  replied  Rudenz.  "  When  I  mingled  my  blood  with 
his,  I  too  much  honoured  his  peasant  stock,  and  all  the  gold  he  jbossesses 
would  not  suffice  to  make  us  equal.  It  is  true,  he  gave  me  some  portion 
of  his  wealth  when  I  wedded  Azaline— that  is — his  daughter — ^but  the 

Dec. — VOL.  xcin.  no.  ccclxzii.  2  o 


443  3%e  FaU  of  Jobst  ofRudenz. 


whole  of  her  dower  i»  not  yet  pud.  There  ere  faads  wtich  are  still  mj 
dne^  and  these  I  hare  »  ^ht  to  aak  ibr,  and,  by  St.  UrsBS  of  S<4eiire, 
these  I  mean  to  fasfe  V 

"  Set  one  bear  against  another,  and  let  them  fight  it  out,"  said  IXes- 
hacb,  laughing  with  his  aocastoned  irrererence  at  all  thin^  held  to  be 
ki^y.  **  But  of  tfab  anon— hate  you  no^ng  to  make  yoa  wdeome 
here — for  I  need  not  tell  you  that  when  gamesteis  and  oonrteeans 
are  met,  he  tdio  has  not  money  in  his  purse  &ds  scant  fimrar  in.  iSbxai 
eyes." 

''  If  I  have  not  money,  I  haye  money's  wordi,'*  xepfied  the  knight  of 
Unterwalden.  ''  See,"  he  continved,  thrusting  his  hand  beneath  his  yest 
and  drawing  it  forth  again,  '^  here  are  jewels^  worth  douUe  the  amount  of 
that  pile  of  gold  which  Kestenholz  has  won  yonder !" 

There  was  a  charm  in  the  sound  of  the  word  *' jewels"  which  operated 
Mke  magie  on  Petronille  la  Gente.  Since  the  first  glance  which  me  cast 
on  Kudens  as  he  entered,  and,  as  she  guessed,  empty-handed,  she  had 
stood  with  averted  eyes^  and  taken  no  heed  of  his  presence;  hot  she  now 
turned  her  head  quickly,  and,  seang  a  casket  in  his  hand,  bestowed  on 
him  one  of  her  most  fucinattng  smiles. 

*'*•  Truant,**  iki»  said ;  **not  one  word  for  Petronille  after  a  whole  day's 
absence !     What  comfort  is  left  her  when  Jobst  of  Rudenx  forsakes  ?* 

"  The  next  oomer,'*  nrattered  Peter  of  Diesbach — '*  but  the  syren's 
hire  must  be  stronger  than  1  wot  of,  if  it  keep  Rndens  irem  the  dice  to- 
night." 

He  was  right.  The  knight  of  Unterwalden  impadently  shook  off  the 
foar  arm  that  strove  to  encircle  him  as  he  drew  near  the  table,  and  seated 
himself  beside  the  players. 

^  Have  we  any  trader  here,  or  haggling  Jew^  who  can  value  me  these 
stones  ?"  he  eried,  drawing  out  a  gUttering  carkanet  from  the  easket,  and 
holding  it  up  to  foil  view. 

'^  Hans  Knicker,  who,  when  he  is  at  home,  lives  in  the  Juden  Gasse  of 
Frankfort,  is  in  the  corner  there  l^  the  Stube.  K  any  man  knows  the 
value  of  diamonds  and  rubies,''  said  Peter  of  Diesbach,  "  it  is  he !  Come 
hither,  Jew,  and  UXk  tile  noble  knight  of  Unterwalden  how  much  these 
stones  are  worth." 

"  Does  his  lordship  want  money  for  them?"  asked  the  Jew. 

'^  And  if  not?"  returned  Diesbadi. 

'^  That  makes  a  great  difierence,"  repKed  Han&  ^  I  could  tell  him 
what  they  are  worth  in  my  hands— hut  not  in  his." 

"  How  so?" 

*^  His  lordsUp  probably  bought  them,  and  has  not  yet  forgotten  the 
price  he  paid.  He  had  better  do  so  at  once,  for  he  will  never  hear  it  again. 
Diamonds  are  a  drug  now  since  the  metdumts  of  Venice  have  found  their 
way  across  the  Alps.     Gold  is  &r  more  worth  than  ever." 

"  Curses  on  your  jargon!"  exclaimed  Rudenz,  angrily.  ^  How  many 
gdden  crowns  may  I  challenge  against  ihis  carkanet?*' 

The  Jew  took  the  jewels  in  his  hand,  and  examined  them  with  the  care 
of  a  dealer.  He  held  them  up  to  the  light  to  catch  the  reflection  of  the 
rays  and  note  ihmr  transparmoy,  but  he  oonid  not  brine  himself  to  declare 
their  acraal  value^  though  he  was  not  to  be  the  purchaser — ^at  least  not 
yet.  The  instinct  of  ms  profesaon  was  too  strong  within  him,  and  he 
stammered  out : 
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**  Two  thousand  g^oldea  eramks  V* 

''  Two  thooeaiui!"  cried  the  knight  of  Unterwalden — "  ih^  eest  me 
five  at  the  fair  of  Beancaire;  tb^  are  worth  a  knight's  raosom  I 

"  I  will  deal  with  joti  more  liberaUy  than  Hans  Koicker,"  said  the 
Baron  of  Restenholz, — ^'here  are  five  hundred  crowns  more  than  the  sum 
be  names.  I  will  set  the  whole  aiaoant — ^two  thousand  five  haadred — 
against  the  caikanet^  or  turn  trader  for  oooe,  and  buy  them  for  the 
money." 

"  Buy  then^  buy  theai,''  cagfiidy  whispered  Petronille  la  Gente,  leaa- 
iag  fondly  over  the  haron's  sbouldar — '^huy  them  and — give  tbem  to  me  I" 

Kestenholz  smifed,  but  there  was  no  denial  in  Im  eyes  as  he  turned 
■them  upon  the  large  full  orbs  of  the  courtesan. 

^'  The  money,  tibe  money,"  ahwited  Rudena — "  we  ean  then,  pkj  life 
nobles^  not  chsJSer  like  Jews  T 

Hans  Koicker  strove  to  interpose. 

**  I  will  give,*'  he  said,  "but  I  bttvenet  enough  in  Soleunaat  paesent — 
I  will  ^ve- 


hesitation  spoilt  his  bargam^  for  the  kmgbt  of  Unterwalden,  who 
had  paused  fer  a  moment  to  hear  how  much,  thrust  the  caricanet  across 
the  table  to  Kestenhola,  who  dotted  it  at  onee.  and  gave  in  return  a 
heap  of  shiaiiig  coin. 

"  Where  got  he  the  jewelsr'  demanded  Albert  of  Attiswyl  of  Peter  of 
Diesbacb. 

^^  Saw  you  tbem  not,*^  replied  Diesbaddi,  "  on  a  certain  £Eur  neck  at  the 
.tournament  bald  at  Reichenbach?  He  bought  tbem  not  at  Beancaire^— 
they  were  an  heirloom  in  the  hovse  <^  EIrlach.*' 

'^  What  house  they  may  belong  to  before  this  night's  revel  is  ended, 
a  prophet  wiser  than  you  or  I  could  scarcely  teU,."  returned  Attiswyl — 
^  for  see  the  play  is  again  begun,  and  Budena  vestures  boldly.  Let  each 
man  fiing  in  £or  bia  diMioe !" 

The  fuayers  now  addressed  themsrives  to  their  work — and  save  a  few 
reiters  who  loved  a  full  flask  in  ^ir  grasp  better  than  the  sight  of  a  dice- 
box  in  othecs'  hands,  and  one  or  two  mavdlia  teadsrs  who  were  lulling 
tbemaeives  to  sleep  to  the  dulcet  tones  of  a  fiddle  and  hautboy,  which  stiU 
squeaked  at  intervals  to  amuse  the  inferior  guests — the  whole  of  the  com- 
pany in  the  saloon  crowded  round  the  upper  table  to  watch  the  fluctua- 
tions of  the  game. 

Those  fluctuations  were  many.  At  one  time  Kestenholz  had  again 
nearly  cleared  the  board — at  another  Rudenz  was  a  large  winner;  Albert 
of  Attiswyl  had  his  chance  of  fortune,  and  Ulrick  of  Rirchberg  at 
one  moment  hoped  to  go  forth  the  victor  of  the  party.  But  Fortune 
abided  by  none  of  these ;  it  might  have  been  chance,  though  in  all  pro- 
bability there  was  sometiiing  a^ng — the  art  of  loading  dice  being  no 
mystery  amongst  gamesters  even  in  the  times  of  which  we  speak — ^for  on 
'  Peter  of  Diesbach's  shuttle  all  the  luck  finally  descended.  His  was  the 
gold  and  his  the  earkanet — and  with  bot^  the  smiles  of  Petronille  la 
Qente — and  his  the  towers  of  Falkenstein,  which  once  more  found  their 
market  at  the  ganung-table. 

It  was  late  in  the  morning,  and  the  playen  had  dropped  off  one  by 
one,  tiU  none  were  left  but  Diesbach  and  «Jobst  of  Rudenz.  The  latter 
had  thrown  his  last  stake,  and  sat  with  his  head  buried  in  his  hands  and 
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his  bloodshot  eyes  fixed  gloomily  upon  the  board.  Diesbach  fearingy 
perhaps,  to  go  forth  with  his  winnings-for  his  friend,  as  he  knew,  iy» 
not  incapable  of  a  guet-d-pens — sat  opposite  Rndenz,  watching  him  in- 
tently, and  revolving  in  his  mind  some  question  of  vital  imports  At 
length  he  spoke : 

**  Rudenz/'  he  said,  *^  wherefore  despair  ?  This  is  only  a  freak  of  for- 
tune.    What  my  luck  is  to-day,  yours  may  be  to-morrow." 

"  How  mean  you  ?"  exclaimed  Jobst,  raising  his  head,  fiercely.  *'  Do 
you  not  know — who  so  well  as  you — ^that  I  have  lost  everything,  and  am 
at  this  hour  a  penniless  beggar  ?  Jest  not  with  me,  or  the  steel  I  wear 
may  make  your  g^ld  and  gems  of  little  worth  to  you." 

'*  Keep  your  steel  for  better  purposes,'*  replied  Diesbach,  unmoved  bj 
the  threat;  "  use  it  as  I  advise,  and  you  may  get  gold  for  the  carrying 
— enough  to  set  against  all  my  winnings — and  be  a  richer  man  than 


ever." 


Rudenz  looked  at  the  speaker  fixedly.  He  did  not  speak,  but  Dies- 
bach knew  he  was  listening.     The  latter  went  on  rapidly : 

"  Rudolph  of  Erlach,"  he  said,  ^Mefrauds  you  of  his  daughter's  dower  ; 
he  shuts  his  ears  to  your  prayers ;  make  him  open  them  to  your  im- 
portunity. He  is  old  and  feeble ;  you  have  a  tongue  to  speak,  and,  if 
need  be,  an  arm  to  strike.  Erlach  lives  alone.  Take  horse  at  once,  and 
go  to  Reichenbach.     Come  back  with  gold." 

With  these  words  Diesbach  rose,  and  went  towards  a  casement  Ho 
threw  back  the  tapestried  curtain,  and  the  daylight  came  streaming  in. 
He  might  now  venture  homeward  with  his  prize,  secure  from  ambuscade. 
Rudenz  was  still  sitting  where  he  had  left  him. 

''  Come  back  with  gold  I"  repeated  Diesbach,  slowly  and  impressively, 
as  he  left  the  apartment. 

Rudenz  remained  for  some  minutes  in  a  state  of  stupor,  but  the  noise 
of  the  closing  doors,  as  his  friend  departed,  roused  him  from  his  apathy. 

''Come  back  with  gold!"  he  muttered.  ''Be  it  so.  I  accept  the 
chance,  let  the  means  be  what  they  may." 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  afterwards,  a  solitary  horseman  passed  over  the 
drawbridge  of  the  Bemer-Thur,  and  rode  rapidly  in  tne  direction  of 
Reichenbach. 

Chapter  IV. 

THE  AVSNOEBS  OF  BLOOD. 

The  shades  of  night  had  drawn  in  after  a  fine  October  day,  in  the 
year  1360,  and  Rudolph  of  EIrlach,  alone  in  his  iiistic  dwelling,  sat 
poring,  by  the  light  of  a  cresset,  over  the  pages  of  a  richly-illuminated 
"  Byble  Hystoiial," — for  which  he  had  given  a  large  sum  to  the  monks  of 
the  abbey  of  St  Gallen — ^no  longer  the  jealous  guardians  of  their  lite- 
rary wealth,  but  anxious  rather  to  exchange  it  for  the  wealth  of  the 
world,  in  order  to  prosper  their  intrigues,  and  advance  the  political  in- 
fluence of  their  Abbot 

Erlach's  eyes  were  bent  on  the  costly  volume,  but  the  sense  in  them 
was  closed  to  the  limner's  art  or  the  rubricator*s  cunning,  for  his 
thoughts*  had  wandered  to  that  fastness  in  the  Jura,  where  dwelt  the 
pride  of  his  heart,  his  daughter  Azaline. 
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They  were,  however,  speedily  recalled  to  present  life,  hy  the  suddeii 
baying  of  his  two  bloodhounds,  which,  with  his  own  hands,  he  had 
chained  an  hour  before  in  their  nightly  bur  on  the  ground-floor  of 
the  cottage,  the  upper  part  alone,  as  is  still  customary  in  the  canton  of 
Berne,  being  occupied  by  the  owner  of  the  dwelling. 

Erlach  went  out  into  the  staircase,  and  leaning  over  the  balustrade, 
rebuked  the  hounds  for  the  noise  they  made. 

''  Be  still,  Brandmark !  lie  quiet,  Grimm !  No  wolves  are  near;  take 
your  rest  in  peace,  and  leave  me  to  mine." 

But  still  an  under-current  of  growling  went  on,  and  Erlach  soon  dis- 
covered the  cause  in  the  sound  of  a  hasty  footfidl  which  reached  his  ear. 

''  What  ho,  there !"  he  called,  as  he  looked  out  into  the  night,  '^  who 
comes?" 

**  It  is  I — Jobst  of  Rudenz,''  replied  a  voice,  and  presently  the  tall 
fiffure  of  the  knight  of  Unterwalden  was  visible  by  the  light  of  the  lamp 
which  Erlach  held.  He  drew  nearer,  but  though  the  hounds  were 
familiar  with  his  tones,  they  growled  uneasily,  and  seemed  to  strain  their 
chains  to  set  themselves  free ;  and  it  was  not  till  their  master  had 
spoken  harshly  to  them  that  they  ceased  from  their  chiding. 

*'  Enter  son,"  said  Erlach,  '<  your  tidings  must  be  worth  hearing 
sinw  they  are  brought  so  late.  What  of  my  daughter?  Is  she  a  mother 
yet?" 

<<  Of  that  I  know  nought,"  replied  Rudenz,  carelessly.  **  I  left  her— 
well,"  he  added,  after  a  brief  pause. 

**  This  visit,  then,"  said  Erlach,  in  a  grave  tone,  *'  what  means  it  ? 
Our  last  meeting  was  none  of  the  firiendliest,  and  your  present  bearing 
bodes  little  better." 

'*  I  am  come,"  exclaimed  Rudenz,  chafing  at  the  old  man's  cold  re- 
ception— *'  I  am  come  to  daim  my  rightsi" 

''  Be  it  80^"  replied  the  aged  knight  ^*  Rudolph  of  Erlach  never  yet 
reftued  his  rights  to  any  man." 

^*  Then  give  me  mine,"  returned  Rudenz — **  mine — which  you  have 
so  long  wil£held." 

*^  I  owe  you  nothing,"  said  Erlach,  calmly ;  ^  except  a  weight  of 
care.'* 

^<  That  care  may  be  increased,"  retorted  Rudenz  ;  "  but  to  the  point. 
I  came  not  here  to  bandy  words,  or  disguise  my  purpose ;  I  daim  the 
lands  that  are  my  due  in  right  of  my  wife.  Withhold  them  longer  at 
your  peril!" 

'^  And  so  let  the  usurer  clutch  them  in  his  grasp— the  spendthrift 
hazard  their  value  on  the  cast  of  a  die.  No,  Jobst  of  Rudenz!  Lands 
of  mine — for  yours  they  are  not,  and,  perchance,  may  never  be — shall 
not  pass  that  way.  My  promise,  as  you  well  know,  referred  not  to  my 
lifetime;  and  bethink  you,  your  memory  is  not  so  treacherous  as  to  fad 
to  remind  you  that  the  sum  I  last  advanced  was  given  in  quittance  for  all 
future  contingencies.  Repay  the  gold  I  lent,  or  cease  to  trouble  me  with 
your  pretended  claims;  or,  if  misconduct  has  led  you  to  poverty,  promise 
amendment,  relinquish  the  vain  rank  you  are  mcapable  of  sustaining 
worthily,  and  bring  my  daughter  to  Keichenbach.  Here,  an^d  these 
"^alleys,  you  may  leam  to  love  that  virtue  on  which  you  have  hitherto 
turned  your  back  ;  here  you  may  become  a  man  fit  to  be  the  husband  of 
Aialine  of  Erlach." 
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**  A  peasanti's  tikought,  and  uttoed  by  a  peanut's  tongue,"  «dd  Jofaet 
of  RudenZy  ocmtemptuouudy,  ^'to  tend  cows  and  pasture  goats — a  fitting 
oocupation  for  a  kniffbt  of  UDterwalden !  Hear  me,  old  man !  I  lewpa 
not  tins  roof  to-nif^  with  my  jpurpose  unfulfitted.  Give  me  eitber,  in 
gold,  the  worth  of  the  land  I  chum,  or  sign  ne  a  deed — ^fbr  this  token  o£ 
leaming,^'  he  sneenngiy  4Mided,  peintnig  to  the  outepread  Tolume,  ^  seems 
to  promise  something  of  derkly  skill— a  deed  of  oonTeyaace  of  die  land 
itelf.     I  will  then  be  gone,  and  trouUeyoa  no  more.** 

<'  You  may  be  sone  now,"  retnned  Eriach,  coldiy,  iiwliufe  hiottelf  as 
he  spoke ;  ^*  whether  sooner  or  laAer  it  oonoenis  yourself  only." 

Badenz  trembled  widi  passion.  He  came  dose  to  the  knight  of 
Efladi,  snd  exdanoing,  *^  GM  or  tibe  deed !"  menaced  bun  with  Lis 
clenched  hand. 

The  blood  of  the  hero  of  Lcnpen  rashed  to  his  dieek  at  this  iasnlt. 
He  rose  hastily  from  his  cluur,  and,  though  hn  hand  shook  with  age  and 
feebleness,  gn^iped  a  truncheon  diat  was  lying  on  the  table,  and  stood 
erect  as  when  he  offsred  the  bold  Bemen  to  l«td  them  against  die  foe. 

It  waa  «  semblance  of  resirtanoe  and  the  probeict  whidi  Rndena  sum^KiL 
He  rushed  at  the  old  man,  and,  seinng  him  by  the  throat,  oudeayoared 
to  throw  him  on  the  ground,  there  to  bind  and  despoil  him  of  his 
wealth ;  for  at  the  moment  he  entertained  ne  deadfier  purpose. 

But  the  strength  of  the  old  Swiss  warrior  had  not  entirely  departed 
witii  his  prime  of  life ;  he  struggled  manfully  with  his  son4D-law,  and 
together  they  swayed  to  and  fro,  locked  in  eadi  odKi^s  fierce  embiace, 
dU  both  fell  on  the  floor  together.  At  dus  the  hounds  bdow  i«nt  die 
air  widi  their  hvwling,  and  the  efiwte  they  made  to  bredk  dieir  bonds 
were  distincdy  audible  above  the  din. 

Rodenz,  who  had  fidlen  uppermost,  shook  off  the  grasp  of  Im  feeble 
opponent,  and  quickly  eained  his  feet ;  but  Eriadi  mse  too  as  far  as  fais 
knees,  and  heanag  the  baying  of  his  hounds,  called  to  them  loudOiy  for 
assistance. 

^  BSdRX,  good  doga  1  Hey,  Brandmark !  hey,  Grimm ! — it  is  Rudolph 
of  Erlach  who  calls." 

The  degs  TCphed  by  more  vig^orons  bounds  and  louder  direate.  Not 
a  moment  was  to  be  lost  if  Jobst  of  Rudenz  held  his  own  life  of  vahse. 
He  glanced  wiiotty  armmd  in  seardi  of  a  weapon,  fer  his  own  dagger  had 
eaeaped  from  its  ahendi  and  feUen  somewhere  out  of  sight  His  eye  fell 
imon  a  naked  sword  dntt  was  hanging  from  the  wdl.  He  aeued  it  in* 
stmctively,  and,  as  Erlach  was  rising  to  his  feet,  plunged  it  in  his  breast.. 

Hie  M.  man  staggered  baekwaru  a  few  paces,  amd  dien  feU  hearily  to 
the  BTOund,  wh3e  Ins  blood  gushed  out  on  his  hearthstone.  He  lifM  Us 
head,  and,  looking  at  the  dripping  %dade,  exdaimed  in  dying  accents : 

*'  MadKT  of  God !  is  this  my  last  reward !" 

THiey  were  dM  last  words  he  spoke.  The  weapon  dmppod  finm  lihe 
hand  of  Bndem.  It  was  the  swosd  widi  which  firlaoh  iuul  oonqirared  on 
the  ^eld  of  Lanpen ! 

Ha  iumed,  and  rashia^  fimndie  room,  leapt  oror  die  bahili  ado  into 
the  open  plain,  and  fled  like  one  pursued  by  the  furies. 

WeH  might  he  fly,  fer  the  avengers  of  blood  were  on  his  trade  He 
xeaohed  the  spot  were  hb  horse  was  fisstened,  and  mounting  in  hot  haste, 
■pnned  furiously  up  the  path  that  led  feom  the  vaUey,  and,  gaiaing  the 
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iaUe  land,  scoured  away  as  fast  as  the  startled  creature  could  bear  him. 

Yet  oDce,  on  the  brow  of  a  hill,  he  paused,  as  a  distant  sound  fell  on  his 

ear.     It  was  the  baying  of  EIrlach's  hounds,  and  it  swept  through  the  air 

liice  the  voice  of  doom. 

^*  Howl  on !"  he  cried,  ^^  howl  till  jou  wake  your  master  !*' 

And  away  he  rode  again  with  frantic  speed,  and  soon  the  forest  of 

Kemmenrieg  was  past  and  Reichenbaoh  left  £u  behind. 

Grood  dogs!  noble  hounds!  Brandmark  and  Grimm ! — that  last  struggle 
has  set  you  free !  See— nrour  feet  are  wet  in  the  g^re  of  Rudolph  of  &" 
lach !  The  pale  £Me  and  lifeless  hands  which  you  lick  with  your  sweep- 
ing tongues  can  nefrer  shine  on  3rou  or  caress  you  again.  In  vain  you 
riiake  your  master  by  the  collar,  in  Tain  you  thrust  your  heads  against  his 
senseless  body, — ^he  is  dead,— dead  as  the  stones  on  which  he  lies, — 
murdered  in  his  old  age  by  his  son-in-law,  the  knight  of  Unterwalden. 

Do  you  know  what  murder  is  ?  Methinks  the  God  whose'  power  in* 
forms  all  things  has  given  you  a  new  instinct.  You  gaase  upon  each  other, 
and  a  brighter  ray  of  reason  descends  upon  you.  One  last  despairing 
howl  is  given  to  your  murdered  lord  and  then — ^with  one  consent^— you 
rush  from  the  house  of  blood  and  scent  the  murderer*6  footsteps. 

The  track  is  soon  found,  and  once  found  will  never  be  lost.  On  Brand- 
mark  and  Grimm !  GrOod  dogs  !  The  blood  of  Rudolph  of  Elrlach  cries 
to  you  for  revenge.  ' 

The  night  was  half  spent,  and  Rudenz,  avoiding  the  hiffh  road  to 
Soleure,  had  reached  the  foi^  of  Wangen  on  the  Aw.  He  had  ridden 
full  thirty  miles  since  he  quitted  the  valley  of  Reichenbach,  and  his  steed, 
exhausted  by  the  distance^  added  to  the  previous  day's  work,  could  g^  no 
further,  and  he  was  forced  to  abandon  him  at  the  river  s  borink.  ^'  But 
no  matter  now,"  he  cried,  ^*  I  know  the  ford  well;  once  on  the  other  side 
and  I  am  safe — two  leagues  more  and  I  stand  within  the  waUs  of  Falken- 
stein.  Of  Falkenstein  !  And  who  will  come  to  greet  me?  Great  God! 
the  daughter  of  the  man  whom  I  have  slain  1" 

He  cast  himself  on  the  ground,  and  groaned  sorely.  Enfeebled  in  mind 
and  body,  he  might  have  passed  the  rest  of  the  night  where  he  lay,  but 
once  again  a  sound  fell  on  his  ear,  at  which  a  shudder  crept  over  his  name, 
and  his  fell  of  hair  rose  stiffly  from  his  head.  It  was  the  baying  of  blood- 
hounds, and  his  conscience  told  him  who  were  his  pursuers. 

He  rose  irom  the  moist  earth,  damp  with  the  river  fog,  but  the  moisture 
which  trickled  from  his  brow  was  colder  than  the  midnight  dew.  He 
dashed  into  the  Aar,  and  wading,  scrambling,  and  swimming,  gained  the 
opposite  bank  in  safety.  *^  Accursed  hounds !"  he  cried,  ''  your  instinct 
fetils  you  now,  the  water  spcnls  the  tndk/*  But,  determinea  to  leave  no 
opening  to  chance,  or,  as  if  doubting  the  truth  of  his  own  exclamation,  he 
hurried  on  as  fast  as  his  wearied  limbs  would  let  him  towards  the  defiles 
of  Ober  Haumistein. 


Crood  dogs !  Brandmaxlc  and  Grimm !  Your  instinct  is  truer  than  the 
murderer  recked  of;  or  has  the  special  Providence  who  never  suffers 
blood-guiltiness  to  escape  unpunished,  suspended  the  common  laws  of 
nature  ?  You  ha^e  passed  the  fexd  with  as  sore  a  foot  as  if  your  victim 
were  in  full  view,  though  the  night  is  dark,  and  the  mists  roU  over  the 
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river.    Away,  away,  the  scent  is  hot  again, — another  deep,  loog^  cry,  and 
silently  you  sweep  along. 

Footsore,  panting,  staggering,  bewildered,  Jobst  of  Rudenz  had  strag- 
gled on  till  ne  reacned  the  dark  gorge  of  Klus,  and  though  he  feared  to 
atop,  he  now  deemed  himself  safe.  A  few  hundred  yards  further,  and  the 
gates  of  the  tower  which  guard  the  pass  will  open  to  receive  him — kn 
the  warder  is  his  own  retainer. 

Suddenly  he  hears  the  pattering  of  hasty  feet,  and  the  hoarse  gasp  of 
eager  breath  behind  him.  His  limbs  are  like  lead,  his  hands  are  power- 
less to  strike,  but  yet  he  turns  to  f&ce  his  pursuers.  One  bound,  and  their 
fangs  have  stricken  him,— he  screams  in  the  extremity  of  his  fear, — bat 
the  warder  sleeps  on  his  watch-tower,  and  the  hounds  are  alone  with 
their  prey. 

Good  dogs !  Brandmark  and  Grimm !  What  has  become  of  the  mur- 
derer of  the  hero  of  LAupen ! 

*<  The  next  day,"  says  the  old  chronicle  which  briefly  tella  the  story  of 
this  event,— *'  the  next  day  the  bloodhounds  returned  to  Reichenbach 
with  bloodstained  lips,  and  nothing  more  was  heard  of  Jobst  of  Rudenz." 


ALEXANDER  YPSILANTI  AT  MUNKAC.» 

FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  WILHELM  MULLBR. 

Albxander  Ypsilantx  lies  in  Munkac*s  highest  tower. 

The  rusty  bars  of  his  dungeon  grate,  shook  with  the  wild  storm's  power ; 

As  the  drifting  vapours  hid  die  moon,  and  dark  clouds  veiled  the  sky  ; 

Deep  sighed  the  Grecian  chieftain  that  in  chains  he  thus  should  lie. 

Still  to  the  south  horizon  points  ever  his  pale  hand — 

"  Ah  1  that  I  lay  beneath  the  soil  of  my  dear  fatherland  1" 

As  he  gazed  on  the  wide  and  barren  tracks  that  lay  the  tower  around, 

Where  the  eagle  soared  at>ove  the  cliff  far  o*er  the  marshy  ground. 

Again  he  sighed,  **  Who  tidings  brings  from  the  land  where  the  lov*d  ones 

dwell  r 
Then  his  eyes  were  weighed  with  tearful  sleep  as  by  some  mighty  spell. 
And  the  hero  sinks  his  weary  head  upon  his  shrunken  hand  : 
See,  his  countenance  grows  brighter,  dreams  he  of  the  Grecian  land? 
Straightway  on  his  slumbers  entered  a  warrior  of  colossal  size, 
And  he  gazed  upon  the  sleeper  with  joy  in  his  spectral  eyes. 
**  Alexander  Ypsilanti,  let  tliy  lion  heart  take  cheer, 
Where  blood  of  mine  was  long  since  shed  a  rocky  pathway  near, — 
Where  in  a  single  narrow  grave  three  hundred  Spartans  lay, 
Have  the  Grecians  smote  the  Infidel  upon  this  very  day. 
To  bear  the  news  from  anotiier  clime  1  left  the  spirit  band, 
A  clime  as  free,  O  Ypsilanti,  as  thy  Hellas  holy  mnd." 
Then  the  prince  awoKe  from  slumber,  and  **  Leonidas,"  he  cried, 
Not  tears  of  joy  the  captive  shed,  and  gazed  all  eager  eyed. 
Hark!  the  rushing  o'er  his  head,  as  forth  into  the  night 
An  eagle  flies,  whose  mighty  wings  cleave  the  grey  streaks  of  light. 

jASPsa  Thobson. 

*  The  noblest  of  the  Greek  patriot  chieftains. 
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PICTURES  OF  MY  BARRxVCK  LIFE. 

BY  A   GERMAN   80LDIEB. 

Chapter  III. 

REVElIxi — STABLE-TALE. 

The  first  night  I  spent  in  the  harracks  I  slept  but  little.  Indeed,  I 
would  have  defied  the  Seven  Sleepers  themselves  to  have  obtained  anything 
like  a  wink  upon  my  fresh-8tu£Pea  mattress,  which,  having  a  sharp  ndge  in 
the  middle,  and  slanting  down  with  a  steep  inclination  on  either  side,  was 
calculated  for  anything,  but  repose.  If  I  did  manage  to  dose  my  eyes  for 
a  moment,  the  same  dream  constantly  recurring  to  my  mind  disturbed  my 
rest  by  its  effects.  I  thought  I  was  on  the  top  of  a  high  hill,  and  was 
seized  with  a  childish  desire  so  roll  down  from  the  top  to  the  bottom. 
I  did  so,  and  found  the  descent  pleasant  enough  till  I  reached  the  valley, 
when  I  bumped  my  side  against  the  trunk  of  a  tree  which  lay  in  my 
way.  This  awoke  me,  and  I  found  to  my  surprise  that  I  was  on  the 
hard  floor  by  my  bedside.  This  occurring  every  time  I  had  the  temerity 
to  close  my  eyes,  I  at  lengtli  gave  up  the  attempt  in  despair,  and 
passed  the  remainder  of  the  night  upon  the  floor.  I  was  up  with  the 
lark,  and  at  the  first  notes  of  the  bugle  issued  from  my  dormitory  to 
proceed  to  the  stables.  But  what  a  strange  spectacle  saluted  my  gaze  on 
crossing  the  threshold !  Could  it  be  real,  or  was  it  an  optical  aelusion  ? 
I  rubbed  my  eyes  incredulously,  but,  alas  I  with  all  my  rubbing  I  could 
not  alter  the  obstinate  fact  which  bonified  my  sense  of  propriety.  A 
short  distance  firom  me  the  trumpeter,  about  whose  office  and  dignity  I 
had  entertained  many  romantic  and  mediaeval  notions — at  whose  beck 
hundreds  of  gallant  warriors  ought,  as  I  imagined,  to  be  proud  to  follow 
— a  man  whom  I  had  often  thought  of  with  respect,  stood  mowing  a  loud 
reveille  with  the  most  proYoking  indifference,  and,  horribile  dictu,  in  his 
shirt !  In  mute  amazement  I  watched  this  unchivalrous  trumpeter  blow 
his  blast  and  creep  up  to  bed  again.  What  a  .monstrous  anomaly !  A 
trumpeter  sounding  his  inspiriting  notes  without  even  a  pair  of  panta* 
loons  I     A  breechless  bugler  I     0  temporUy  0  mores  I 

After  he  had  disappeared  I  remained  for  a  moment  in  a  state  of  incer-^ 
titude,  unable  to  decide  whether  I  had  seen  a  real  live  trumpeter,  or 
whether  it  was  some  wild  phantasmagoria  of  the  brain,  caused  by  the 
broken  slumbers  of  the  night;  but  convinced  at  last,  by  irrefragable 
evidence,  that  I  was  actually  awake,  and  in  full  possession  of  my  Acui- 
ties, I  directed  my  steps  towards  the  stable,  musing  by  the  way  on  this 
unromantic  adventure  with  the  degenerate  trumpeter.  My  preceptor, 
Sergeant  Dose,  received  me  solemn  and  stately,  as  usual,  at  the  stable 
door,  and  commenced  the  day's  tuition  by  reading  me  a  lecture  out  of  a 
book  on  the  management  of  the  horse,  which,  as  he  informed  me,  had 
been  written  by  one  of  our  officers,  who  was  also  a  gfeat  poet,  and  had 
written  many  patriotic  songs.  Lest  the  curiosity  of  my  readers  should 
be  excited,  I  may  as  well  mention  that,  notwithstanding  Dose's  eulogium, 
the  officer  in  question  is  not  extensively  known  among  the  UUraH  of  the 
present  day,  nor  is  he  yet  enrolled  in  the  corpus  poetarum  of  the  Father- 
tandy  though  their  name  be  Legion.  His  prolegomenon  ended,  Dose  gave 
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me  the  book,  which  had  evidently  undergone  a  thorough  acctimati«tHnn 
in  the  purlieus  of  the  stable,  and  recommended  me  to  study  it  profoundly. 
I  put  the  book  in  my  pocket,  and  then  perambulated  the  stables,  to  make 
myself  acquainted  with  their  vaiioas  ways  and  doinfi;8,  Sergeant  D. 
enjoining  me,  meanwhile,  to  observe  everything  carefuUy,  that  I  might 
commence  my  diurnal  duties  in  the  afternoon. 

A  military  stable,  when  the  soldiers  are  engaged  in  rubbing'  down  their 
horses,  is  a  most  lively  and  animated  sight.  The  scrupulous  cleanliness 
of  every  comer,  the  snoiiang,  shaking,  champing  and  rabfaing  of  a 
hlmdred  horses,  make  a  highly  novel  and  interesting  coup  ^oeiL  Before 
one  of  the  animals,  a  long-legged,  wall-eyed  maie,  the  aerg^eaxit  stopped 
in  his  peripatetic  discourse,  and  pointed  it  out  to  me  as  his  chazger. 

'^  That  is  Croeus,  one  of  the  most  distinguished  mares  in  Chnstendom ; 
see,  how  well  she  knows  me.  But  Crocns,  my  jewel,  don't  turn  your 
head  to  me  in  that  manner,  or  if  Captain  de  Foe  comes  he  will  say  we 
seem  to  have  made  a  very  good  breakfost  this  morning.". 

These  words  were  scaroely  out  of  his  mouth  when  he  felt  a  hard  tap 
on  his  shoulder,  and,  turning  round,  he  beheld  the  sharp  physiognoniy 
of  the  captun  himsel£  It  was  an  astounding  comp  de  tkeaire.  Toe 
candescent  countenance  of  his  Satanic  Majesty  coold  not  have  alarmed 
die  sergeant  more  than  this  unwelcome  i^parition.  But  this  time,  to 
our  great,  though  agreeable  surprise,  the  storm  blew  over.  Satisfied, 
probably,  with  the  dismay  which  he  saw  depicted  on  our  focea,  or  periiape 
taken  too  much  aback  at  the  sergeant's  unexpected  boldness  to  be  able  to 
collect  the  tJiunders  of  his  wrath  and  laundi  them  at  his  head,  the 
obtain  merely  remarked,  wilji  not  more  than  his  usnal  asperify, 

"  Sergeant  Dose,  it  strikes  me  that  we  have  made  a  good  breakfost  this 
morning;"  and  then  turning  to  me,  ^*  1  should  have  been  better  pleased 
if  I  had  found  you  cleaning  your  horse." 

I  crept  away  with  my  tail  between  my  legs,  metaphorically  speakiBg, 
and  set  to  wonc  on  my  ehaiger's  flanks.  After  half  an  bourns  unwonted 
exertion,  which  reduced  me  to  a  stale  of  thorough  sudefoction,  I  accom- 
plished my  task  to  the  sergeant's  satisfaction,  and  proceeded  to  drill 
That  and  appell  being  over,  I  had  the  afternoon  to  myself  till  the  time 
for  *^the  prelection"  came  on.  This  prelection  is  tnat  portion  of  a 
soldier's  day  which  is  devoted,  according  to  rules  and  regulations,  to 
intellectual  pursuits.  The  assembled  garrison  is  then  instructed  and 
examined  by  one  of  the  officers  on  some  useful  military  matters.  Om 
tUs  day  Lieutenant  von  Rump  officiatod  as  oar  pedagogue.  He  was 
kisd  and  considerate,  but  somewhat  too  £EWtidio«8  for  a  soldier  For 
eammple,  wImu  he  entered  our  barrack-room  he  took  the  most  particular 
oare  to  steer  clear  of  every  piece  of  fumituie,  and  he  was  fcdlowed  by  his 
SBrvant,  beanng  his  own  peculiar  chair,  upon  which  he  sat  down  with 
JMngmsft  dignity  and  importance.  Having  arranged  the  ends  of  bo 
beard,  and  tamed  up  the  tips  of  his  raonitaehe,  he  i^pened  the  pro- 
oaadings  with  the  wends, 

^'  T&s  room  smells  horribly  of  stale  tobacco." 

He  then  hemmed,  put  a  bouquet  to  his  nose,  and  began  to  read  the 
fixBt  diapter  of  our  "Artillery  Guide,"  foom  wfaioh  I  and  IJm  other 
■eophytes  learnt  that  a  brigade  of  artiUecr  is  always  ooaunanded  b^  » 
eolond,  and  consiste  of  three  divisioBS,  eacm  of  which  is  under  a  bm^ 
and  oaosiBts  of  five  batteries  of  eight  pieces  each,  aad  many  otbsr  minnle 
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details  uninteresting  to  mj  reader,  bat  necessary  to  be  learnt  by  every 
aspirant  after  milittury  £Eune.  Wlulst  this  was  being  read,  above  half  of 
my  comrades  were  in  a  blissful  state  of  somnolency,  and  when  aroused  by 
a  poke  in  the  ribs  from  a  neighbomr,  they  responded  to  the  lieutenant's 
iHterrogatories  with  the  most  outrageoaslr  foolish  guesses,  which,  how- 
ever, was  the  case  with  many  of  those  who  kept  awake.  I  frequently 
£}and  among  the  privales  many  who  had  abundance  of  mother-wit,  and 
CKoelled  in  repartee,  but  were  nevertheless  incorrigibly  stupid  when 
required  to  leam  anything.  One  cannoneer  in  my  company  could  noty 
by  any  amount  of  puns,  be  made  to  recoUect  that  gunpowder  was  com- 
posed of  sulphur,  saltpetre,  and  charcoal.  You  might  impress  it  upon 
him  one  minute,  and  a  few  minutes  later  he  would  not  be  able  to  name 
more  than  two  of  the  ingredients.  The  colonel  heard  of  his  peculiar 
obfiiscation  of  intellect,  and  resolved  to  examine  the  man  himself. 
**  Well,  my  son,  can  you  tell  me  what  powder  is  made  of?" 
The  man  was  silent  The  colonel  then  desired  him  to  remember  that 
it  was  made  of  sulphur,  saltpetre,  and  charcoal ;  and  afier  repeating  them 
to  hun  desired  him  to  recite  diem  again. 

*'  Charcoal — saltpetre,*  stammered  out  the  cannoneer,  and  stopped. 
A  second  time  this  was  repeated,  and  a  second  time  he  finled.     Von 
Teschchenschedi  then  imagined  the  man  most  be  embarrassed  by  his 
piesence,  and  taking  off  \m  pkimed  fast  be  eaid  to  him : 

^  Now  £Emcy  that  I  am  not  your  Colonel  von  Teschehenschech,  bnt 
only  your  good  comrade  t^  cannoneer ;  and  suppose  I  come  to  you,  tap 
you  on  die  shoulder,  and  say,  *  Comrade,  have  the  goodness  to  tell  me 
what  powder  is  made  of?'  What  would  you  say  ?" 
The  man  immediate^  looked  up,  and  reptied,  widi  an  unembarrassed  ab : 
^  I  should  say,  comrade,  that  you  know  better  than  I  do." 
In  this  routine  I  spent  aome  days,  during  which  my  former  romantic 
ideas  were  being  gradually  dispelled  by  stem  reality,  and  I  now  began  to 
perceive  that  the  chivalry  of  the  nineteenth  century  is  an  organism  in 
which  the  man  who  can  best  succeed  in  holding  his  tongue,  keeping  his 
buttons  bright,  and  his  belt  white,  is  the  most  sure  of  fame  and  nonour. 
I  soon  leamt  the  manual  and  sword  exercise,  and  was  then  instructed  in 
the  noble  art  of  equitation,  by  Lieutenant  Diggendor^  who  presided  over 
that  branch  of  our  military  education.  He  was  one  of  die  best  and 
most  beloved  officers  in  the  brigade ;  for,  though  strict,  he  was  alwa3F8 
just,  and  did  not^  Mke  most  of  his  eo^frtreSj  imagine  that  bluster  and 
abuse  are  the  best  means  of  manufacturing  country  bumpkins  into  decent 
BcMffirs,  whereas  it  n  osAy  a  due  admixture  of  firmness,  gentleness,  and 
judgment,  that  will  ever  convert  the  shapeless  metal  into  the  required 
form.  For  some  time  after  my  arrival  at  Dolmar  we  had  a  commanding 
officer  who  leniently  allowed  us  many  litde  liberties  not  strictly  regular, 
if  only  th^  did  not  seriously  impair  the  discipline  of  the  regiment ;  but 
soon  after  I  had  oeaaed  to  be  in  statu  pupiUarij  and  had  b^me  a  fuU- 

fladged  defender  of  my  <;ountry,  hight  Cannoneer  Br ,  the  captain 

announeed  to  us  one  nomiag  at  npell  the  ominous  ttdmgs  diat  the  staff 
of  our  brigade  was  to  be  removed  to  Dolmar ;  in  other  words,  that  Von 
Teseihohensoheeh  was  iXfomg  m  propria  perssnA  to  fill  t^  gubernatorial 
dnone  m  Dolmar.  This  informadon  was  aoconpanied,  as  well  it  miglrt, 
l^a  reoommendadeti  from  our  captain  to  die  iegiment»  and  especially  to 
the  volunteers,  te  observe  die  strictest  propriety,  and  avoid  every  bwach 
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of  discipline  or  deconxm.  E.g.  We  must  not  think  of  goin^  ont  ^th 
our  uniforms  unbuttoned,  or  with  a  white  waistcoat  on,  or  a  silk  craTat, 
as  the  colonel  had  an  especial  antipathy  to  these  things  in  private  soldiers. 
In  a  few  days  the  colonel  appeared,  and  signalised  his  entry  by  a  long 
parade,  at  which  he  stormed  and  anathematised  at  a  great  rate*  That 
being  over,  he  inspected  the  barracks  and  stables,  making  us  shake  in  our 
shoes  at  the  peering  glances  he  threw  around  him.  Sergeant  Dose  was 
custodian  of  the  provender-chamber  for  the  equine  part  of  the  batteij, 
and  in  that  office  I  was  his  deputy,  and  had,  consequently,  to  keep  the 
accounts  for  his  department,  the  sergeant  being  about  as  good  an  arith- 
metician as  if  he  had  been  brought  up  amone  the  wise  men  of  Thrace, 
who,  as  the  sage  Aristotle  informs  us,  could  never  count  beyond  the 
number  four.  Our  granary  was  part  of  an  old  convent,  and  was  the 
hereditary  stronghold  of  an  army  of  rats  and  mice,  which  committed  the 
most  unheard-of  ravages  amongst  our  com  and  hay,  so  that  at  last  Dose 
had,  unknown  to  the  captain,  procured  a  large  ca^  and  set  her  to  work 
to  extirpate  or  reduce  the  numbers  of  these  felonious  depredators ;  and  I, 
having  caught  an  owl  in  one  of  the  towers,  had  shut  him  up  in  the 
granary  as  the  cat*s  coadjutor  in  her  herculean  task.  But  now  that  the 
colonel  approached  to  inspect  our  department,  we  were  not  a  little 
embarrassed  about  what  we  should  do  with  our  useful  allies.  We  had 
not  time,  however,  to  form  a  resolution  on  the  subject  before  the  door 
opened,  and  the  colonel  and  his  cortege  entered.  Dose  made  his  official 
report  on  the  state  of  the  stores,  and,  after  looking  round  and  finding 
nothing  deserving  of  a  reprimand,  the  colonel  vras  just  turning  to  depart 
when  the  unlucky  owl,  aisturbed  probably  by  the  unwonted  elitt^  of 
sabre  and  epaulettes,  fluttered  down  from  her  lof^y  pereh,  and  in  her 
descent  aroused  grey  malkin,  who  incontinently  commenced  a  loud 
miowing.     The  colonel  looked  round  in  surprise. 

*^  Ah !   what  is  that  ?    Do  you  keep  wild  beasts  in  his  majesty's 
granary  ?     What  is  it,  sergeant  ?" 

In  a  deprecatory  voice  Dose  replied, 

'^  There  are  a  great  many  mice  here,  colonel,  and  I  got  a  cat  and  an 
owl  to " 

"  Oho,  I  see,  to  catch  the  mice ;  that  is  very  good,  very  good." 

The  captain,   who  had  evidently  looked  for  a  violent  explosion  of 
wrath,  now  chimed  in  with, 

*'  Yes,  colonel ;  I  thought  it  would  be  the  best  way  to  get  rid  of  the 
vermin." 

''  Oh,  yes !  a  very  good  plan.     Quite  rights  quite  right ;  I  am  quite 
content." 

Not  so  Dose,  however,  for  as  soon  as  they  were  out  of  hearing,  he 
exclaimed, 

*'  Look,  now ;  that  is  the  way.    As  soon  as  he  saw  it  was  taken  in 

good  part  he  took  all  the  honour  to  himself;  but  he  shan't  have  it  for 

nothing,  I  can  tell  him.     In  our  next  account  I  set  down  a  good  round 

sum  *  for  the  keep  of  the  creatures  that  the  captain  ordered  to  catch  the 

•     » »» 
mice. 

Now  that  our  Argus-eyed  colonel  was  resident  in  the  town,  we  could 

not  be  too  cireumspect  and  wary  in  our  ways.    He  was  ever  on  the  watch, 

and  we  were  always  meeting  when  no  one  would  have  expected  him  to  be 

within  a  mile.     Evory  day  convinced  us  more  and  more  of  his  prowling 
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propensities,  and  showed  us  what  toenect  if  caught  in  flagrante  delictu. 
One  morning  we  were  just  thinking  of  rising  from  our  beds  on  hearing 
the  trumpeter  sound  the  first  notes  of  the  reveilU,  when,  to  our  surprise, 
the  linked  sweetness  of  his  initiatory  notes  was  suddenly  superseded  by  a 
hoarse,  discordant^  blatant  hiare,  which  might  have  done  honour  to  the 
bull  of  Perillus,  and  then  the  gruff  Yoice  of  Von  Teschchenschech,  in 
high  dispute,  broke  upon  our  ears.  We  hastened  to  our  doors  to  view 
the  fracas,  and  then  we  found,  as  most  of  us  had  already  surmised,  that 
the  trumpeter,  trusting  as  usual  to  the  solitude  of  the  courtyard  at  that 
time  of  day,  had  descended  from  his  lair  to  blow  the  reveille  destitute  of 
all  clothing  save  his  slippers,  and  that  article  of  apparel  which  my  too 
fisistidious  pen  refuses  to  specify  a  second  time,  and  whose  nomenclature 
shall  therefore  be  left  to  uie  reader's  discretion.  In  this  highly  simple 
and  unsophisticated  state  he  had  been  surprised  by  our  catchpoll  colonel, 
and  the  narsh  ejaculatory  sound  which  had  roused  us  from  our  roosts 
was  occasioned  by  the  ruae  application  of  the  coloneFs  booted  foot  to  the 
rear  of  the  bugler,  whose  horror  and  petrification  at  finding  himself  in  this 
dolorous  dilemma  must  be  classed  among  the  things  that  are  more  easily 
conceived  than  described.  After  this  hearty  salute,  the  colonel  seized  our 
Misenus  by  the  tail  of  his  anonymous  garment,  and  drag;ged  him  away  in 
triumph  to  receiye  summary  punishment.  Such  was  the  comical  sight 
which  met  our  gaze  when  we  peeped  out  of  our  dormitories ; — ^the  burly 
colonel  like  a  huge  spattering  steam-ship  towing  a  small  unrigged 
bark  into  a  hostile  harbour.  The  unfortunate  wretch  got  two  days*  arrest, 
and  blew  his  signals  for  the  future  in  full  costume. 

Chapter  IV. 

THX  8BNTBT-BOX  AND  THE  CELL. 

The  time  was  now  arrived  when  I  was  to  take  my  first  watch,  into 
which  duty  a  new  soldier  is  generally  initiated  by  his  comrades  with 
sundry  solemn  rites,  which  consist,  however,  for  the  most  part,  in  his  pro- 
viding them  with  Sdinapps  and  beer  ad  Ubiium,  In  return  for  my  com- 
pliance with  this  custom  I  got  the  best  post,  which  was  to  stand  guard 
before  the  colonel's  reddence;  and  I  was  therefore  duly  inducted  into  the 
little  sentry-box  in  his  garden  about  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  my 
predecessor  informing  me  that  the  colonel  was  not  at  home,  which  fact  it 
was  my  duty  to  know.  For  the  first  half  hour  I  was  pleased  with  my 
novel  occupation.  I  walked  up  and  down  the  little  garden,  admired  the 
flowers,  and  built  many  castles  m  the  air,  hugging  myself  with  the  thought 
that  I  had  already  become  '*  some  one."  Soon,  however,  the  time  began 
to  hang  heavy  on  my  hands;  I  counted  the  buttons  of  my  uniform,  the 
flowers  and  fowls  in  tne  garden,  and  the  pigeons  on  a  neighbouring  roof. 
I  admitted  to  myself  there  were  pleasanter  ways  of  passing  one's  time 
than  promenading  a  watch-beat,  or  kicking  one's  heels  in  a  sentry-box. 
At  last  I  made  a  halt  in  my  obambulations,  and,  addressing  a  merr}'-faced 
maiden  who  stood  at  the  kitchen-window,  inquired  when  tne  ^'  old  fellow" 
would  be  at  home.  By  this  &miliar  appellation  I  alluded  to  the  colonel, 
and  I  learned  to  my  surprise  that  he  had  already  come  in  by.another  door. 
Of  this  &ct  I  was  soon  made  fully  aware,  for  I  had  scarcely  received  an 
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answer,  when,  Donner  aad  BIitieB»  what  skould  I  hear  hub  tke  eokmeF s 
barberouB  patois^  which  was  alwajs  strongest  whea  h*  was  in  a  xage^  ex- 
daining, 

"  Oho  1  yott  waftt  the  old  feUow,  do  ycm?  The  old  fieUow  will  aoag 
toam  down  and  settle  with  you,  you  upseaUioai.'' 

I  speedily  withdrew  my  horas  into  my  seatiy-hos^  and  stood  there 
axudoosly  rarehoding  the  probable  issue  of  my  misaihreBtuxe.  After  i 
Aott  iotexral  he  stomped  down  stairs,  and  approan^ed  my  box  to  aBnihi- 
late  me  with  hie  censures,  but,  as  I  had  employed  the  Iktle  lefifnte  he  bai 
giTon  me  in  putting  my  arms^  acooutzements,  ke^  m  the  most  unimpeack- 
able  order,  he  was  forced  to  eontent  himself  with  hurling  five  thousaad 
anathemas  at  my  head,  and  setting  the  offence  down  in  the  aceount-books 
of  his  memoary  as  a  debt  to  be  discharged  on  the  first  opportwuty^  whidi^ 
to  my  sorrow,  was  not  bng  in  happening. 

One  of  the  consequences  (and  to  us  Wunteers  ^e  most  provoking  one) 
of  the  oolonel's  seat  of  government  being  removed  to  Dolmar  was,  that 
we  were  oU^^  to  conform  to  the  strict  rules  o£  the  service  on  dress,  ia 
which  a  little  laxity  had  generally  been  shown  to  volunteers^  but  from  tbe 
colonel  of  course  nodiing  of  the  kind  could  be  expected,  considering  his 
innate  aversion  to  the  whole  race.  So  that  now  we  w»e  not  allowed  to 
wear  a  waisteoat,  or  to  have  any  uniform  but  the  coarse  one  of  tiieseHice, 
with  which  we  were  highly  disgusted*  For  some  time  we  prudently  ab- 
stained from  trying  what  effect  the  interdicted  apparel  might  have  on  the 
sensitive  nerves  of  the  colonel ;  but,  alas! — m^aia  omnibus  horis  sapii— 
in  an  evO  hour  of  one  never-to-be-fofgotten  Sunday  aft^noon,  after  hold- 
ing a  solemn  council  to  decide  on  the  plans  to  be  pursued  in  ease  of  our 
falling  foul  of  our  omnipresent  bugbear,  a  troop  of  us  sallied  forth'from  tlie 
barrack-gates  to  promenade  the  town  in  the  full  glory  of  superfine  uni- 
forms, white  waistcoats,  and  light  sabres.  We  had  not  proceeded  far, 
before  one  of  our  number  exclaimed, 

<<  Lieber  Himmel!  Here  comes  the  colonel  !'* 

All  ihe  elaborate  plana  which  we  had  framed  to  meet  such  a  oontio- 
gency  were  instantly  banished  from  our  memories,  and  we  stood  in  horrific 
expectation,  as  if,  Kke  those  disagreeable  demoisrilea  of  yore,  the  6oi^;ons, 
his  aspect  had  possessed  the  power  of  petrifying  all  beholders.  We  had, 
however,  just  sufficient  presence  of  mind  left  to  as  to  make  a  few  attempts 
to  conceal  our  irregularitiee,  and  with  such  success  that  fiur  a  moment  we 
buoyed  ourselves  up  with  the  hope  that  we  were  saved. 

'*  Ah !  young  men,  you  k>ok  quite  soldier-£ke  and  tidy ;  I  like  to  see 

you  neat,  hut "  and  here  a  daric  scowl  overspread  his  &ce — "  what  is 

here?  Oho,  you  wear  starched  collars  and  ^k  aeckerchiefs,  do  you?'' 
and  with  that  he  pulled  the  obnoxious  articles  over  the  ears  of  the  one 
who  was  next  to  hun.  ^^  And  you,  too,  sir,  what  do  yon  mean  by  letting 
your  shirt  peep  over  your  breeches  there  ?" 

These  words  being  addressed  to  me,  I  looked  down  in  horror.  Oh  wefal 
I  had  buttoned  my  coat  crookedly,  and  a  bit  of  my  white  waistcoat 
treacherously  showed  itself  in  the  gap  which  had  been  Mb  by  that  inad- 
vertency. 

«  Well,"  said  the  colonel,  "isn't  it  your  shirt?" 

<'  No,  Mr.  Colonel,"  I  stammered  out — ^  my  waistcoat.'' 

*^  Oho,  your  waistcoat  I  1*11  waistcoat  you.   And  this  one  has  a  pair  of 
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Uaek  troosen  on.  Toa're  a  spleMfid  eoips.  And  idie  fonztli  ef  tliiff  noble 
company  has  a  finer  belt  than  my  own.  R^iitdbonUfaee.  To  the 
bazndok     March  r 

Our  axrival  there  created  no  little  stir  and  aorasement.  As  soon  as  the 
eolonel's  gruff  voioe  was  heard  in  the  ooortyaid,  we  saw  a  head  pop  out 
of  neatly  every  window,  and  in  every  head  we  conld  <£sc«ni  a  month 
gTSDning,  and  two  eyes  twinlding  with  delight  at  oar  evil  ease.  The 
colonel  made  but  short  woric  with  us,  and  gaive  no  quarter.  After  a  fe(w 
prahminazy  remvks  on  the  enormity  of  our  offence^  he  sentenced  us  to 
twenty-lbiir  hours'  middle  arrest,  and  ordered  us  to  he  led  off  to  recdm 
our  punishment  uutamier.  We  were  acoor£ngly  delivered  into  the 
hands  of  an  old  invalid,  who  discharged  the  funetions  of  our  military  g^(der, 
and  in  virtue  thereof  styled  himself  '*  Our  inspector;"  but  was  generally 
known  among  us  by  the  title  of  '^The  King  of  the  Rats,'*  on  account 
of  the  great  number  of  those  quadrupeds  which  were  domiciled  in  his  do- 
mains. No  one  was  ever  more  eminently  fitted  by  nature  for  the  avoca- 
tion which  had  fallen  to  his  lot.  The  exercise  of  his  inquisitorial  powers 
was  the  sole  delight  of  his  life.  His  hideous  features  expanded  into  a  self- 
satisfied  but  sardonic  grin  whenever  a  new  vietim  was  brought  to  him  for 
incarceration,  but  when  not  engaged  in  tins  congenial  task  he  was  a 
gloomy  and  morose  old  carl,  with  a  physiognonxy  that  hore  evident  marks 
of  a  bibaceous  di^sition.  His  nose  was  of  most  goodly  nze,  projecting 
boldly  from  his  face  like  ^e  spout  of  a  pomp,  and  aa  sune^tuously  he- 
studded  with  rubies  and  other  predous  stones  as  a  mouaiain  of  Golconda. 
Beneath  this  elegant  proboscis  yawned  a  cavernous  mouth,  whieh  ever  and 
anon  assailed  the  olfactory  nerves  of  a  stander-by  wi&  mingled  exhala- 
tions of  he&t  and  tobacco ;  and  tins  distortion  of  a  £u!e  was  surmomated  by 
a  greasy  nightcap,  which  might  have  been  white  at  some  remote  perioa, 
but  was  now  bronzed  to  nearly  ^e  same  shade  as  the  face  over  wnich  it 
nodded  its  pendant  tasseL 

To  this  remarkable  specimen  of  the  genus  homo  I  was  now  consigned, 
to  be  dealt  with  according  to  the  mles  of  middle  arrest,  which,  as  its  name 
imports,  is  not  so  severe  as  dose  arrest,  but  more  so  than  slight  arrest. 
He  aocordbgly  thrust  me  into  a  dirty  stone  cage  six  feet  by  three,  and 
eight  feet  high,  ventilated  by  a  latticed  air-hole  a  foot  square — a  loaf  of 
bread,  a  jug  of  water,  and  a  basin  bdng  the  only  appurtenances  of  the 
place,  and  there  lefb  me  with  a  malicious  leer  to  pace  its  narrow  limits, 
uke  a  bear  in  a  menagerie-cage,  and  kiU  the  enemy  Time  to  the  best  of 
my  ability.  For  this  purpose,  after  invoking  a  considerable  amount  of 
malefications  upon  Von  Teschchenschech's  and  my  ugly  gaoler's  heads,  I 
tried  every  device  I  could  think  of.  I  did  as  Jean  Paul  advises  those  who 
cannot  sleep:  I  went  through  the  numbers  up  to  ten  thousand,  and  con- 
jugated irregular  yerbs  till  my  brain  was  in  a  whirl ;  but,  despite  all  my 
notable  plans,  Time  put  on  his  leaden  wings,  and  all  the  dodcs  of  the 
town  seemed  to  have  entered  into  a  malicious  combination  to  protract  the 
period  of  my  durance.  If  I  had  been  entomologically  indined,  and  had  had 
a  little  more  light,  I  might  have  improved  my  time  by  studying  the  manners 
and  customs  of  the  numerous  species  of  reptiles  which  I  could  dimly  dis- 
cern wandering  about  the  floor  and  walls  of  my  den;  and,  as  it  was,  no  in- 
considerable portion  of  my  time  was  taken  up  in  repelling  the  attacks  of 
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an  army  of  certain  parasitical  animalculs,  which  were  ielonioaaly  phleboto- 
mising  on  my  unfortunate  epidermis,  with  a  zest  that  plaiiily  snowed  that 
they  had  been  on  short  commons  for  a  considerable  time.  Cut  as  ereiythiDg 
must  come  to  an  end  in  process  of  time,  so  did  this  l<Migf-delayiDg  night 
Soon  after  the  reveille  had  told  me  morning  was  come,  I  heard  a  slouch- 
ing, slipshod  step  approach  my  door.    The  bolts  were  then  unbarred,  ao^ 
with  unwilling  steps  and  slow,  his  Rattish  majesty  made  bis  entry  into 
my  ceU,  to  escort  me  into  a  small  courtyard,  where,  ^th  the  other 
(human)  inhabitants  of  his  dominions,  I  was  allowed  to  disport  myself 
and  gulp  down  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  fresh  air,  before  he  again  showed 
his  Mepnistophelian  physiognomy,  which  this  time  was  adorned  with  a 
leer  so  malevolent  that  even  its  big-swelled  nose  seemed  to  g:row  more 
lustrous,  and  dart  forth  scintillations  of  delight,  to  reconduct  ns  to  our 
cabinets,  as  he  jocosely  styled  his  dirty  dens.     But  now^  that  half  the 
period  of  my  duress  was  completed,  time  jogged  on  a  little  faster.    I 
had  reached  the  summit  of  the  hiU,  and  was  now  descending*  with 
accelerated  motion  into  the  Valley  of  Deliverance,  and  I  heard  his  Rattish 
majesty  unbarring  my  door  even  before  I  had  expected  him.      With  s 
jubilant  jump  I  bounded  out  of  my  lair,  and  triumphed  exuitingly  over 
the  malignant  old  scarecrow,  who,  however,  as  he  ushered  me  into  the 
barrack-yard,  muttered  a  hospitable  hope  that  he  should  soon  have  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  me  under  his  .roof  again.     Once  out  of  his  dutches, 
1  took  care  not  to  come  within  reach  of  them  again ;  and,  the  better  to 
avoid  such  a  catastrophe,  I  applied  myself  with  all  the  energy  I  possessed 
to  complete  my  militaiy  education,  and  with  such  success  that  in  a  few 
weeks  I  was  admitted  as  a  candidate  for  the  bombardiers'  examination. 
A  bombardier  is  the  lowest  non-commissioned  officer  in  the  artillery,  and 
all  aspirants  for  this  rank  are  expected  to  be  able  to  shoe  a  horse,  to 
point  a  gun,  to  keep  its  carriage  in  good  order,  to  understand  arithmetic, 
and  to  have  some  small  extra  stock  of  mathematics.     After  going  through 
the  trying  ordeal  to  the  satisfaction  of  my  superiors,  I  received  the  badge 
of  promotion — viz.,  a  gold  stripe  on  each  arm;  and  never  did  field- 
marshal,  when  receiving  hb  newly-acquired  bat6n,  indulge  in  half  the 
self-gratulation  that  I  (Ud  while  contemplating  these  simple  bits  of  lace. 
Never  did  Landwehr  captain,  fresh  from  the  hands  of  his  taolor,  promenade 
the  streets  with  a  more  martial  air  than  I  on  that  memorable  day ;  and 
when  at  last,  on  passing  some  privates,  I  was  saluted  with  due  respect,  I 
had  reached  the  very  acme  of  mardal  felicity ;  and,  in  the  plenitude  of  my 

pride,  I  thus  soliloquised :  "  Now  Bombardier  B ,  you  are  really  'some 

one.'  You  have  put  your  foot  on  the  first  step  in  the  ladder  of  promoriofl, 
and  you  have  nothing  to  do  but  advance  steadily  to  the  summit ;  another 
step  or  two,  and  you  will  mount  a  pair  of  gold  epaulettes ;  when  they  are 
on,^  you  will  speedily  tread  on  Von  Teschchenschech's  heels,  and  be  ready 
to  jump  into  his  boots  whenever  he  vacates  them." 


(    467     ) 


ATHANASIUS  ROBICHON.* 

There  dwells  in  the  Rue  de  Mlromesnil,  in  the  foarth  story,  a  man 
whose  intellects  have  heen  much  disordered  by  the  last  revolution.  His 
name  is  Athanasius  Robichon.  Perhaps  some  people  remember  him,  as 
having  lived  in  the  Mands.  It  was  in  that  quarter  that  he  dwelt  for 
thirty  years,  knowing  nothing  of  the  world  but  its  infiintile  games^  and 
applying  all  the  resources  of  his  intelligence  to  the  art  of  perfectioning 
toys.  Athanasius  had,  even  at  that  time,  one  dominant  idea.  He 
belonged  to  the  great  school,  which  insists  that  France  should  produce 
dearly,  but  superiorly.  His  conscience  was  satisfied  upon  the  first  point ; 
he  sold  his  toys  as  dearly  as  he  could.  But  it  was  not  so  with  the  second ; 
Nuremberg  held  at  that  time  the  sceptre  of  art.  Tradition  and  activity, 
both  combined  to  ensure  the  empire  of  the  stranger ;  dolls,  more  espe- 
cially, were  brought  out  in  a  manner  that  threw  all  rivalry  into  deep 
discouragement.  Any  other  man  than  Athanasius  would  have  bowed 
before  the  perfection  of  Nuremberg.  But  Athanasius  felt  not  only  his 
own  honour,  but  that  of  his  country,  concerned.  He  defied  Nuremberg, 
even  in  its  dolls ;  for  twenty  long  years  he  engaged  in  the  struggle  for 
superiority.  He  was  often  wounded ;  never  killed.  He  even  imbibed 
vigour  from  his  defeats,  and  only  became  the  more  animated  at  the  sight 
of  his  wounds. 

At  length  so  much  perseverance  met  with  its  reward.  Athanasius  saw 
his  dreams  accomplbhed :  he  obtained  that  which  he  had  sought  for  with 
so  much  ardour — a  dear,  but  a  superior  doll.  Europe  adopted  it — it 
crossed  the  Atlantic — it  forced  even  the  last  positions  of  the  enemy — an 
order  came  from  Nuremberg.  That  was  a  great  day  for  the  toy-maker. 
It  was  France  opposed  to  Germany.  But  the  victory  had  its  costs.  The 
brain  does  not  fix  itself  with  impunity  upon  the  same  ideas:  a  spring 
always  on  the  stretch  must  one  day  break.  Athanasius  furnished  one 
proof  more  to  that  well-observed  fact.  Changes  were  gradually,  but 
manifestly,  taking  place  in  his  conduct  and  in  his  healtli,  that  begat 
anxiety  amongst  his  attendants.  Of  friends  he  had  few;  and  he  had 
been  so  solely  occupied  by  his  passion  for  dolls,  that  he  had  never  thought 
of  taking  to  himself  a  wife.  He  was  no  longer  the  same  man.  Some* 
times  he  was  melancholy  and  silent;  at  others  he  gave  way  to  violent 
and  causeless  bursts  of  anger.  He  would  even  get  up  at  night,  open  his 
windows,  and  hold  forth,  to  the  great  discomfiture  of  his  neighbours,  in 
long  orations,  in  which  the  word  Nuremberg  was  most  frequently  dis- 
tinguished.    Nothing  is  so  destructive  as  the  empire  of  great  maxims. 

A  subject  who  has  arrived  at  this  point  no  longer  belongs  to  com« 
merce,  but  to  the  Faculty.  The  Faculty  accordingly  arrived,  examined 
Athanasius,  recommended  baths,  and  a  diet  of  milk  and  eggs.  This 
treatment  finished  him  off.  He  became  more  excited  than  ever — his 
visions  increased  in  number,  and  their  aspect  was  more  frightful.  There 
was  no  alternative :  Athanasius  must  be  torn  from  his  beloved  dolls,  or  it 
was  all  over  with  him.  The  great  difficulty  lay  in  the  grief  of  separation. 
There  had  been  a  third  of  a  century  of  life  in  common  between  Athana- 
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nus  and  his  dolls — ^they  had  suffered  together — they  had  prospeied 
together — they  had  become  as  inseparable  as  one  idea.  The  difficnltj- 
was,  however,  got  over  by  insinuating  a  partner  into  the  concern.  Atiba- 
nasius  was  not  a  man  to  endure  rivahy,  or  to  suffer  a  profane  hand  to 
tamper  with  his  art.  He  vnthdrew  mmself  in  disgust,  and  the  point 
was  g^ned. 

Athanasius,  in  his  suburban  villa,  and  a  little  garden  to  win  his  atten- 
tion, soon  grew  better.  He  enjoyed  his  night's  rest — his  appetite  was 
restored — his  good-humour  returned,  and  he  even  exchanged  nis  love  for 
national  dolls  to  that  of  national  flowers,  which  he  set  vigorously  to  work, 
cultivatiog,  watering,  and  propagating  in  that  correct  and  s^propriate 
costume  which  a  Frenchman  associates  itself  with  every  pursuit — bat 
with  none  so  much  so  as  gardening  and  field  sports.  He  even  went  so 
&r  as  to  entertain  an  idea  of  carrying  away  the  palm  for  roses ;  but  fiUe 
ordered  otherwise. 

The  last  revolution  had  broke  forth  and  changed  the  position  of  tJie 
citizen  in  France :  it  had  made  of  politics  an  art  and  a  branch  of  industry 
that  was  within  everybody's  reach.  The  most  humble  persons  could  not 
avoid  being  called  upon  to  play  their  part — honours  were  conferred  upon 
them  with  or  without  their  concurrence.  One  morning,  as  Athanasius 
was  trimming  his  lilacs,  he  learnt,  by  some  words  dropt  indiscreetly,  that 
he  had  become  a  sovereign !  At  first  he  paid  no  attention,  and  continued 
to  cut  away  a  little  more  rapidly  at  his  lilac,  as  if  he  had  not  heard  any- 
thing. But  there  are  woitls  which,  when  they  fall  on  live  flesh,  take 
their  place  there,  as  if  cauterised  on  the  spot.  Notwithstanding  his 
apparent  indifference,  Athanasius  felt  himself  affected.  "Sovereign! 
Sovereign !"  kept  exclaiming  unseen  voices  within  him.  *'  Sovereign ! 
What  can  be  more  beautiful  ?  But  where  ?  Since  when  ?  What  rights 
are  attached  to  that  title  ? — ^what  duties  does  it  impose  ?"  These  were 
problems  with  which  he  found  himself  suddenly  assailed,  without  havings 
m  his  possession  the  elements  for  their  solution,  so  he  referred  to  a 
newspaper. 

This  was  playing  with  powder.  People  do  not  consider  to  what 
dangers  they  expose  themselves  when  they  open  their  doors  to  a  news- 
paper. It  IS  like  putting  out  one's  reason  to  pupilage.  Weak  men 
capitulate  without  a  struggle.  They  are  not  only  subscribers,  thej 
become  echoes.  Stronger  minds  flatter  themselves  with  their  wariness, 
but  they  soon  give  way  before  the  ease  of  judgments  ready  made  for 
them.  Then  come  the  capitulations  of  pride ;  they  imagine  themselves 
to  have  thought  what  they  have  read,  and  they  adopt  and  disseminate  ail 
the  errors  and  follies  of  another.  So  it  was  with  Athanasius  Robichon. 
6ood-by  to  lilacs  and  roses ;  Robichon  became  the  man  of  his  journal, 
and  horticulture  lost  in  one  day  that  which  it  had  taken  nine  months  to 
win  over. 

But  Athanasius,  besides  his  perseverance,  and  his  habit  of  pushing 
matters  to  extremes,  also  took  a  pride  in  being  logical.  ''  I  am  a  sove- 
reign!" he  said  to  himself;  "that  means  master.  Master  of  what? 
Of  going  and  coming,  there  is  no  doubt  of  that.  None  of  the  despots  I 
lived  under  before  the  revolution,  that  made  sovereigns  of  us  all,  aenied 
me  that  privilege.  But  what  am  I  then  master  of  ?— of  reasoning  on 
state  affairs  ?    As  far  as  my  metnoiry  goes  I  was  never  denied  that  pri* 
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Tikge  either.  To  vote^  periii^?  Well,  there  was  no  lack  of  voters  in 
the  time  of  the  tyraais.  It  was  not  for  that,  surely,  that  a  country  was 
turned  upside  down."  In  whatever  point  of  view  Athanasius  contem* 
plated  his  sovereignty,  he  oould  not  make  out  either  attribules  or  profits. 
It  was  evident  that  he  possessed  neither  regal  nor  even  feudal  powers. 
He  oould  neither  coin  money  nor  levy  taies,  no  more  than  he  oould 
oblige  his  vassals  to  beat  his  ponds  at  night  to  prevent  the  frogs  disturb- 
ing his  rest.  The  problem  remained  entire,  and  in  the  vague  empire  of 
definitions.  For  a  time  Athaaanus  was  puEzled;  but  his  was  not  a  mind 
to  be  discomfited.    A  new  light  suddenly  broke  upon  his  lucubrations. 

"  I  have  it !"  he  exelauned,  in  the  tone  of  a  man  who  is  inspired — "  I 
have  it — ^I  hold  it — I  have  found  it  i  When  one  is  fegioal,  eveiything 
may  be  attained.  I  am  a  soverngn,  thou  art  a  soverdgn,  1m  is  a  sove- 
reign ;  we  are  all  sovereigns,  but  only  in  the  germ — in  a  rudimentary 
state-— otherwise  my  sovereignty  would  exclude  that  of  my  neighbour,  and 
that  of  my  neighbour  mine.  We  are  all  sovereigns,  which  means  that 
vre  are  aU  in  a  position  of  never  being  any  one  of  us  a  sovereign.  What 
do  they  say  of  the  soldier? — That  he  has  in  his  knapsack  the  baton  of  a 
marshaL  Nov,  of  these  sticks,  bow  many  come  out  ?  It  is  just  the 
same  with  the  title  of  sovereign ;  all  men  become  soveieignfl — (»e  only 
is  a  sovereign.     That  is  incontestable." 

In  the  intozication  of  his  discovery,  the  unfiutunate  man  added  these 
words,  struck  in  the  die  of  fatality  : 

^  Well,  if  only  one  can  be  a  sovneign.    It  is  I  that  will  be  sovereign." 

The  Roman  who  crossed  a  river,  the  Spaniard  who  burnt  his  v^»ds 
that  hts  soldiers  could  not  think  of  returmng,  had  not  Ihe  conscience  of 
the  acts  whidi  they  were  aocomplt^ing  more  exalted  than  at  that 
moment  had  Adianasuis  Robichoa.  ^'  Why  not  me?"  was  the  logical 
conclusion  with  which  he  sealed  his  great  idea.  And  why  not  me  ?  It 
is  the  natural  eicclamatioa  of  human  pride  where  the  social  institutions 
have  broken  down  their  barriers,  and  no  one  knows  his  own  place.  Hov 
many  have  it  on  their  lips,  but  dare  not  utter  it ;  how  many  would  find 
it  at  the  bottom  of  their  hearts,  if  they  had  the  courage  to  search  there  1 
Why  not  me  ?  It  is  the  formula  with  which  the  good  are  decapitated  to 
make  vnty  for  the  dregs,  and  a  nation  is  pressed  down  to  a  level  that 
degrades  it !  It  is  the  olden  yeast  of  envy  and  jealousy  which  ferments 
when  the  councils  of  experience  are  disregarded.  Why  not  me?  has 
been  the  expression  of  ambitious  pe(^le  of  all  countries  and  all  times. 
''  Why  not  me?"  also  repeated  Athanasius,  axui  there  were  no  want  of  great 
examples  before  him. 

Auianasius  had  still  one  little  scruple.  Did  he  possess  those  external 
qualifications,  that  gift  of  words,  those  graceful  gesticulations  and  charm* 
ing  smiles,  which  impart  so  miKsh  success  to  acts  and  words  ?  In  other 
words,  would  he  fill  the  dignity  efficiently  and  suitably  ?  *'  Fifty  years, 
and  bald,"  he  said  to  himsd^  '^  are  certainly  not  positive  dtles ;  but  I 
have  a  clear  eye,  a  handsome  leg,  and  good  lungs, — and  I  place  them 
with  pide  on  the  altar  of  my  country."  Having  got  rid  of  this  fugitive 
scrupfe,  Athanasius  felt  himself  to  be  already  Freodent  of  the  Republic, 
and  ne  assumed  the  manners  and  adopted  the  airs  of  the  sover^gn  to  be. 
It  is  difficiilt  to  describe  the  dignity  and  the  majesty  whidi  he  threw  into 
his  whole  bearing,  at  the  same  time  that  his  politeness  was  so  excesnve 
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that  he  ho  wed  to  the  ground  to  those  who  looked  at  him  'with  a  emiooi 
eye.  At  home  he  studied  in  solitude  positions  for  three  sitoatians — 
puhlic  ceremonial,  particular  audience,  cabinet  counciL  Everything  was 
arranged — ^the  entrance,  the  exit,  the  situation,  the  answer,  and  even  aa 
expressive  silence. 

At  the  same  time,  Athanasius  kept  a  strict  eye  upon  the  getting  up  of 
a  constitution,  which  was  being  e£Fected  without  his  help,  it  is  true,  but 
for  him  alone.  He  could  not,  in  consequence,  do  otherwise  than  consider 
in  the  light  of  so  many  personal  insults  everything  that  tended  to  confine 
the  limits  of  action  in  the  executive  power.  The  details  regarding  pecu- 
niary allowances  were  equally  offensive,  but  he  was  not  so  particular  on 
the  score  of  a  residence.  As  much  as  he  had  seen  of  the  Palais  de 
VJSlysee  through  the  park-railings,  satisfied  his  taste  for  meditation :  the 
grass-plots,  the  shades,  and  the  fountains,  were  sufficiently  inviting^ ;  and 
he  felt  that  he  could  deposit  there  the  weight  of  his  greatness^  reflect 
upon  what  would  best  contribute  to  the  happiness  of  3ie  people^  ao^ 
since  it  was  determined  that  it  should  be  so,  Uve  modestly  and  cheaply. 

Things  went  on  smoothly,  till  one  day  the  question  of  exclusion  was 
discussed.  Athanasius  became  alarmed.  He  thought  that  those  who 
had  been  engaged  in  the  toy-trade  might  come  under  the  ban  of  incapa* 
bility  with  the  members  of  royal  families,  relatives  of  the  actual  iVe- 
sident,  and  others ;  but  the  enemies  of  Athanasius  did  not  dare  to  go  so 
far. 

The  constitution  was  completed,  and  solemnly  proclaimed  in  a  snow- 
storm. Athanasius  was  there  among  the  spectators.  He  was  in  ecstasies 
at  the  thought  that  all  this  solemnity,  this  noise,  and  these  flourishes  ci 
trumpets  were  for  his  benefit  His  incognito  was  permissable  for  one  day 
longer,  and  he  enjoyed  it.  But  the  next,  new  duties,  a  new  part  awaited 
him. 

"It  is  time,"  he  said,  ^Uhat  I  should  gather  together  my  political 
friends."     And  he  summoned  his  party. 

In  the  numbers  of  this  party  were  Fran9ois  Prudent,  a  robust  Auverg* 
nat,  who,  from  porter  of  the  toy  establishment,  had  become  its  factotum, 
and  who,  wedded  to  Gerviuse,  me  attached  domestic  of  Athanasius,  had, 
with  her,  out  of  devotion  to  their  common  master,  resigned  the  profPered 
business  to  a  stranger,  to  retire  to  the  country.  Athanasius  summoned 
his  party,  seated  on  a  sofa,  with  the  solemnity  of  a  justice  of  the  peace* 
The  happy  couple  were  gifted  with  that  luxurious  development  whicfa 
indicates  maturity,  and  they  also  filled  their  chairs  with  magisteiial 
amplitude. 

Kobichon  opened  his  heart  to  his  ancient  adherents.  He  explained 
to  them  by  what  logical  inductions  he  had  been  induced  to  start  as  can- 
didate for  the  Presidency  of  the  Republic.  Sovereignty  was,  he  declared^ 
written  upon  his  brow,  as  it  had  been  upon  that  of  David  and  of  Saul. 
A  republic  had  been  made  for  him — a  constitution  had  been  made  for 
him — and  a  presidency  for  him. 

His  two  auditors  had  been  present  at  many  a  campaign  of  Athanasius's 
imagination  ;  they  knew  him  to  be  adventurous,  but  they  scarcely  ex- 
pected him  to  go  so  far  as  this. 

Gervaise  could  not  restrain  herself. 
"  Well,  here  is  another  2*'  she  exclaimed. 
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'^Another ! — no,  Madame  Pnident.  I  am  satisfied  witli  the  present.  It  is 
true  tiiat  this  idea  of  a  republic  is  not  seriously  entertained  by  many ;  but, 
from  the  moment  that  it  elects  me  for  its  chief,  things  will  change ;  it  suits 
jne,  and,  therefore,  it  will  suit  everybody.  Is  not  that  logical,  Madame  Pru- 
dent?" 

"  But,  monsieur,"  interrupted  Francois,  in  a  vain  attempt  to  come  to  his 
wife's  help. 

"  It  is  not  your  turn  to  speak,  Prudent/'  said  Athanasius,  in  a  tone  of  au- 
thority ;  '*  I  must  decide  the  order  of  discussion.  Let  us  to  the  facts  first, 
afterwards  you  shall  know  the  great  destiny  that  is  in  reserve  for  you.  Friends," 
he  continued,  '*  before  everything  else,  proper  scenic  effect  is  necessary.  The 
French  people  are  exacting  upon  that  point.  Formerly  they  were  satisfied 
with  sausages,  now  they  require  manifestoes.  I  have  accordingly  prepared  a 
manifesto,  in  which  I  have  exposed  how  I  shall  lead  the  country  in  that  career 
of  perfection  to  which  formerly  I  conducted  my  dolls,  and  to  which  I  will  also 
lead  the  French  people,  who  have  so  long  been  the  dolls  and  the  playtliings  of 
a  succession  of  usurpers.  What  do  you  say  to  that  ?  Is  not  that  the  grandoise 
tone  of  the  day  ?" 

Athanasius  had  given  wa^  to  a  little  burst  of  vanity,  which  was  unworthy  of 
his  high  pretensions.  He  felt  it,  and,  recovering  himself,  read  his  manifesto 
with  the  simplicity  that  was  natural  to  him. 

To  THE  Fbench  Pboplk. 
Athanasius  Robichon, 

Formerly  Manufacturer  of  Toys,  at  present  Fundholder,  and  Candidate 

for  the  Presidency  of  the  Republic. 
Fbllow-Citizbns, — 

A  Republic  has  been  founded,  and  it  is  necessary  to  name  a  President. 

You  need  not  go  in  search  of  one,  I  am  the  man,  I — I  tell  you  there  is 
only  me.  You  may  seek  for  a  thousand  years,  here  and  there,  invoking  light 
from  above,  and  you  will  be  obliged  to  finish  where  I  have  begun  :  it  is  Robi- 
chon— there  is  only  Robichon — -let  us  name  Robichon. 

Howsoever  little  you  may  be  versed  in  logic,  you  must  agree  in  this. 

Let  us  see,  whom  can  you  elect  ? 

A  member  of  the  families  that  have  reigned  in  France  ?  Let  us  examine 
that  alternative.  First  of  ail  it  is  a  threat  held  out  to  the  Republic — a  hint 
for  those  who  hold  by  it.  Next,  it  will  be  necessary  to  choose  among  those 
families,  and  to  favour  one.  Now,  that  selection,  that  favour,  what  will  it  be 
for  the  others  but  a  defeat  and  an  exclusion  ?  Here  is  certainly  an  incon- 
venience. 

Whom  else  may  you  chose  ? 

A  man  of  the  sword  ?  But  it  will  be  said  that  he  will  be  drawn,  by  the 
necessities  of  his  condition,  into  arguments  of  force,  and  that,  at  the  best, 
there  will  always  be  something  prstorian  in  his  rule.    Another  inconvenience. 

Let  us  see  whom  else  ? 

A  party  man  ?  He  will  be  accused  of  putting  the  rest  under  the  feet  of  his 
followers.    An  inconvenience. 

An  orator?    He  will  be  fought  with  his  own  speeches  of  bygone  times. 

A  writer  ?    He  will  be  blocked  up  by  his  own  books. 

A  financier  ?    They  will  say  that  he  speculates. 

A  gentleman  ?    They  will  see  in  his  name  an  insult  to  the  mob. 

And  so  on  with  twenty  others ; — everywhere  inconveniences. 

When  I  said  to  you  there  is  only  me,  it  is  not  without  having  made  a  deep 
study  of  the  situation.  By  dint  of  research,  I  have  discovered  among  the 
possible  candidates  one  hundred  and  fifty*  four  inconveniences  that  I  do  not 
possess,  and  that  I  am  not  susceptible  of  having. 

I  am  neither  a  gentleman,  nor  a  financier,  nor  an  orator,  nor  a  man  of  party. 
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nor  a  nan  of  the  sword.    I  need  not  say  that  I  am  not  a  member  of  moj  of  the 
ftimilies  that  have  retgned  over  France. 

To  tliese  evident  advamages  I  can  add  others  that  are  not  less  precious. 

I  know  nothing  of  public  administration,  so  that  I  cannot  be  accused  of  fol- 
lowing out  systems. 

I  have  no  relatioos,  bat  two  old  servants,  and  I  cannot  be  accnsed  of  being 
influenced  by  my  friends,  or  favouring  my  family. 

I  am  a  baehdor,  and  no  one  can  say  that  the  emUem  of  rey  aatfaoritj  is  a 
dbtaff. 

I  have  known  restauTants  at  Meen  sons,  and  no  one  will  pretend  that  I  ruin 
the  state  by  my  prodigahty. 

I  pi»s  over  others,  and  better  than  these. 

Thus  there  are  many  advantages  and  no  inconveniences.  Was  I  wroog  in 
saving:  There  is  only  Robichoo — let  «is  name  Robiehon.  Think  of  it,  aay 
fdlow-citizens.  Under  an  anxious,  susceptible  republic,  that  the  slt^test  trile 
angers,  it  is  an  incomparable  chance  to  have  a  name  perfectly  obecore, 
utterly  unknown,  which  is  neither  a  flag  or  a  system,  which  inclines  setther  to 
the  nght  nor  to  the  left,  which  has  neither  influence,  nor  importance,  sor 
meaning.  They  seek  for  a  general  level — there  it  is.  Not  to  meotioa  that 
an  oath  never  issued  from  my  mouth,  and  that  I  can  therefore  swear  to  avf- 
thing  with  equal  facility.  Truly  ir  is  having  too  many  titles  at  once,  thej 
humiliate  me,  they  crush  me,  I  am  confused  under  their  weight. 

Oh !  I  know  very  well  they  will  object  that  I  was  a  doll-maker.  There  is 
no  one  that  has  not  a  cloud  in  his  firmament.  Well,  I  confess,  dolls  have  bad 
my  affections,  but  I  have  an  excuse;  the  Republic  did  not  exist  at  that  time. 
Besides,  what  is  a  toy  but  a  preparation  for  public  services  ?  Do  not  smile ; 
the  proof  is  here.  Yes,  I  have  been  trained  to  the  public  service,  and  io  afl  its 
branches.    Let  us  recapitulate : 

In  the  Department  of  War — I  have  had  soldiers  both  of  wood  and  of  pewter; 
I  have  had  parks  of  artillery,  camps,  fortresses,  cavaliers  of  pastebosid  upon 
elastic  horses,  arms  of  all  kinds,  and  equipments  of  every  descriptioo. 

in  the  Department  of  the  Interior— I  have  had  portable  telegraplis  for  tbe 
political  division ;  and  in  the  division  of  fine  arts,  violins  of  red  wood,  thestics 
in  pasteboard,  accordions,  and  harmonicoDS. 

In  the  Department  of  Foreign  Aflairs — I  h«ve  had  Prinsian  ropeHlnoers, 
Chinese  mandarins,  and  camels  of  papier  mach^. 

In  the  Department  of  Justice — I  have  had  three  pieces  on  sprinss :  the 
accused  on  his  trial,  the  convict  in  prison,  the  condemned  in  the  cfaapel;  with 
effects  of  the  eyes,  and  gestures  adanted  to  their  situations. 

in  the  Department  of  Finance — I  iiave  had  custoas-house  officers  on  the  look- 
out; forests,  with  gamekeepers;  and  fireworks  destined  to  benefit  die  tsz  oo 
powder. 

In  the  Department  of  Public  Works — I  have  bad  railways  and  locomotives 
of  wood,  pnmpsand  wells,  windmills,  and  twenty  other  mecmmical  models. 

In  the  Department  of  Commerce  and  Agriculture — 1  have  had  groeets'sbopSi 
hrtna  with  slock,  shepberds  and  shepherdesses,  wheelbarrows,  ami  spades^  m»d 
rakes,  and  carts  with  horses  harnessed  to  them. 

In  the  Naival  Department — I  have  had  the  swan,  and  the  magnet,  and 
no  small  portion  of  the  fleet  that  cruises  in  the  waten  of  the  basins  of  the 
Tuileries. 

Lastly,  in  the  Department  of  Public  Instruction — I  have  bad  alphabets  in- 
numerable ;  geographical,  geometrical,  and  architectmra)  puzzles. 

Is  that  enough  ?  Who  can  still  object  against  me  the  manafiMCture  of  toys  ? 
And  to  say  the  truth — wbeie  are  there  not  toys  to  be  found  ?  Let  us  see :  the 
wig  and  gown,  and  epaulets— what  are  they  but  toys  ?  Honour  and  glory  toys ! 
Riches  amd  birth  toys !  Always  and  everywhere  toys !  And  yet  they  reproach 
me  with  having  known  the  most  real  and  positive  of  all,  the  only  true  and  au- 
thentic toys! 

Thus  aU  objections  tumble  to  the  ground,  and  my  advantages  lemaiB  in  all 
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their  integrity.  I  remain  what  I  was,  the  only  President  possible,  the  only  one 
who  offers  nothiug  for  malice  to  turn  upon. 

No  doubt  I  shall  be  assailed  on  another  point.  I  foresee  it — I  expect  it. 
What  are  your  politics  ?  they  will  say  to  me.  I  shall  be  sincere.  I  have  no 
politics.  Really  f  and  why  so  ?  To  be  what  I  shall  always  be — logical.  Listen 
to  my  reasoning.  In  what  consists  my  strength  ?  It  is  to  have  no  weak  side 
exposed ;  of  being  neither  illustrious,  nor  powerful,  nor  married,  nor  encum- 
bered with  friends.  Do  you  not  see  at  once  the  newspapers  baffled,  not  know- 
ing what  to  carp  at  ?  Not  at  my  wife  more  than  my  name !  not  at  my  glory 
more  than  at  my  friends !  Will  they  not  be  at  fault — will  they  not  have  time 
to  fight  with  shadows  ?  The  very  idea  fills  me  with  delieht.  Not  even  a 
peculiar  nose — not  a  wart  upon  my  face.  And  yet  they  would  wish  me  to  cast 
my  politics  before  this  miserable  world,  for  food,  to  diet  upon — a  bone  to  gnaw 
at  I  Ah !  it  would  be  curious  to  see  how  they  would  receive  Robichon's  policy ! 
Wou1dn*t  they  bite  at  it  I  tear  it  to  pieces !  and  dispute  among  themselves  for 
the  fragments.  No,  no !  let  us  be  consistent,  and  keep  our  advantages.  I 
shall  have  no  particular  policy ;  that  b  something  new.  In  France  novelty 
succeeds. 

What  did  I  say  to  you  ?  Will  you  not  finish  as  I  commenced,  there 
is  only  Robichon  possible :  let  us  name  Robichon.  Robichon,  that  is  to  say» 
an  unassailable,  invulnerable  President ;  never  changing  his  situation,  so  that 
no  one  need  be  anxious  about  him ;  speaking  little,  so  that  he  shall  not  be 
misrepresented ;  doing  still  less,  so  that  his  acts  shall  not  be  falsified.  Come,  I 
know  what  a  republic  is.  They  do  not  want  great  geniuses,  nor  a  great  name, 
nor  personal  titles,  nor  hereditary  titles,  nor  oratorical  laurels,  nor  academical 
laurels ;  what  they  want  are  Robichons  ;  that  is  the  level,  that  is  the  limit ; 
above  that  one  becomes  suspicious. 

I  finish  by  an  appeal  to  union.  Since  I  have  no  policy,  all  parties  can  unite 
to  give  me  their  suffrages.  I  do  not  support  any,  I  combat  none.  I  do  not 
deny  them,  nor  yet  do  1  affirm  them.  By  electing  me  there  are  neither  victors 
nor  vanquished  ;  vanities  are  saved,  rights  also.  Alone  in  the  world,  can  I 
offer  such  advantages.  Go,  then,  to  the  poll,  fellow-citizens,  and  give  me  not 
a  majority,  I  despise  it,  but  unanimity.  To  the  poll  I  shouting  out  the  cry  of 
safety  :  There  is  only  Robichon  possible!  Let  us  name  Robichon!  You  will 
be  logical.  Athanasius  Robichon,  Anden  Fabricant  de  Jouets. 

Athanasius  rose,  with  a  movement  of  pride,  at  the  conclusion  of  his 
manifesto,  and,  addressing  his  party,  exclaimed,  "  Well,  what  do  you 
think  of  it?" 

Grervaise  and  Francois  were  sound  asleep  in  their  arm-chairs.  It  was 
a  doable  answer. 

Athanasius's  project  was  to  have  the  manifesto  published,  stock  up, 
and  distributed  all  over  the  country.  This  was  a  costly  proceeding,  and 
Prudent  ventured  to  insinuate  the  &ct.  But  the  answer  he  always 
got  was: 

^  Prudent,  Prudent,  I  see  you  are  ignorant  of  the  great  destiny  that  I 
have  in  reserve  for  you." 

This  was  so  <^n  repeated,  that  the  good  Auvergnat  began  himself  to 
ihink  ihat  there  must  be  something  in  it,  and  he  was  induced  so  fieff  to 
lend  himself  to  his  master's  projects  as  to  go  to  a  printer's.  It  was 
beneath  the  dignity  of  a  future  President  to  carry  his  own  manifestoes. 
When  Prudent  came  back,  the  poor  fellow  looked  astounded. 

''  What  is  the  matter  ?"  inquired  Athanasius. 

''Sir,''  answered  the  plenipotentiary,  ''your  manifesto  is  out  of  all 
price.     Here  is  the  total, — ^it  is  eloquent,  is  it  not  ?" 

Athanasius  covdd  not  help  an  ejaculation  when  he  saw  the  fnintei's 
estimate: 
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''  Bat/'  he  said,  turning  roand,  ''did  he  read  the  manifesto?*' 

*'  He  did,"  replied  the  negotiator,  <'  and  lie  laughed,  too.  Oh,  how  he 
did  laugh !  And  when  I  said  it  was  to  he  stuck  up,  he  shrugged  his 
shoulders,  and  said  it  would  he  so  much  paste  thrown  away. 

"  The  brute !  He  is  in  the  pay  of  the  police,  or  he  is  mad.  Bat, 
Prudent,  we  will  have  another  printer." 

And  so  it  was  ag^ed,  only  the  idea  of  a  distribution  in  the  provinces 
was  perforce  abandoned:  the  expenses  of  such  a  proceeding  being  inordinate. 
Frangois  was  deputed  to  watch  the  stickers,  and  to  see  that  no  parasitical 
or  inimical  bills  should  eclipse  the  all -important  manifesto.  Francois  per- 
formed his  duty  with  devotion  to  the  interests  of  his  master.  When  he 
returned,  the  latter  inquired  anxiously  after  the  fate  of  his  manifestoes. 

"  Now,  Prudent,"  he  said,  *'  no  evasions — tell  me  the  truth.  Una- 
nimity— was  it  not  ?" 

**  Yes,**  replied  the  Auvergnat,  "  there  was  unanimity — ^unanimity  of 
roars  of  laughter." 

"  Oh !  they  Inugh,  do  they,  Francois  ?  It  is  that  they  are  disarmed. 
They  laugh !    Well,  so  much  the  better." 

Fran9ois  was  now  sent  to  the  newspapers,  but  he  was  received  with 
the  airs  characteristic  of  those  establishments.  None  would  give  the 
manifesto  a  place  at  the  price  of  gold,  except  one,  which,  being  needy, 
proffered  an  interval  between  a  perfumer's  advertisement  and  that  of  a 
secret  remedy.  Gervaise  was,  at  the  same  time,  busily  employed  cutting 
up  the  bulletins  which  were  to  bear  the  name  of  Robichon  triumphantly 
into  the  electoral  urns.  Millions  were  wanted ;  Gervaise  was  equal  to 
her  task.  They  were  distributed  in  the  streets — cast  to  the  four  winds 
of  heaven — never  was  such  a  shower  of  bulletins ! 

But,  alas !  the  result  is  known.  Athanasius  was  not  elected  unani- 
mously; another  candidate,  more  felicitous  than  he,  was  chosen  by  a 
large  majority.  But  Athanasius,  when  he  heard  the  result  of  the  votes 
of  Paris  was  not  discouraged.  '^It  is  a  mistake,"  he  said;  "I  shall 
appeal  to  the  departments.'  But  in  the  mean  time  he  made  inquiries, 
and  found  that  he  had  obtained  five  votes — five  well-attested,  exclusive 
votes !  Now,  of  the  five,  two  could  be  accounted  for — Fran9ois  had 
been  loyal;  and  Athanasius,  like  a  man  without  prejudices,  had  not 
voted  against  lumself,  but  for  himself.  Besides,  he  did  not  wish  to  dis- 
turb the  unanimity  that  he  was  sure  would  prevail.  But  who  were  the 
other  three  who  had  given  their  unsolicited  votes  in  his  favour  ?  What 
were  their  names  ?  Where  did  they  dwell  ?  These  were  the  questions 
constantly  present  to  his  mind.  He  felt  an  anxious  desire  to  confer  with 
these  three  solitary  and  respectful  politicians  on  affairs  of  state,  but  he 
could  not  find  them  out.  In  the  mean  time,  a  general  must  never  desert 
his  troops ;  he  must  show  to  his  three  unknown  followers  that  he  held 
by  his  original  pretensions,  that  he  was  still  at  the  breach,  and  ready  to 
earry  the  Presidency,  if  necessary,  by  assault :  so  he  imagined  a  visiting^ 
earn,  conceived  as  follows : 

<<  Athanasius  Robichon, 
Perpetual  Candidate 
To  the  Presidency  of  the  Republic." 

But  there  was  one  to  whom  Aihanasius  could  not  pardon  his  defeat— 
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that  was  the  successful  competitor.  Without  knowing  him  he  heartily 
detested  him ;  and  after  hatreds  that  take  their  origin  from  favours  con- 
ferredy  there  are  none  more  implacable  than  those  the  motives  of  which 
cannot  be  justly  appreciated.  Add  to  this  there  was  a  real  cause  for 
anger — the  electors  had  been  deceived.  A  rhythm  had  been  sought  for 
his  name ;  and  the  spotless  Robichon  had  been  made  to  chime  in  with 
cochon ! 

The  public  exclaimed  that  France  had  been  bribed ;  heaps  of  gold  had 
been  distributed  among  the  peasants ;  hyperbolical  salaries  had  been  con- 
ferred on  the  working  classes ;  and  croix  d^honneur  had  been  given  to 
everybody.  Athanasius  resolved  upon  a  plan  of  revenge,  which  he  com- 
municated to  Fran9ois  :  it  was  to  watch  the  usurper,  as  he  called  him ; 
and  it  was  with  this  view  that  he  took  the  lodgings  in  the  Rue  Miro- 
mesnil,  in  which  we  found  him  at  the  beginning  of  our  story.  Thus  it 
was  that  a  camp  of  observation,  from  which  nothing  could  escape,  was 
formed  round  the  Elysee.  Fran9ois  represented  the  army— ^Athanasius, 
the  general.  Our  hero  was  at  least  logical  in  his  proceedings ;  his  de- 
fiance  of  the  President  was  loyal ;  he  had  declared  open  war. 

The  tactics  of  such  a  war  are  the  same  everywhere — ^the  tactics  of  bad 
faith  and  still  worse  humour ;  to  open  against  power,  no  matter  what  it  is, 
a  fire  of  depreciation  and  calumny,  and  keep  it  incessantly  exposed  to  it 
— ^that  is  what  constitutes  such  tactics.  To  approve  seems,  now-a-days, 
to  be  in  such  bad  taste,  that  every  one  seems  to  fancy  he  is  sacrificing 
common  sense  and  independence  of  opinion  in  venturing  upon  such  a 
course  of  proceeding.  Athanasius  enjoyed,  with  the  rest  of  the  badauds 
of  Paris,  tne  conviction  that  there  existed  in  the  pavilions  of  the  Elysee 
two  harems,  comparable  in  number  and  in  charms  to  those  in  wnich 
Solomon  reinvigorated  his  old  age;  that  the  President  was  sued  by 
18,000  creditors,  bearers  of  dishonoured  bills  to  the  tune  of  144,000,000 
francs!  and  that  the  interest  of  this  enormous  debt  was  paid  by  the  Queen 
of  England,  on  condition  that  he  would  become  her  vassal,  and  would  em- 
brace the  Protestant  faith ! 

Athanasius  set  Fran9ois  to  work  to  obtain  information  by  treating  his 
fellow-domestics.  Francois  reported  that  the  frotteur  des  appartements 
had  had  great  trouble  one  morning  in  sweeping  the  rooms  clean. 

"  That  shows,"  remarked  Athanasius,  ''  that  there  were  many  people 
there  yesterday,  but  that  they  were  low  people,  or  representatives.  That 
is  the  category  of  dirty  shoes." 

Nothing,  indeed,  escaped  his  logical  mind.  The  arrival  of  a  few  barrels 
of  the  irintages  of  the  Gironde  satisfied  him  that  the  President  would  not 
ran  away  for  a  few  days  to  come.  One  day,  however,  his  logic  took  an 
active  form.  He  was  walking  in  his  balcony  in  slippers  and  dressing- 
gown,  when  Fran9oi8  broke  upon  his  meditations,  and,  with  an  air  of  ut- 
most consternation,  announcea  that  *^  the  Imperial  Guard  was  arriving  !*' 

Robichon  threw  himself  by  an  instinctive  movement  into  the  street  It 
was  a  vision  of  past  times.  All  the  regiments  of  the  great  army  had  its 
representatives  there.  There  were  cuirassiers,  dragoons,  Polish  lancers, 
chasseurs  of  the  young  and  the  old  guard.  Only  the  pressure  which 
the  limbs  made  upon  the  garments  showed  that  they  had  not  got  in  with- 
out difficulty,  and  that  they  would  get  out  with  satisfaction.  The  empire 
was  found  again,  but  burdened  with  a  belly. 
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It  sufficed,  however,  for  Athanasius,  that  the  empire,  or  something  like 
it»  was  there,  to  exdte  him  to  the  highest  degree.  He  saw  in  this  grovp 
of  yeterans,  come  to  salute  the  nephew  of  their  Emperor,  a  military  depu- 
tation that  came  to  place  at  the  feet  of  an  usurper  its  eagles,  its  heart,  its 
services,  nay,  the  rery  buttons  of  its  gaiters !  How  could  he  have  he^tated. 
He  forced  his  way  in  front  of  the  deputation. 

'^  Soldiers  !*'  he  exclaimed,  '^  arrest  these  factious  people  in  the  name 
of  the  law.  None  hut  uniforms  recognised  by  the  oonstitutton  can  be 
worn  here." 

He  would  hare  said  more,  but  his  voice  was  lost  amidst  clapping  of 
hands  and  laughter,  and  it  was  in  vain  that  the  dressing-gown  with  em- 
broidered flowers  gesticulated  to  the  crowd.  At  length  a  carabineer, 
wearied  with  his  antics,  made  towards  him  with  no  friendly  intentions, 
but  our  hero  was  saved  by  two  police  agents  taking  him  under  the  arm- 
pits and  thus  conveying  him  back  to  lus  own  house.  Bruised  all  over 
and  his  garments  in  tatters,  Athanasius  was  radiant.  He  had  won  his 
spurs. 

*  Well,  Fran9ois,"  he  said,  "  you  have  seen  what  I  have  done.  Had 
I  not  been  there  in  time  the  empire  would  have  been  declared." 

One  day  shortly  after  this,  Athanasius  was  pursuing  his  recognisanoes 
in  the  enemy's  territory  in  the  Champs  Elys6es,  in  company  with  Fran- 
cois, when  the  latter  accidentally  mentioned  his  name.  A  little  old  man, 
thin,  with  a  sharp  eye,  and  quick,  decisive  manners,  turned  round  at  once: 

•*  What !  is  that  yon,  Robichon?*  he  exclaimed.  "Happy  to  have  met  you  ! 
Ah,  you  are  Robichon !  Co— co— chon  de  Robiclion  I*' 

Athanasius  stopped  short  and  looked  at  his  accoster;  a  spy,  no  doubt,  he 
said  to  himself,  ana  making  a  sign  to  Fran9ois. 

"  Pass  on,  sir,'*  he  said ;  "  I  have  not  the  honour  of  your  acquaintance." 

"  Nor  I  either,"  retorted  the  other.  '*  I  don't  know  you,  Kobichon,  yet  I 
gave  you  my  vote.    Yes,  Robichon,  my  vote." 

••  You  gave  me  your  vote,"  exclaimed  Athanasius,  overjoyed  at  meeting  one 
of  the  three  mysterious  voters.    **  You,  sir !  ah,  permit  me  to  embrace  you.^ 

'*  No  reason  for  that,"  said  the  old  man,  avoiding  the  extended  arms. 

"  Permit  me  at  least  to  thank  you." 

*'  No  thanks  are  due  to  me.  There  were  two  or  three  candidates ;  all  had 
chances.  I  said  to  myself  there  is  only  Robichon  that  is  impossible,  let  us  vote 
for  Robichon.^* 

"  Possible,  you  mean  ?" 

"  No,  impossible  I  If  you  had  been  possible  you  would  not  have  had  my 
vote.    You  see  that  I  am  frank  with  you. 

«  Rather  so !" 

The  blow  was  a  hard  one,  comine  from  a  friend,  too,  but  Athanasius  bore  it 
like  a  stoic.    Of  three  illusions  he  lost  one;  who  was  that  one  ? 

"  Sir,"  he  said,  ^  may  I  inquire  who  I  have  the  honour  to  address  ?*' 

*'  Certainly,  RJobichon;  call  me  Roch.    I  am  simply  Roch,  and  as  curt  as  my 


■ame.*' 


**  No  doubt  M.  Roch  occupies  some  eminent  post  ?**  bowed  Athanasius. 

**  Very  eminent  and  unique.  For  twenty  years  past  I  demolish  governments, 
and  I  hope  to  tumble  down  a  few  more  yet." 

*'  And  if  I  had  been  President,"  inquired  Athanasius,  raising  his  head  suid 
his  voice  at  the  same  time,  "  would  you  have  tried  to  have  tumbled  me  down  ?" 

**  Would  I  have  tried  it  1"  replied  the  old  man,  with  a  satanic  grin,  **  I  see 
you  don't  know  me." 

**  What,  sir,  the  friend  to  whom  you  had  given  your  vote  ?"  said  Athanasius, 
getting  irate. 
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"  The  very  reason.  I  have  tumbled  down  many  governments,  but  none  with 
so  much  pleasure  as  those  of  my  dearest  friends.  It  is  so  pleasant  to  take 
one's  friends,  warm  and  tender,  to  stick  needles  into  their  flesh,  roast  them  by 
a  slow  fire,  or  tear  them  up  by  bits !     That  is  a  treat  worthy  of  my  mission  !** 

*'  And  if  I  was  a  government/'  asked  Robichon,  *'  what  would  you  do  to 
tumble  me  down  ?" 

**  Your  government — it  would  go  in  four  roouthfuls !  Robichon,  you  do  not 
know  your  countrymen.  They  like  new  faces,  no  matter  whether  white, 
brown,  or  red.  They  would  have  been  tired  of  yours  in  a  fortnight.  Do  you 
know  what  they  say,  Robichon  ?  They  say  that  you  conspire  against  the  state.** 

''I  protest!"  exclaimed  Athanasius. 

'*  Do  not  be  ruffled.  Can  you  prevent  them  speaking  ?  Stronger  men  than 
you  have  tried  to  do  so.  They  say  that  you  flatter  the*people,  that  you  seduce 
the  army.** 

"  Infamous  calumnies  !'*  shouted  out  Athanasius. 

"  There  you  are  again  in  a  passion.  What  would  it  be  then,  if  you  were 
really  President,  and  I  came  back  to  the  attack  fresh  every  day  ?  and  if,  after 
having  covered  yon  with  wounds,  I  distilled  the  poison  drop  by  drop ;  if  I  filled 
the  saloons  with  cruel  words  and  the  papers  with  perfidious  insinuations ;  if  I 
set  intriguers  and  women  of  bad  repute  against  you,  and  heaped  all  the  discoD- 
tents,  the  bad  passions*  the  disappointments,  and  the  world's  hates  at  your  door? 
This  is  what  I  have  done,  and  what  I  shall  do  again.  But  I  must  away  ;  tliere 
are  government  doctors  coming  who  would  like  to  put  me  under  treatment. 
Good-by,  Co— co — ebon  de  Robichon.     I  do  not  like  the  company  of  spies.^ 

"This  is  a  mad-dog  kind  of  polities,"  said  Athanasius  to  himself.  ''Is  it 
possible  that  a  man  in  power  would  betray  bis  patron,  calumniate,  vilify,  dis- 
grace, and  dishonour  his  bosom  friend,  and  that  only  for  the  pleasure  of  de- 
molishing I     Alas!  there  is  more  than  one  Th rs  in  France !" 

Returned  to  Ms  house,  Athananus,  seeing  the  ardour  of  Fran9ois  cool 
ID  a  cause  in  which  the  Auverg^at  met  with  a  great  many  more  rebuflb 
lluui  felicitations,  oommunicated  to  him  the  great  destiny  which  he  had  in 
reserve  for  him — ^neither  more  nor  less  than  the  Vioe-Ptesidency.  Fran9au' 
modesty  took  alarm  at  first  He  was  not  quite  sure  that  he  was  equal  to 
the  task.  He  did  not  know  what  might  be  expected  from  hun  in  return 
for  the  emoluments  of  the  situation.  Athanasius  relieved  him  of  his 
flcmples  by  his  usual  logical  acumen. 

"  Go,"  he  said;  *•  I  give  you  right  days  to  watch  what  the  existing  Vice- 
Rreaident  does.  You  will  see  what  are  me  duties  attached  to  the  situation, 
and  then  come  and  tell  me  the  result** 

At  the  end  of  the  week  Francois  returned,  hia  mind  quite  satisfied,  and 
Ua  conscience  quite  relieved  of  scruples.  He  had  followed  the  Vice-Pre- 
sident in  his  walks  to  the  theatres,  to  concerts,  to  official  balls  and  public 
solemnities. 

"  Monsieur,"  he  said,  '^  I  am  quite  equal  to  the  Yice-Ptesidency.  I 
accept  it*' 
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Mr.  Peter  Quince,  Q.C.,  is  a  gentleman  who  stands  so  weU  at  the 
bar,  that  it  is  more  than  probable  he  may  one  day  reach  its  highest 
honours.  He  derives  a  very  good  income  from  his  professional  pursuits, 
and  lives  in  an  excellent  house  in  that  quarter  of  the  town  which  is  most 
.affected  by  sober  Judges,  staid  Masters  in  Chancery,  and  other  legal  lumi- 
naries of  distinction.  He  is  a  man  of  lively  imagination,  somewhat  sharp 
in  his  manner  of  speech,  hasty  rather  of  temper,  and  a  little  inclined  to  be 
suspicious,  but  withal  a  very  good  fellow  in  his  way.  He  is  not  yet  on 
the  wrong  side  of  five-and-forty,  neither  is  he  bad-looking  when  diyested 
of  those  disfigurements,  a  wig  and  gown,  and  without  being  possessed  of 
any  remarkable  accomplishments,  is  a  sufficiently  agreeable  member  of 
society. 

Mr.  Peter  Quince  g^oes  the  western  circuit,  and  the  year  before  the  last 
he  fell  in  love,  at  the  Bath  Assembly-rooms,  with  Miss  Emily  Snowdrop, 
of  Bitton  Court,  a  young  lady  of  two-and-twenty,  who,  besides  her  beauty, 
which  was  considerable,  had  a  fortune  of  twenty  thousand  pounds.  Sfr. 
Quince  was  a  successful  suitor :  he  married  Miss  Snowdrop  during  the 
recess,  and,  before  term  came  round  again,  had  made  the  usual  matri- 
monial tour,  which  begins  at  Ostend  and  ends  at  Calais,  and  brought  back 
his  bride  to  his  newly-furnished  and  very  comfortable  residence  in  Mon- 
tague-place, Russell-square. 

Though  there  was  a  difference  of  twenty  years  between  the  ages  of  Mr* 
and  Mrs.  Quince,  they  passed  their  lives  very  comfortably ;  the  more  so, 
perhaps,  on  account  of  the  break  between  the  nine  o*clock  breakfast  and 
the  seven  o'clock  dinner,  during  which  interval  Mr.  Quince  was  engaged 
in  the  agreeable  occupation  of  moving,  demurring,  pleading,  arguing^, 
refuting,  convincing,  hoodwinking,  shifting,  bamboozling,  and  working^ 
the  participle  present  through  all  the  forms  of  the  law ;  while  Mrs.  Quince 
was  no  less  agreeably  employed  in  her  domestic  pursuits,  in  reading*, 
writing,  drawing,  practising,  driving,  shoppings  visiting,  and  otherwise 
disposing  of  her  time  in  the  manner  most  approved  by  ladies. 

in  consequence  of  this  diversity  of  pursuits  in  the  daytime,  they  joined 
issue  much  more  amicably  than  most  married  people  when  they  agam  met 
each  other  in  the  evening.  Mr.  Quince  liked  a  good  dinner,  and  Mrs. 
Quince  knew  how  to  order  one ;  they  had  plenty  to  talk  about  on  both 
sides  ;  she  kept  him  au  courant  of  all  that  was  going  on  in  the  dide  of 
their  mutual  acquaintance,  and  he  detailed,  to  no  unwilling  listener,  how  he 
had  given  the  go-by  to  Mr.  Serjeant  Prosy,  or  taken  the  wind  out  of  the 
sails  of  Brother  Plausible — admirable  lawyers  both  in  their  respective  wajs^ 
but  mere  nine-pins  when  he  rose  in  Court  and  shook  hb  ambrosial  curls. 
After  dinner,  with  the  dessert  came  the  baby  and  the  port.  The  first  was 
pronounced  a  fine  fellow,  because  he  stared  at  the  table-lamp  without  cry- 
mg,  and  made  vigorous  digs — a  strong  sign  of  intelligence,  the  nurse  said 
— ^to  get  hold  of  papa's  double  eye-glass ;  and  the  last  was  declared  '^  the 
soundest  glass  of  wine  in  London ;"  both  of  which  demonstrations  clearly 
in<^cated  that  Mr.  Peter  Quince  was  content  with  his  domestic  arrange- 
ments. After  tea,  Mrs.  Quince  played  some  of  her  fevourite  music,  in- 
cluding, of  course,  the  particular  air  which  he  had  just  heard  '^  that 
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evening''  at  Bitton  Court,  and  Mr.  Quince — reclining  in  his  slippers  and 
easy  chair — ^remained  a  rapt  auditor,  till  the  gentle  melody  that  stole  over 
his  senses  gave  birth  to  a  melody  of  his  own,  not  quite  so  gentle,  and 
Mrs.  Quince,  looking  over  her  shoulder,  saw  that  the  hour  had  arrived 
for  flat  candlesticks  and  tranquil  nightcaps. 

Such  was  the  habitual  mode  of  Hfe  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Quince  when  they 
were  alone.  But  it  was  frequently  varied,  either  by  dining  out,  or  acting 
the  Amphitryon  at  home,  an  occasional  visit  to  a  theatre,  or  some  casual 
recreation  of  the  sort ;  and  really  there  were  few  people  who  managed 
better  than  they  ^'  to  make  things  pleasant"  to  each  other. 

K  the  nature  of  Mr.  Quince  was  not  completely  altered  by  matrimony,  at 
all  events  that  which  was  slightly  brusque  in  his  demeanour  had  become 
a  good  deal  softened ;  and  only  die  slightest  ripple  was  seen  to  chequer 
the  glassy  mirror  of  his  temper  when  such  trifling  incidents  occurred  as 
the  key  of  the  cellaret  mislaid,  or  the  time  unaccountably  consumed 
when  he  had  long  been  ready  and  the  brougham  waiting  ^'  this  half  hour'' 
a^the  door.  But  Mrs.  Quince's  smiles  generally  set  these  matters  right 
when  she  mftde  her  appearance,  and  she  looked  so  pretty  when  she  smiled, 
and  had — after  all — ^made  so  good  a  use  of  the  objectionable  half-hour, 
that  he  must  have  had  a  harder  heart  than  Mr.  Peter  Quince  who  could 
have  looked  cross  at  her  for  a  single  instant.  Still,  though  he  was  proud 
of  his  wife,  and  liked  to  see  and  hear  her  admired,  he  had  no  desire  that 
that  admiration  should  be  carried  to  excess ;  and  he  now  and  then  felt  a 
slight  twinge — ^it  might  be  incipient  gout,  or  the  consciousness  of  two* 
and-forty  years — ^when  Emily  sang  at  the  suit  of  a  younger  or  handsomer 
roan,  while  he  was  seated  at  the  whist-table,  with  that  knowing  old  lady, 
Mrs.  Widgeon,  for  his  partner,  who  had  eyes  for  everything  that  was 
g^ing  on  round  her  as  well  as  for  the  game,  which  she  Imew  how  to  play 
so  well.  On  such  occasions  a  little  of  the  quondam  forensic  acerbity 
might  be  detected  in  Mr.  Quince's  remarks,  as  the  brougham  whirled  the 
wedded  pair  back  to  Montague-place ;  but,  standing  on  his  hearth  again, 
whatever  cloud  had  arisen  during  the  evening  was  speedily  dispelled  by 
Emily's  ingenuous  nature  and  confiding  manner ;  and  her  husband  never 
laid  his  head  on  his  pillow  with  a  single  doubt  to  make  his  temples  throb 
or  cause  one  pulse  to  beat  with  quicker  motion. 

II. 

Amongst  the  thousands  who  came  up  from  the  country,  this  last  sum* 
mer,  to  see  the  Great  Exhibition,  and  have  a  fling  at  ''the  sights"  in 
general,  was  a  young  gentleman  from  the  banks  of  the  Somersetshire 
Avon,  who  lived  at  one  of  the  Nortons  or  Suttons  in  that  part  of  the 
country,  and  went  by  the  name  of  Ralph  Tingle. 

He  was  an  old  acquaintance  of  Mrs.  Quince,  the  families  of  the 
Tingles  and  Snowdrops  having  been  near  neighbours.  As  children,  and 
even  after  they  had  grown  up,  Emily  Snowdrop  and  Ralph  Tingle  had 
seen  a  good  deal  of  each  other,  more  particularly  after  the  young  man  had 
left  the  umversity,  and  was,  as  it  were,  entre  deux  eaua,  with  no  neces- 
sity for  choosing  a  profession,  and  yet  not  quite  his  own  master.  £n 
attendant  the  particular  event  which  was  to  decide  his  course,  and  send 
him  abroad  to  travel  or  settle  him  amongst  the  squirearchy  of  Somerset- 
shire, he  had  mounted  the  uniform  of  the  Timsborough  Yeomanry 
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Cavalij,  and  as  the  silver-laoed  aky^Uas  pekot  aad  tiglit  scaEdet  panta- 
loons, with  Hessian  boots  bien  gcUomne^  *'  became  hiaa  migfatily,''  as  Hr. 
Pepjs  says,  he  omitted  no  opporttinity  of  showii^  it  at  the  «MUitj 
rmwioniy  whenever  the  display  was  admissible. 

Intimate  at  Bitton  Court,  wheie  Emily's  £ather  dispensed  his  freqaeBt 
hospitalities,  he  was  present  there  and  thus  attired  at  the  gcand  enter- 
tainment which  was  given  by  Mr.  Snowdrop  to  the  judges  and  the  fasr 
during  that  circuit  when  Mr.  Peter  Quince,  Q.C.,  diaoovered  for  the  fint 
time  that  his  bosom  was  not  cased  in  parchment  He  daneed  on  that 
occasion  with  Emilv  and  her  sister  Ellinor,  who  was  about  a  year  younger, 
and,  in  the  eyes  ot  Mr.  Peter  Quince,  appeared  a  fozmidable  imd  for  the 
hand  of  the  elder  oo-heiress.  But  whether  he  had  not  yet  made  his 
choice,  or  suffered  the  prise  to  dip  through  his  fingeis  by  taking  it  too 
easily,  no  one  was  well  assured,  though  it  was  widi  strongly-expressed 
surprise  that  all  the  county  people  exclaimed,  when  they  found  that  the 
Jason  who  had  won  the  Grolden  Fleece  was  not  Comet  Tiu^e,  but  Mr. 
Peter  Quince,  the  eminent  London  counsel.  Over  the  mind  of  the  Isst- 
named  gentleman  uncomfortable  recoUectiona  were  wont  to  float  when- 
ever it  chanced,  after  he  was  married,  that  Emily,  in  reading  the  long 
letters  which  came  from  Somersetshire,  oocasionally  mentioned  the  name 
of  Tingle.  The  sensation  which  it  caused  on  the  sensitive  epidennis  of 
Mr.  Peter  Quince  was  aldn  to  the  nomenckture  of  die  Timsboroogh 
Hussar,  and  the  eminent  Queen*s  Counsel  always  Mt  that  be  woold 
rather  anybody  else  had  been  spoken  o^ 

Not  that  he  suspected  Emify  of  having  given  a  aaoment's  encourage- 
ment to  Comet  Tingle — even  befi»e  his  own  faadnation  enthralled  her 
— ^but,  as  he  said,  he  knew  the  world,  and  had  in  the  oouiae  of  his  pro- 
fession seen  ao  much  of  the  worst  side  of  it,  that  it  was  as  well  not  to 
allow  the  thoughts  of  his  wife — ^who  was  biit  a  woman,  after  all,  and  a 
very  young  woman  into  the  baigain — to  dwell  by  any  possibility  longer 
than  could  be  helped  on  the  radbmt  glories  of  am  dcy-Uue  aixl  scsrlet 
hussar.  The  fact  was,  that  Mr.  Peter  Qninee^  who  luid  lums^  never 
ventured  on  anything  msxte  atartiing  in  costume  than  Oxford  gn^?  or  ^ 
dim  pepper-and-salt  mixture^  was  very  much  afraid  of  the  e&et  of 
bright  colours  on  the  feminine  nund,  and  entertained  a  secret  theory 
that  a  woman,  like  a  viper,  always  ran  a  great  risk  of  being  caught  by 
a  shred  of  scarlet.  He  might  have  calmed  his  apprehensions,  for  Ellinor 
Snowdrop,  who  was  the  writer  of  these  fear-begetting  apprehensionSy 
was  hmelf  too  much  the  object  of  Comet  Tingle's  admiratioa  to  reader 
any  alludon  to  that  young  gentleman  in  the  shghtest  degree  dangeroos 
to  the  peace  of  mind  of  Mra.  Peter  Quince ;  aim  if  she  did  not  dwell 
upon  this  foct  in  her  letters  to  her  sister,  and  tiius  ortirely  dissipate  the 
doubts  which  clustered  like  bats  in  the  daiic  comers  of  tiie  Queen  s  Coon- 
sel's  brain,  it  arose  simply  firam  the  drcumstanoe  il»t  Miss  EUinor 
Snowdrop  had  made  up  her  mind  to  say  ^*  Yes"  whenever  Ae  gallant 
comet  should  ask  the  momentous  question,  and  thought  it  advisable  not 
to  say  too  much  on  the  subject  before  the  event  actually  came  to  pass. 

Such  being  the  state  of  the  case,  it  was  not  with  feelings  of  perfectly 
uncontrollable  delight  that  Mr.  Peter  Quince  heard  his  wife  announce, 
one  morning  at  tl^  breakfost-table,  that  Ralph  Tingle  was  coming  up  to 
town,  and  would  no  doubt  be  a  frequent  visitor  in  Montague>[daoe. 

'^  Ralph  and  I  are  such  old  friends^"  said  Emily,  ^  that  I  am  sure  yon 
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will  be  glad  to  see  hinu  I  don't  recollect  if  jou  ever  hiqppened  to  meet 
when  you  were  in  Somersetshire  ?" 

Mr,  Peter  Quince  mumbled  out  something  about  '^  thinking"  he  had,  but 
couldn't  be  quite  sure^  for — ^here  he  recovered  his  presence  of  mind — he 
had  thought  too  much  of  a  certain  iaxr  lady  then  to  recollect  much 
of  anybody  else. 

**  Welly  then,**  continued  Emily,  "  it  will  be  so  much  the  pleasanter  to 
make  his  acquaintance  now,  for  I  can  assure  you — I  know  him  so  well — 
that  you  will  he  greatly  pleased  with  him.  He  has  a  little  diffidence  of 
manner  with  strangers,  but  when  that  wears  off  he  can  make  himself 
yery  agreeable.'' 

Mr.  Peter  Quince  could  not  help  inwardly  wishing  that  Comet  Tingle's 
diffidence  had  increased  since  last  he  saw  him  in  the  sky-blue  and  scarlet, 
for  liis  private  opinion  was,  that  the  man  who  could  have  the  hardihood 
to  array  his  limbs  in  garments  of  those  biilliant  dyes,  must  be  one  of  the 
most  impudent  fellows  in  the  world ;  but  in  coming  to  this  conclusion  the 
Queen's  Counsel  wronged  both  his  profession  and  himself. 

He  wisely,  however,  concealed  his  thoughts  on  this  point,  and  forcing 
himself  to  he  civil,  told  his  wife  that  it  would  always  give  him  the  greatest 
pleasure  to  receive  any  friend  of  hers. 

*^  I  don't  offer  him  a  bed,"  he  said ;  '^  that  kind  of  hospitality  doesn't 
belong  to  London ;  and,  for  breakfast,  a  man  always  takes  that  at  his 
dub  or  the  hotel  where  he  puts  up ;  but  I  shall  be  very  happy  to  see 
him  at  dinner,  when  we — that  is,  when  he  has  no  better  engagement. 
I  suppose  he  doesn't  mean  to  stop  long  in  tovm  ?" 

£mily  could  not  say;  ''a  few  weeks  at  most,"  she  believed ;  and  leav- 
ing the  question  a  <'  moot"  one,  Mr.  Peter  Quince  went  forth  to  West- 
minster Hall,  and  made  that  famous  speech  in  the  case  of  ^' Tiger  r. 
Popinjay  " — for  which  he  had  a  special  retainer — wherein  he  so  effectually 
pleaded  an  injured  husband's  cause,  that  the  jury,  without  retiring  from 
their  box,  gave  a  verdict  for  the  plaintiff,  with  five  thousand  pounds' 
damages. 

ni. 

The  day  after  the  brief  conversation  above  described,  Mr.  Ralph 
Tingle,  who  hadlefib  the  Timsborough  coraetcy  and  its  captivating  uniform 
behind  him,  arrived  in  London,  and  paid  an  early  visit  to  Montague-place. 

Mr.  Quince  was,  as  usual,  at  Westminster,  but  Emily  was  at  home ; 
they  past  a  long  morning  chatting  over  country  matters;  and,  not  being 
*'  better  engaged,"  Ralph  promised  to  stay  and  dine,  so  that  when  the 
Queen*s  Counsel  returned  from  his  labours,  he  found  his  wife's  finend  very 
comfortably  installed  by  the  fireside. 

Mr.  Quince  was,  however,  as  good  as  his  word,  and  welcomed  the 
ex-comet  with  a  very  good  grace — the  better,  perhaps,  for  the  absence  of 
those  adventitious  ornaments  which  had  more  than  once  throvm  a  shade 
of  disquietude  over  him.  In  plain  clothes,  he  thought,  there  was  nothing 
so  very  formidable  in  the  appearance  of  Mr.  Ralph  Tingle ;  and  as  the 
young  man  was,  in  reality,  rather  shy,  it  gave  the  Queen's  Counsel  an 
opportunity  of  asserting  his  own  superiority,  of  which  he  did  not  neglect 
to  avail  himself. 

Fresh  from  intermixture  with  bigwigs  of  the  extraordinary  dimensions 
that  prevail  in  Westminster  Hall,  and  standing  on  his  own  hearth  with 
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his  coat-tails  under  his  arm,  the  air  of  patronage  which  he  assumed, 
and  the  magniloquent  phrases  which  rolled  oyer  his  tongue,  were  well 
calculated  to  impress  a  stranger  fresh  from  the  country ;  and  the  suhdued 
and  deferential  manner  of  the  ex-comet  satisfied  Mr.  Peter  Quince  that 
they  had  impressed  his  visitor,  whom,  in  a  short  time,  he  ceased  to  reg^ard 
as  in  any  way  disturhative  of  his  repose.  His  natural  tendency  to  hospi«^ 
tality  and  good  fellowship  then  had  full  play,  and  the  first  day's  inter- 
course went  off  very  well ;  nor  did  Mr.  Quince  manifest  the  slightest 
discomposure  when,  at  the  request  of  her  old  playmate,  Emily  favoured 
him  with  some  of  the  songs  of  *'  a  long  time  ago.*'  So  smoothly  and 
pleasantly,  indeed,  did  the  evening  pass,  that  the  Queen's  Counsel  had  no 
difficulty  in  bringing  himself  to  the  point  of  asking  his  wife*s  friend  to 
repeat  his  visit  as  often  as  it  suited  his  convenience  during  his  stay  in 
town. 

For  a  young  man  situated  like  Mr.  Ralph  Tingle,  this  offer  was  not 
to  be  refused,  and  every  day  almost  found  him  a  guest  at  the  table  of  the 
Queen's  Counsel,  and  certainly  not  a  day  passed  without  his  calling  in 
Montague-place,  until  Mr.  Peter  Quince  saw  and  heard  so  much  of  the 
inoffensive  ways  of  the  ex«cornet,  that  he  ceased  altogether  to  give  him- 
self any  trouble  about  him.  He  even  heard  with  peiifect  equanimity  an 
engagement  entered  into  between  Emily  and  Ralph  for  visiting  the  Great 
Exhibition  together,  and  went  so  far  as  to  agree  to  join  them  at  the 
common  place  of  rendezvous  beside  the  Cr^'stal  Fountain  on  a  particular 
day  when,  having  disposed  of  a  few  ^'  motions  of  course'*  he  should  be  at 
liberty  to  cast  aside  the  forensic  wig  at  an  earlier  hour  than  usual,  and 
enter  into  the  unrestrained  enjoyments  of  private  life  in  the  midst  of  the 
greatest  crowd  that  was  ever  assembled  for  purposes  of  amusement. 

The  experiment — so  to  term  it — ^was  a  successful  one ;  and  such  was 
the  serenity  of  the  Queen's  Counsel's  mind,  that  he  actually  felt  pleased 
to  think  tluit  Emily  had  a  friend  at  need  to  supply  the  place  wluch  his 
duties  prevented  him  from  fulfilling  during  the  day. 

But — as  the  old  Norman  lax  ssiys, 

Man  by  too  much  trust  betray *d 
Too  often  is  a  victim  made, 

and  something  of  this  kind  came  at  last  to  disturb  the  serenity  of  Mr. 
Peter  Quince. 

It  happened  one  day  that  the  Queen's  Counsel,  being  minded  to  show 
Mr.  Ralph  Tingle  how  a  gentleman  learned  in  the  law  could  entertain 
his  friends,  invited  a  party  to  meet  him,  not  of  professional  men,  but  from 
amongst  the  general  circle  of  Emily's  visiting  acquaintance.  Nay,  so 
desirous  was  he  that  everything  should  go  right  on  the  occasion,  that  he 
sacrificed  a  full  hour  that  morning — of  which,  of  course.  Brother  Glib 
took  advantage  to  hurry  ou  his  cause— in  an  interview  with  his  butler, 
Mr.  BHthers,  to  consult  with  that  functionary  about  broaching  a  parti- 
cular bin  of  port,  and  airing  a  certain  quality  of  Madeira.  He  even  stayed 
to  listen  to  some  directions  which  Emily  was  giving  the  cook  respecting 
the  entrees,  and  went  so  far  as  to  volunteer  his  opinion  on  the  difficult 
question  of  preference  between  a  Charlotte  Russe  and  a  Nesselrode  pudding. 
Having  decided  in  favour  of  the  latter,  with  some  jocose  observation  about 
advice  without  a  fee,  which  made  the  cook  laugh  and  declare  that  '^  mas- 
ter" was  "  the  comiklest  gent  in  the  world,"  Mr.  Peter  Quince  departed 
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for  Nisi  Prius  perfectly  satisfied  witb  himself  and  everjthiiig  around 
him.  He  was  extremely  successful  too  in  Court,  and,  as  he  exultingly 
told  Mr.  Serjeant  Fettirog  when  they  ate  their  crust  together  in  a  comer 
of  the  Common  Pleas,  completely  floored  his  adversary,  Brother  Glib, 
whom  he  described  as  being  "  literally  without  a  leg  to  stand  on."  He 
little  remembered,  when  he  did  so,  the  boding  words  of  that  uncomfort- 
able poet,  who  tells  us  that 

Ruin  from  man  is  most  conceai'd  when  near, 
But  sends  the  dreadful  tidings  with  the  blow* 

Mr.  Peter  Quince  left  Westminster  Hall  as  much  elated  as  any  Queen's 
Counsel  there,  and  calling  a  cab— for  he  feared  he  was  a  little  late- 
drove  off  at  a  sharp  pace  to  Montague-place. 

IV. 

'*  EfliXLT,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Quince,  as  he  entered  the  drawing-room, 
where  the  light  of  the  fire— for  the  candles  were  not  yet  lit — revealed 
the  outliue  of  a  female  figure  on  a  chaise  tongue — "Emily,  my  dear,  you 
will  be  glad  to  hear  that  I  have  gained  the  cause  of  '  Wotherspoon  v. 
Wotherspoon  and  another,' — the  great  Blacklands  Turnpike  case,  you 
know,  of  which  the  defendants  were  trustees; — but,  God  bless  me,  who's 
this  ? — Mrq.  Widgeon,  I  declare !  What,  Emily  not  come  down  yet  ? 
Fie  I  fie !  She  gives  a  leetle  too  much  time  to  her  toilet,  Mrs.  Widgeon. 
-But  a  pretty  woman,  you  know,  must  be  excused  in  these  matters,  hey, 
Mrs.  Widgeon  ? — ^we  men  don*t  understand  them." 

And  Mr.  Quince  laughed  complacently. 

**  I  dare  say  not,"  replied  the  croaking  voice  of  Mrs.  Widgeon — ".  I 
dare  say  not,  Mr.  Quince,  but  I  think  you're  anticipating — or,  perhaps,  I 
am,  though  my  watch  is  right  by  Mr.  Dent's  chronometer,  and  I  believe 
your  dinner-hour  was  fixed  for  seven — but  still  I  may  be  wrong, — not 
neing  young  and  handsome." 

"  What  do  you  mean?"  asked  Mr.  Quince,  astonished  at  this  tirade. 
"  What  has  Dent's  chronometer  or  our  dinner-hour  to  do  with  my  obser- 
vation?" 

*'  A  good  deal,  ^r.  Quince,"  returned  tlie  old  lady,  whose  natural 
sharpness  of  temper  was  not  improved  by  the  suspicion  she  entertained 
that  dinner  wouldn't  be  ready  so  soon  as  she  had  expected.  "  As  far 
as  I  can  learn,  Mrs.  Quince  hasn't  come  in  yet  from  her  morning  drive 
— at  least,  she  hadn't  five  minutes  ago,  when  I  arrived ;  and,  though 
I've  been  watching  for  it,  I  haven't  heard  the  door  go — till  just  now, 
when  you  came." 

"  That's  rather  odd  I'*  said  the  Queen's  Counsel ;  "  there  must  be  some 
mistake,  I'm  sure.  Emily  is  always  so  punctual — and  on  a  day  like 
this ^"     Saying  which  he  rang  the  belL 

"  Oh,  Robert !"  said  Mr.  Quince,  when  a  footman  made  his  appearance, 
"  isn*t  your  mistress  come  in  yet?" 

"  I  can't  say,  sir,"  replied  Robert ;  "  I  'aven't  been  in  the  'aU,  sir." 

"  Well,  then,  teU  Leeves  to  come  here." 

Leeves,  a  smart  femme  ds  chambrej  with  a  very  pointed  stomacher 
and  very  small  Marie  Stuart  cap,  rustled  into  the  room. 

"  Where's  your  mistress,  Leeves?     Is  she  in  her  room?" 
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*^  Lor !  no,  sir !     I've  been  waiting  to  dress  her  'air  ever  since 
o'clock.     I  can't  think,  Fm  snre,  what  makes  missb  so  late.     I  bope 
she'  8  not  met  with  no  exident!*' 

^'Crod  bless  me,  I  hope  not!"  exclaimed  the  anxious  husband.  ^^ Per- 
haps the  brougham  has  been  upset,  or  something  of  that  sort !" 

'*  The  broom,  sir,"  said  Robert,  who  had  not  retreated  further  tium 
the  landing-place,  and  now  re-entered  the  drawing-room — ^  the  farocMB^ 
sir,  didn't  go  out — leastways,  after  Innefain,  sir." 

"  Mrs.  Quince  lunched  at  home,  I  suppose?'' 

^'  Oh  yes,  sir — and  Mr.  Tingle,  ax,  I  waited,  sir.  Aftet  kipchln, 
missis  and  Mr.  Tingle,  sir,  went  out  a-walkin*." 

tMrs.  Widgeon  coughed  ominously.  She  was  one  of  ttkase  old  ladies 
who  always  take  the  worst  view  of  a  question  in  the  shortest  possible 
space  of  time. 

"  You  may  go,  Robert,"  observed  Mr.  Quines — "  stay.  What  tinae 
was  it  when  your  mistrem  went  out  ?" 

"  At  three  o'clock,  sir." 

"  Three  o'clock ! — and  now,"  looking  at  his  watch — *^  now  it's  seven. 
This  is  really  very  extraordinary.     Oh,  there  she  is  at  last.'* 

It  was  a  sharp,  rolling  double-knock — for  '*  Visitors'  Belb  "  are  not 
yet  set  up  in  Montague-place — that  suggested  this  exclamation  ;  but^ 
instead  of  Emily's  light  footstep,  the  heavy  tread  of  Roberii  was  heard 
preceding  and  announcing  '*  Sir  Henry  and  Lady  Cfammage." 

They  were  the  first  batch  of  guests,  and  Mr.  Quince  was  fieun  to  re- 
treat hastily  through  a  side  door  and  rush  to  his  dressing-room,  leaving 
Mrs.  Widgeon  to  receive  the  company.  It  was  a  fiedse  move,  if  he 
wished  his  friends  to  be  ignorant  of  his  wife's  absence,  for  the  £act  being 
known  to  Mrs.  Widgeon,  it  was  not  very  likely  that  she  would  be  sil«&t 
on  the  subject,  or  put  the  best  construction  on  it  But  the  Queen's 
Counsel  felt  that  he  had  no  remedy,  and  made  aU  the  haste  he  could  to 
dress  for  dinner — a  dinner  which  he  now  execrated  by  eveiy  epithet, 
legal  or  fineable,  that  he  could  lay  his  tongue  to.  His  progress  was  not 
accelerated  by  the  rapid  succession  of  rat-tat-tats  at  the  street  door,  for 
at  every  knock  he  bounced  out  of  his  dressing-room  to  the  staircase,  to 
listen  for  his  wife's  voice,  and  every  time  he  did  so  he  heard  die  name 
of  a  fresh  guest,  and  bounced  back  again,  in  a  state  of  mind  in  which 
fear  and  frenzy  were  struggling  violently  for  the  mastery. 

*'  What  can  have  become  of  her  ?"  thus  ran  his  soliloquy — ''cone  this 
boot!  I've  got  it  on  the  wrong  foot — ^there ! — what's  that  ? — another 
knock — ^this  must  be  her!  No !  it's  that  infernal  fool,  Major  Priddy, 
with  his  long-winded  Indian  stories — it*s  not  possible  that  she  can  have 
— ^no,  d — ^n  it,  I  won't  even  think  that — I  believe  the  devil  himself  in- 
vented white  neckhandkerchiefs — that  washerwoman  deserves  to  have 
her  neck  broken  for  putting  in  so  much  starch — ^went  out  foiur  hours  ago, 
and  Tingle — that  Tingle— that  cursed  comet  of  yeomanry  with  her — 
what  am  I  to  think  ?  Surely  that  is  her  knock !" — ^listening — ("  Mr. 
Seijeant  and  Mrs.  Groosequill") — <* Grooseqmll,  hey? — a  pretty  story 
he'U  make  of  this  in  Court  if  she  shouldn't  come  home  at  all — ^where  is 
that  beast  of  a  waistcoat  ? — oh,  here — ^now  then,  my  coat — I  wish  all 
these  people  were — I  won't  say  where — what  is  to  be  done  ? — ^what  is  to 
be  done  ?" 

And,  smoothing  his  ruffled  plumes  as  well  as  he  might,  and  endeavour- 
ing to  compose  his  looks,  Mr.  Peter  Quince  descended  to  the  drawing- 
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room  in  a  state  of  much  greater  trepdation  than  when  he  made  his  first 
motion  in  the  Court  of  Queen's  Bench  hefore  that  awful  personage  mj 
Lord  Chief  Justice  Thuoderholt 

Mrs.  Widgeon  had  just  repeated  her  surprise-— and  something  more 
than  surprise — for  the  tenth  time,  and  was  in  the  act  of  saying, 

'^  It's  a  pitj  that  Mrs.  Quince  did  not  take  some  other  opportunity  of 
run " 

When  the  entrance  of  the  Queen*s  Counsel  cut  short  the  sentence,  and 
converted  it  iuto  a  whine  of  dissembled  hope. 

"  Oh,  here's  Mr.  Quince — now  do,  that's  a  dear  man,  relieve  all  our 
fears  about  your  sweet  wife — tell  us  that  she's  coming  down  directly,  and 
for  my  part  1*11  forgive  her  aU  the  anxiety  this  unhappy  accident  has  oc- 
casioned." 

The  Queen's  Counsel  saw  at  a  glance  that  Mrs.  Widgeon  had  been 
making  the  best  use  she  could  of  the  time  he  had  been  up-stairs,  and  had 
put  the  case  to  the  company  as  unpleasantly  as  could  be  devised,  so  he 
put  a  bold  front  on  it  and  tried  to  laugh  the  matter  off. 

"  How  dye  do.  Sir  Henry? — How  d'ye  do.  Lady  Gammage? — Ah, 
Goosequill — I  see  my  good  friend,  Mrs.  Widgeon,  has  told  you  that 
Emily  isn't  at  home — awkward  that  a  lady  should  be  out  of  the  way 
when  her  guests  arrive — but  it's  nothing — stoppage  in  the  street — call 
somewhere — detained — friend  ill,  perhaps — be  here,  of  course,  di- 
rectly  " 

"  Mr.  Tingle  was  invited  too,  I  believe,"  observed  Mrs.  Widgeon  to 
her  next  neighbour  in  a  sotto  voce  tone  that  could  be  heard  all  over  the 
room — '*  handsome  young  man,  they  say — ^brought  up,  I'm  told,  with 
poor  Emily — that  kind  of  thing  never  does — something  always  comes  of 
it — and  then  the  difference  of  age,  my  dear — shocking  to  think  o^  isn't 
it?" 

''  Lady  Gammage,"  thundered  out  Mr.  Quince,  whom  these  remarks 
had  reached,  "  I  cannot  think  of  keeping  you  waiting."  And  he  rang 
the  bell  furiously,  to  divert  the  attention  of  the  company  from  a  conclusion 
at  which  he  had  begun  rapidly  to  arrive. 

"  Dinner!"  he  shouted,  before  the  servant  had  well  answered  the  sum- 
mons. 

*'  Oh,  dear  no,  by  no  means,"  said  Lady  Gammage,  in  the  most  cour- 
teous manner  possible — ^*  I  beg  you  won't  at  all  consider — ^pray  let  us 
wait  a  little  longer " 

Other  voices  joined  in  chorus  urging  the  same  request — though  Mrs. 
Widgeon  whispered  prophetically  above  her  breath  that  it  would  be  of 
no  use  waiting,  she  knew — and  dinner  was  countermanded  for  another 
quarter  of  an  hour. 

To  wait  for  that  event  is  not  a  pleasant  thing  under  any  circumstances, 
but,  in  this  instance,  it  was  peculiarly  disagreeable.  Every  one  felt  under 
restraint,  every  one  was  listening,  waiting  for  something  to  happen — 
there  was  no  conversation,  only  now  and  then  an  interjectional  jerk  of 
commonplace  words  on  the  part  of  Major  Friddy  or  Mr.  Seijeant  Groose- 
quill,  but  nothing  like  an  anecdote  or  a  joke  to  enliven  the  situation.  At 
last  Mr.  Quince  vowed  he  would  wait  no  longer,  and,  giving  his  arm  to  Lady 
Gammage,  led  the  way  down  stairs,  followed  by  the  rest  of  the  company. 
Mrs.  Widgeon  kindly  offered  to  take  the  head  of  the  table — but  this  was 
unanimoudy  olgected  to,  and  she  indemnified  herseli^  therefore,  by  asking 
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twice  for  soup  and  three  times  for  fisb,  taking  advantage  of  the  non-re* 
moval  of  hoth  in  the  hope  of  the  arrival  of  the  hostess. 

It  was  a  vain  hope.  The  entrees  came  and  went ;  the  pieces  de  risis^ 
tance  were  assailed  ;  the  woodcocks  and  the  Nesselrode  pad<Ung  were  in 
turn  discussed ; — the  Madeira,  the  hock,  the  champagne,  made  their 
rounds  ;  the  guests  ate  and  drank  after  the  manner  of  people  at  a  fuoeraly 
and  Mr.  Peter  Quince  sat  like  one  on  thorns,  now  tallang  spasmodicallj, 
now  listening  with  one  ear  hent,  like  a  hare  on  its  form,  and  ever  and 
anon  his  eyes  wandering  uneasily  towards  the  head  of  the  tahle,  and  fitmi 
thence  to  the  chair  which  ought  to  have  heen  occupied  hy  Mr.  Ralph 
Tingle.  It  was  Macbeth's  position  reversed :  the  table  was  not  foil 
enough* for  him! 

At  length  the  cloth  was  removed — the  dessert  placed — the  **  particular 
bin"  evident  on  the  board, — and  the  servants  gone.  Then  came  a  flood 
of  opinion  as  to  the  possibilities  in  reeard  to  Mrs.  Quince's  mysterious  ab- 
sence— and  after  these  had  been  discussed,  suggestions  were  pro&red^ 
thick  and  threefold.  In  the  midst  of  the  conversation  the  nurse  entered 
according  to  her  wont — and  as  if  nothing  had  happened — to  bring  round 
« the  baby." 

At  the  sight  of  the  poor  little  innocent  there  was  a  silence^  as  if  by 
common  consent,  which  was  only  broken  by  one  of  Mrs.  Widgeon's  re- 
markable coughs.  On  seeing  the  child,  the  long  pent-up  agony  of  Mr* 
Quince  expressed  itself  in  words. 

'*  Nurse,"  ssud  he,  hoarsely — ^^did  Em— did  your  mistress — ^kiss  the 
baby — before  she—she— went — out?" 

''  That  she  did,  sir,"  exclaimed  the  nurse ;  'Mt  was  the  last  thing  as 
ever  she  done.  She  corned  up-stairs  into  the  nursery  and  kissed  its  pretty 
face  as  it  was  a-laying  in  its  cradle,  over  and  over  again,  as  if  she  was 
never  going  to  see  it  no  more !" 

The  nurse's  answer  was  perfectly  simple,  and  all  she  meant  to  express 
by  it  was  a  kind  of  sympathy  with  the  possible  fate  of  her  mistress,  who, 
according  to  a  vague  notion  which  she  was  possessed  of,  had  been  run  over 
and  tossed  by  a  cab  or  a  mad  bull,  or  both.  But  its  effect  was  very  dif- 
ferent from  what  she— or  any  one  else — had  expected. 

Mr.  Quince  tried  to  master  his  emotion,  but,  failing  in  the  endeavour, 
buried  his  face  in  his  hands  and  sobbed  audibly. 

This  was  the  signal  for  a  general  break-up.  The  ladies  scurried  out  of 
the  room— the  gentlemen  rose  and  gathered  round  their  host ;  Mrs. 
Widgeon  alone  kept  her  seat — she  was  finishing  some  g^va  jelly. 

'^My  dear  Quince,"  said  Sir  Henry  Gammage,  <*  something  had  better 
be  done, — ^really,  we  ought  not  to  have  waited  so  long — I  think — hey — 
that — the  police  had  better  be  consulted." 

M  Yes — ^yes,"  cried  half  a  dozen  voices — "  the  police — ^by  all  means — 
I'll  go, — and  I," — and  a  rush  was  straightmy  nutde  to  the  door. 

By  this  time  Mr.  Quince  had  recovered  his  presence  of  mind  and 
stopped  the  movement. 

"  Gentlemen,''  said  he,  "  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you, — but  in  this — 
difficult  and — I  may  say — ^unfortunate  business — I  must  act  for  myself^ — 
that  is,  in  conjunction  with  one  or  two  kind  friends  only,  who  I  know  will 
gladly  lend  me  their  assistance.  Sir  Henry,  and  you,  Groosequill,  and 
ou.  Major, — will  remain  with  me  a  few  minutes.     For  the  rest,  I  must 

g  of  you,  gentlemen,  to  present  my  excuses  to  the  ladies,  and  wish  joa 
all  good  night" 
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With  the  exceptions  named,  Mr.  Peter  Quince  remained  alone,  and 
when  the  house  was  cleared — old  Mrs.  Widgeon  heing  the  last  to  ask 
for  her  fly — he  took  counsel  with  his  fiiends  as  to  the  course  he  ought 
to  adopt.  * 

The  inspector  of  the  nearest  station  was  sent  for,  and  questioned  as  to 
whether  any  accident  had  occurred  that  afternoon  within  his  district,  hut 
none  had  Seen  reported.  He  was  charged  to  make  inquiries  at  all  the 
stations  at  a  distance,  —and  messengers  were  sent  to  the  different  hos- 
pitals,— hut  a  dull  hlank  was  the  result.  Even  the  knowledge  of  some 
painful  occurrence — to  the  peril  of  life  or  limh— would  have  heen  happi- 
ness to  the  state  of  suspense  in  which  the  wretched  hushand  lingered. 

Ten,  eleven,  twelve  o'clock  came,  and  there  were  no  tidings. 

Mr.  Quince  was  afraid  almost  to  utter  his  thoughts  to  himself,  and 
would  not  hreathe  it  to  his  friends.  He  begged  them  to  leave  him,  and 
said,  calmly  and  firmly,  that  he  would  sit  up  alone.  His  composure 
satisfied  them,  and,  though  reluctantly,  they  departed. 

No  sooner  were  they  gone  than  he  sent  for  Mr.  Blithers,  the  butler, — 
he  .was  a  steady  man,  and  could  be  trusted. 

'^  Blithers,"  he  said,  '^  send  and  get  me  a  fast  cab.  I  shall  want  it  for 
two  or  three  hours.  Be  under  no  uneasiness  on  my  account.  I  shall  be 
back  at  the  end  of  that  time.  If  your  mistress  comes  home  meanwhile, 
tell  her — ^tell  her — ^that  I  was — a  little  anxious, — but  that  the  party  went 
oflF  very  well." 

The  cab  came,  Mr.  Quince  jumped  into  it,  and  away  he  drove  to  all 
the  railway  stations,  one  after  the  other.  There  were  none  by  whom  he 
knew  to  divine  his  secret  thoughts.  He  spoke  to  none  now  but  indifferent 
officials.    He  could  describe  the  persons  of — ^the  fugitives — without  com- 

gromising  his  honour.     The  electric  telegraph  was  set  to  work  on  every 
ne,  and  back  he  came  to  his  home,  exhausted,  and  sick  at  heart. 
The  butler  opened  the  door.      Mr.  Quince  was  afraid  to  look  at  him, 
but  faintly  gasped  out, 
"Your  mistress!" 

*'  Mistress  is  in  the  drawing-room,  sir,'*  replied  Blithers,  in  a  tone  of 
the  most  lively  satisfaction — "  in  the  drawing-room,  waiting  to  see  you." 
Mr.  Quince  leapt  from  the  cab  and  staggered  up-stairs.     He  had  not 
taken  six  steps  before  he  found  himself  locked  in  Emily's  arms. 

*'  The  most  ridiculous  thing  I  ever  heard  in  my  life !" 

'^  Yes,  dear,  I  could  have  laughed  about  it,  if  I  hadn't  cried  so.  And 
Balph  did  his  best  to  comfort  me  too." 

Mr.  Quince  grasped  the  hand  of  the  ex-comet,  and  shook  it  heartily. 

"  And  how  did  you  get  out  after  all  ?" 

'*  Why,  after  shouting  myself  hoarse  for  full  five  hours,"  said  Ralph, 
*'  and  kicking  at  the  doors  all  I  wore  away  the  soles  of  my  boots — ^look 
at  'em — I  managed  to  climb  up  to  a  high  window-ledge  quite  out  of 
reach — the  light  comes  slanting  down,  you  know,  in  uiat  place — and 
then  I  broke  half  a  dozen  panes,  cut  my  hand  a  little,  as  you  may  per- 
ceive,— broke  away  some  of  the  window-frame,  and  succeeded  at  last  in 
rousing  the  watchman; — made  him  understand  how  we  had  been  shut  in 
^-got  him  to  knock  up  Mr.  What's-his-name,  the  keeper  of  the  medals 
— and  at  a  quarter  to  two  this  morning  we  were  released,  after  haying 

BKEN  LOCKED  UP  NEABLT  ALL  NIGHT  IN  THE  BbITISH  MuSEUm!" 


(    478     ) 


HESTER     SOMERSET. 

BY  NICHOLAS  MICHELL. 

BOOK  m. 
Chaptbb  XI. 

MH.  PIKE  AND  HIS  NOTABLE  FLAN  FOR  BREAKING  UP  HESTER's  SCHOOL. 

Mr.  Pike  in  his  last  project  had  suffered  a  defeat,  and  this  was  occa- 
sioued,  the  reader  will  remember,  by  the  repentance  of  Flemnung,  who, 
after  the  fearful  scene  through  which  Hester  passed,  had  sent  her  back  in 
safety  to  her  lodgings.  The  circumstance  caused  the  little  attorney  modi 
chagrin  and  anger,  for  failure  in  anything  he  undertook  was  almost 
unknown  to  him,  his  sagacity  and  professional  wisdom  usually  triumph- 
ing over  every  difficulty.  Thinking  of  his  discomfiture,  he  stamped  to 
and  fro  in  his  office  in  St.  Mary  Axe;  anon  he  stopped,  and  beat  the  table 
savagely  with  his  fist,  uttering,  at  the  same  time,  many  threatening  words. 

At  length  the  indignant  gentleman  consoled  himself  by  forming  plans 
for  the  future,  and  in  dressing  his  frugal  dinner :  the  last  was  prepared 
in  the  inner  room,  and  consisted  solely  of  cheap  vegetables;  thos 
engaged,  the  fundholder  sank  into  deep  meditation ;  and  whether  his 
thoughts  were  of  a  pleasant  description,  or  the  savoury  fumes  of  his 
fisivourite  viands  gratified  his  (^factory  sense,  certain  it  was  that  he 
smiled  till  his  broad  mouth  puckered  up  at  the  comers,  his  three  solitaiy 
teeth  obtruded  themselves,  and  his  little  round  eyes  twinkled  like  black 
glass  beads. 

^^Ha!  ha!  she  thought  I  shouldn't  find  her  out,  did  she?"  wfaispeml 
tile  happy  gentleman.  ''  To  be  sure  I  have  had  considerable  trouble  in 
tracing  her ;  and  odd  it  was  to  stumble  upon  her  in  that  way,  amidst  all 
her  scholars.  What  a  nest  of  them,  too,  the  young  creature  has  con- 
trived to  gather  around  her! — There's  money  coming  in,  no  doubt  of  it; 
but  the  thing  must  not  go  on — no,  no." 

The  face  of  Mr.  Pike  assumed  a  more  serious  and  anxious  expression. 
He  did  not,  however,  soliloquise  again  until  he  had  finished  his  repast, 
and  drunk  his  usual  tumbler  of  spring  water  :  that  beverage  agreed  with 
him  far  better  than  ale  or  other  strong  drinks,  the  love  of  which,  he  main- 
tained, in  his  rigid  code  of  morals,  ranked  among  the  greatest  of  crimes. 

''  I  wonder,"  said  Mr.  Pike,  ''  if  Hartley  eUd  make  away  with  that 
youth,  af^er  all.  If  I  were  sure  of  this,  what  a  hold  I  should  have  upon 
nim ! — I  would  not  drag  him  to  justice — ^no,  no,  that  would  never  answer 
mr  purpose ;  moreover,  I  am  averse  to  the  system  of  hanging,  for  it  cuts 
off  a  man  ^m  the  possibility  of  repentance,  and  <^  amending  his  life. 
I  should  act  most  wickedly  if  I  brought  Hartley  to  the  gallows;  bnt 
instead,  making  good  flow  from  evil,  I  woidd  demand  horn  him,  for 
keeping  silence,  in  lieu  of  my  paltry  annuity,  say  one  thousand  a -year; 
or  he  should  pay  me  a  large  sum  at  once,  as  a  provisaon  for  my  old  ag^» 
Thus  Flemming's  death  would  serve  him  and  serve  me,  while  the  youth 
himself,  spared  the  troubles  and  temptations  of  this  evil  world,  would  be 
kappy  in  another — at  least,  I  hope  so.'' 

Witii  a  placid  and  benevolent  smile,  Mr.  Pike  rose  firom  his  table,  nai 
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began  to  brash  up  the  £Eided  nap  of  his  large  hat;  he  brushed,  too,  hia 
threadbare  coat,  and  his  little  black  trousers^  worn  very  white  down  the 
seams ;  he  then  passed  his  straps  under  his  broad,  heavy  shoes,  which, 
to  save  the  expense  of  bhicking,  were  oiled,  so  that  they  looked  in  dull 
bat  respectable  moumiog  all  through  the  year.  These  things  Mr.  Pike 
did  preparatory  to  his  going  abroad,  for  he  hated  slovenliness,  and  prided 
himself  on  being — ^not  smart  indeed  in  his  toilet— but  always  *'  neat.** 

The  attorney  was  going  to  the  -  printer*3  office,  to  urge  on  the  com- 
pletion of  certain  placards.  As  usual,  he  assumed  in  the  business  a 
feigned  name ;  and  from  this  habitual  precaution  arose  the  difficulty  of 
ever  tracing  an  act  to  the  agency  of  the  politic  lawyer. 

A  few  days  after  the  little  scene  just  described,  a  man  might  have  been 
observed  walking  slowly  up  and  down  in  the  vicinity  of  Wardrobe-place; 
he  wore  a  top  coat — for  the  weather  was  rather  cold — and  around  his  neck 
was  wrapped  a  large  woollen  comforter,  into  which  his  chin  was  plunged, 
little  of  his  face  being  seen  besides  his  eyes.  He  looked  at  his  watch ; 
it  was  almost  five  o'clock ;  and  as  that  apparently  wished-for  hour 
approached,  he  drew  nearer  to  the  entrance  of  Wardrobe-place. 

'^  They'll  not  be  long  now,''  said  the  little  gentleman,  as  he  took  a 
large  packet  of  what  appeared  to  be  letters  from  his  side- pocket,  looked 
at  them,  and  returned  them  once  more  to  the  deep  repository.  ''  The 
school  is  always  over  at  five— that  I  know;  we  wQl  put  a  stop  to  this 
money-making,"  he  added.  '^  If  I  was  defeated  last  time,  I'll  try  not  to 
be  defeated  this.  Why,  I  leam  she  saves  money  fast — a  very  annoying 
circumstance  to  Mr.  Hartley ;  but  I'll  please  him — 1*11  do  his  busmess 
for  him  cleverly,  and  he  shall  not  upbraid  me  again  with  a  failure. 
What  do  I  meditate  doing  ? — an  evil  action  ? — certainly  not.  First,  I  serve 
my  employer — and  every  man's  duty  is  to  be  faithful  to  his  employer. 
Secondly,  Mr.  Somerset  must  not* be  freed  from  prison;  he  is  better  there, 
I  say  again,  and  leads  a  more  quiet  and  virtuous  life  than  he  would  do  if 
at  liberty,  surrounded  by  the  temptations  of  the  world.  Lastly,  the  close 
atmo8{^ere  of  a  room  filled  with  children  must  be  highly  injurious  to  the 
health  of  this  young  woman. '  Oh !  yes,  I  am  justined  in  my  conduct, 
and  I  feel  quite  satisfied  and  happy  in  my  conscience." 

Saying  this,  Mr.  Pike,  with  a  cheerful  step,  walked  under  the  covered 
way  which  leads  to  Wardrobe-place.  He  took  his  station  at  the  comer, 
opposite  one  of  the  old  lime-trees ;  he  looked  up  among  the  branches, 
and  a  red-breast  was  there  singing  merrily ;  the  little  chorister  was  harm- 
less, and  free  firom  all  guile,  just  as  Mr.  Pike  believed  his  own  spirit 
to  be. 

St  Paul's  clock  struck  five ;  the  attorney  gazed  anxiously  at  the  house 
in  which  Hester  held  her  school.  The  door  opened,  and  the  children, 
one  by  one,  not  noisily  or  in  confusion,  issued  forth.  They  walked 
towards  the  covered  passage  where  our  friend  stood,  each  proceeding  to 
her  home.  Then  Mr.  Pike  might  have  been  seen  with  his  large  packet 
of  letters  in  his  hand,  his  snipy  face  half  buried  in  the  great  woollen  com- 
ferter,  and  his  hat  drawn  over  his  eyes.  The  orderly  conduct  of  the 
diildien,  who  did  not  crowd  together,  facilitated  the  performance  of  what 
he  had  in  view.  Quickly,  as  they  severally  passed,  he  placed  into  the 
hands  of  each  one  of  his  letters :  it  was  carefully  wafered,  and  addressed 
^  To  the  Mother  o£  this  Young  Lady."     Some  of  the  children  stared ; 
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bat  letters  tendered  to  them  by  such  an  amiable-lookiDg  old  gentlemaii, 
and  directed  to  their  mothers,  awakened  their  curiosity,  and  they  williogijr 
receiyed  them. 

'<  Don't  give  them  to  any  one  but  your  excellent  mothers,  my  dear 
children,"  said  Mr.  Pike,  in  his  mildest  and  most  winning  tone  of  voioe. 
**  Go  home  now,  sweet  innocents !  and  take  an  old  man's  blessing !" 

Reaching  the  main  street,  the  children  dispersed  to  their  respectiTe 
dwellings;  and  Mr.  Pike  also  turned  away  from  Wardrobe-place. 

^'  I  think  that  will  do,**  he  said;  ''  I  have  done  it  quietly — ^yery  com- 
fortably. A  happy  thought  it  was,  and  far  better  than  the  plan  I  adopted 
on  the  former  occasion,  when  I  called  on  the  parents.  We  shall  see  how 
the  society's  name  in  this  way  will  work.  Pike,  you  are  an  ingenious 
fellow — ^a  clever  dog — yes,  yes,  but  a  conscientious  man  too." 

So  the  attorney  went  home  pleasantly  chuckling,  and  feeling  all  the 
while  '*  satisfied  and  happy"  in  his  own  conscience. 

Now,  what  might  be  the  contents  of  the  letters  or  circulars  which  Bfr. 
Pike  had  so  carefully  distributed  among  Hester's  pupils?  Each,  as  we 
said,  was  addressed  "  To  the  Mother  of  this  Young  I^dy,"  and  it  ran  as 
follows : 

"Respected  Madam,— Perhaps  you  are  aware  that,  in  our  great 
metropolis,  two  excellent  societies  exist,  whose  objects  are  to  protect 
private  families  from  the  designs  of  thieves,  and  to  watch  over  the  morals 
of  the  peoplc'^their  names  being  '  The  Fraud-Preventing-Socie^,'  and 
the  '  Society  for  the  Abolition  of  Vice.'  You  are  now  respectfully 
addressed  by  the  last-named  association.  Our  officers  and  vinton,  in 
their  philanthropic  rounds  through  this  populous  city,  have  discovered 
that,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Doctors'  Commons,  a  certain  school  has 
been  set  up,  purporting  to  be  kept  by*  a  young  lady  of  respectable  and 
virtuous  character.  We  are  sorry  to  be  under  the  necessity  of  warning 
and  undeceiving  the  people  who  reside  in  this  locality;  but  our  duty 
must  be  performed.  One  motive  only  influences  us  in  our  exertions — a 
desire  that  the  rising  generation  should  be  honest,  virtuous,  and  worthy 
of  the  parents  who  bore  them.  How  important  is  it,  then,  that  children, 
and  especially  young  females,  should  be  placed  under  the  tuition  of  those 
only  wnose  principles  are  correct.  The  school  alluded  to  has  been  started 
by  a  young  woman  who  appears  to  be  a  lady,  and  possessed  of  amiable 
manners :  alas !  so  much  greater  the  danger ! — Our  officers  have  disco- 
vered  that  she  is  not  '  what  she  should  be ;'  in  a  word,  that  she  is  an 
impostor.  The  unhappy  creature  has  borne  two  or  three  different  names, 
to  hide  her  previous  actions,  and  aid  her  designs  in  getting  money.  She 
is  well  known  at  the  police  courts,  and  has  been  in  custody  several  times 
for  divers  offences — and  among  them,  theft.  At  this  very  moment,  her 
&ther  is  a  prisoner  in  a  common  gaol ! 

'*  Under  these  circumstances,  respected  Madam,  we  feel  it  our  duty  to 
give  you  a  friendly  warning.  If  you  desire  the  well-being  of  your  child, 
take  her  away  from  that  school.  Our  letter  will  be  tendered  to  your 
daughter  by  one  of  our  visitors;  this  mode  of  communication,  for  certain 
reasons,  appearing  to  us  most  expedient. 

(Signed)        "  The  Society  for  the  Abolition  of  Vice, 

"John  Jokes,  Secretary." 
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In  addidon  to  the  above  alanning  epistle,  the  indefatigable  Mr.  Pike 
liad  caused,  in  the  dusk  of  the  same  evening,  several  printed  placards  to 
be  posted  on  the  walls  near  Wardrobe-place.  The  men — who  with  dieir 
cans  of  paste  and  long  poles  make  their  employment  a  regular  profes- 
sion— ^perfonned  their  duty  well;  for,  in  the  morning,  all  who  could  read 
might  leam  that  a  certain  youne  female  of  a  very  doubtful  and  dangerous 
character  had  come  to  that  neighbourhood,  and  established  a  school.  The 
counterfeit  name  she  then  bore,  it  would  be  needless — the  paper  hinted— 
to  mention ;  but  mothers  were  urgently  called  upon  to — beware  ! 

What  effect  all  this  might  have,  may  easily  be  divined ;  alarm  is  so 
soon  excited  in  the  breasts  of  women,  and  people,  for  the  most  part,  so 
readily  give  credence  to  evil  reports  concerning  their  neighbours. 


Chaphsb  XIL 

BIB.  pike's   scheme  PBODUCB8  BESULTS. 

At  the  accustomed  hour,  Julie  made  her  appearance  to  assist  Hester 
before  the  school  opened  for  the  day;  but,  as  the  latter  welcomed  her  with 
her  usual  happy  smile,  the  tumkey*s  daughter  seemed  agitated  and 
alarmed. 

'*  I  have  seen  a  most  strange  placard  against  the  walls  this  morning." 

^'  Very  likely,"  observed  Hester  laughing ;  ''  for  London  is  a  strange 
place,  and  contains  strange  people." 

'^  Oh !  I  hope  I  may  be  mistaken.  The  school  it  describes  as  rapidly 
increasing  cannot  be " 

'^  But  it  can  be.  You  teach  the  smaller  scholars  admirably ;  and  I 
believe,  my  dear  Julie,  it  is  chiefly  owing  to  you  that  my  school  has 
become  so  flourishing." 

The  poor  girl  caught  her  mistress  by  the  dress.  '^  Do  not  jest ;  but 
perhaps  I  am  deceived ;  perhaps  I  read  it  wrongly ;  there  may  be  other 
schook  in  the  neighbourhood." 

Hester  seeing  Julie  so  serious,  and  struck  by  her  vague  words,  altered 
her  manner,  and  asked  her  what  she  meant. 

"  The  in&mous  placard.  Miss  Somerset " 

"  Well,  what  does  it  say  ?" 

^'  I  have  drawn  one  from  the  wall  just  outside,"  stammered  Julie. 
«  Here  it  is !" 

Hester  took  the  square  piece  of  red  paper,  and  her  eyes  were  rivetted 
on  it*  At  first  her  countenance  expressed  incredulity,  then  a  gradually 
awakening  conviction  of  some  dreaaed  fact,  and  lastly,  bitter  and  sharp 
anmish.  The  paper  fell  on  the  ground,  and  she  moved  backwards, 
nnking  into  a  chair.  Oh!  the  piteous  look  which  Hester  cast  at  Julie, 
as  she  felt  that  a  cloud  had  sud^nly  come  over  the  delightful  prospect 
which  lately  spread  before  her ! — '^  He  has  found  me !"  she  said,  m  a  low 
tone  of  voice,  betokening  an  agony  words  may  not  express.  All  that  her 
poor  compauion  could  do  was  to  stand  by  her  side,  kiss  her  hand,  and 
cover  it  with  tears.  At  length  Julie  spoke,  with  a  hope  of  encouraging 
her  mistress. 

*'  Grieve  not  thus — ^may  we  not  both  be  wrong  in  supponng  this  paper 
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directed  against  yourself?  Even  if  it  is,  can  you  not  proseente  jfmr 
persecutor  ?" 

^  There  lies  the  difficulty,  Julie.  So  cunning  and  cautious  is 
that  while  we  are  certain  of  his  evil  deeds^  we  have  no  praof  to  convict 
him  in  a  court  of  justice.  You  observe,  no  addrsss  is  given  on  this 
placard — ^no  real  name ;  and  the  *  Society,'  put  iodb.  so  pomponaly,  is 
merely  an  imaginary  one.  But  people  wQl  believe  allT  she  died, 
yielding  again  to  her  wild  grief — '^  helaeve  aU,  and  I  am  mined !" 

'^  But  wait  the  event — ^be  patient  for  s  short  time,"  suggested  Jnlie. 
^^  Perhaps  we  shall  find  every  fear  groundless.  Yes»  yes,  no  doubt  all  the 
scholars  will  attend  as  usual  *' 

Hester  listened  to  her  eompanion ;  hut  it  was  not  without  great  anxiety 
that  she  tarried  fer  the  hour  when  the  pupils  were  accustomed  to  flock 
to  the  schocd.  Thai  hour  came  ;  two  children  only  appeared.  Still  she 
waited,  and  expected ;  but  so  well  had  Mr.  Pike's  measures  succeeded,  that 
not  one  more  arrived.  The  parents  of  these  two  children,  were  all  out  of 
the  entire  number  who  did  not  attend  to,  and  believe,  the  malicious  state- 
ments of  the  attorney.  Even  these  children  evinced  a  kind  of  shrinking^ 
and  iear,  and  spoke  of  letters  given  them  by  some  gentleman  on  ihie 
preceding  day. 

About  an  hour  had  passed,  when  several  women  were  seen  entering 
together  Wardrobe-place.  Their  steps  were  hurried,  and  their  eyes 
sparkled  with  anger.  They  looked  at  each  other  in  surpnse^  fbr  their 
business  seemed  to  be  the  same.  By  a  simultaneous  movement  ^ley 
advanced  to  the  house  where  Hester  resided,  and  so  eager  were  they  to 
gain  admittance,  that  two  or  three  extended  their  hands  to  the  knocker 
together.  The  unsuspecting  Julie  opened  the  door,  and  the  women, 
without  naming  thdr  business,  instantly  proceeded  to  the  sohoolrrooDk 

**  You  are  here,  then  ?**  said  the  foremost  woman,  throwing  back  her 
hair  from  her  inflamed  cheeks. 

^*  Found  out  at  last!"  exclaimed  a  second. 

<^  Oh,  what  hypocrisy  and  guilt  we  have  around  ua  in  tikis  evil  world  V* 
died  a  third,  sentimentally  lifting  her  hands  and  eyes. 

Hester  moved  back  from  the  group  with  feelings  of  teiror,  but  they 
kept  g^dually  advancing  upon  her. 

*'  What  do  you  mean?  Please  explain  yourselves,  I  beseech  you.'* 

'^  Oh !  that  s  of  no  use !"  cried  die  foremost ;  ^  you  know  your  own 
character,  young  woman,  so  you  cannot  be  ignorant  of  our  business." 

^  We  are  come,  ma'am,"  said  another, — **and  I  dare  say  I  speak  Mrs. 
Gubbin's,  Mrs.  Montmorency's,  and  Mrs.  Stubbs's  sentiments, — we  afe 
come  just  to  speak  our  mind,  and  serve  you  as  you  deserve." 

Again  the  group  drew  nearer,  and  their  gestures  became  more  tfaiestai- 
ing. 

**  We  love  virtue,  ma'am,  and  geutflity,"  said  the  sentimental  one, 
'*  and  you  appeared  to  possess  both  ;  therefore  we  loved  you,  and  sent 
•ur  poor  innocoit  children  to  your  school.  Our  eyes  are  opened  notr. 
Your  school  would  be  to  them  the  nursery  of  perdition,  and  the  rood  t» 
the  eallows. — Oh,  unhappy  young  female !  what  mercy  can  you  expect  at 
our  hands  ?" 

The  other  women  applauded  this  little  speech;  but  Julie,  perceiving 


_i 
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tWr  passions  grow  e»ery  moment  more  violent,  threw  herself  before  them, 
and  endeavoured  to  plead  on  behalf  of  her  beloved  mistress. 

"  What!"  cried  tbey,  "  are  you  in  league  ?  and  do  you  both  pretend 
bot  to  understand  us  yet?  At  least,  then,  you  shftU  know  how  we  have 
become  enlightened,  and  how  poor  deluded  mothers  have  been  warned  to 
save  tbeir  offspring  from  coutamioBtion  and  ruin — thanks  to  that  excel- 
lent Society  for  the  Abolition  of  Vice !" 

Each  womaa  now  drew  forth  Mr.  Pike's  letter ;  Heater  eagerly  seized 
one,  and  read  it  as  well  as  her  swimming  eyes  and  slaking  frame  would 
permit  her.  The  women  regarded  her  in  bitter  and  aitent  indignation, 
yet  curious  to  observe  how  she  might  bear  the  full  discovery  of  her  pre- 
sumed guilt. 

The  plauaibilitj,  the  hellish  cunning  displayed  by  the  writer,  surpassed 
even  what  she  might  have  expected  from  her  persecutor  Pike.  She  could 
no  longer  blame  the  conduct  of  those  before  her,  but  rather  marvelled 
that  they  were  not  even  more  exasperated.  During  that  morning,  her 
nerves  had  undergone  a  strain  sufiiciently  severe ;  this  last  stroke  ex- 
ceeded almost  what  nature  could  bear.  "  lafuftoas  faleehoods !  Oh,  I 
un  wrongAdly  aeousod !"  was  all  she  oould  exeUim ;  and  the  poor  vidmi 
of  her  father's  enenues,  like  a  flower  bowed  down  to  the  earth  hy  the  step 
of  some  reckless  passer-by,  seemed  crushed  by  the  weight  of  her  calamity, 
for  she  sank,  without  sense  or  motion,  into  the  arms  of  Julie. 


ARCTIC    EXPLORATION. 

Thsrb  were  not  wantiog  many  who  smiled  and  scoffed  at  the  concla- 
flon  arrived  at  in  the  JVete  Monthly  Magaxine  for  October  last^that  if 
Sir  John  Franklin's  expedition  had  found  its  way  thiough  Victoria 
Channel  into  an  open  Arcbc  Ocean,  it  might  also  find  its  way  to  the 
coast  of  Asia,  or  even  of  Europe ;  and  that  the  probabilities  were,  that 
the  expedition  was  now,  or  had  been,  shut  up  or  detained  in  the  extensive 
i^ons  of  water,  ice,  and  land,  that  extend  between  Victoria  Cbann^ 
or  the  Great  Arctic  Ocean,  and  the  high  and  eitengive  lands  north  of 
West  Georgia,  seen  by  Captain  Rellett  of  the  Herald,  and  others,  and 
considered  by  some  to  be  a  continuation  of  the  range  of  monnttuns  seen 
by  the  natives  off  Cape  Jakon,  on  the  coast  of  Siberia,  and  mentioned 
by  Baron  Wrangel  in  his  "  Polar  Voyages."  (iSTeio  Monthly  Mtigasvne, 
No.  370,  p.  202.) 

This  view  of  the  case  has,  however,  rince  been  taken  up  warmly  by 
the  Ministry,  by  the  Hydrographical  Office,  and  by  die  Roy^  tieogra- 
[^cal  Society,  and  an  expedition,  proposed  to  be  carried  out  by  Lien- 
tenant  Hm,  R.N.,  who  served  on  boaid  H.M.'a  surveying  ships  He 
and  Piowr  in  the  Arctic  regions,  is  actually  on  its  way  to  the  distric 
qnestjon. 

lieutenant  Pirn's  idea,  as  lud  before  the  Roy^  Gec^ri^hicail  Soc 
is,  that  the  plans  adopted  for  the  relief  of  Sir  John  Fraaklin  and 


484  Aretie  Eaplaratian. 

gallant  little  band,  have  been  based  on  the  supposition  that  the  Erebus 
and  Terror  had  fiedled  at  the  rery  commencement  of  their  yojage.  This 
is  scarcely  the  case.  It  is  certainly  very  much  to  be  regretted,  as  we 
remarked  when  first  the  news  of  the  restdts  of  Captain  Austin's  expe^* 
tion  reached  this  country,  that  Barrow's  Straits  should  never  have  been 
open  to  navigation  since  first  explored,  to  its  remote  extremity,  by  Sir 
Edward  Parry,  and  that,  with  the  exception  of  Captain  Penny's  explora* 
tion  of  Victoria  Channel,  little  had  been  done  to  extend  research  af^er 
Sir  John  Franklin.  But  this  was  owing  to  the  state  of  the  seas  and 
channels,  and  not  to  the  will  or  intention  of  the  expeditions  of  research. 
They  would  gladly,  if  they  could,  have  reached  the  parallels  now  in 
question.  Besides,  the  Enterprise  and  InvestigcUor^  on  their  way  from. 
Behring's  Straits  to  Parry  Islands,  would  have  to  cut  through  a  portioii 
of  the  same  unexplored  regions.  It  has  been,  therefore,  the  r^ult  o£ 
nntoward  accidents — ^in  the  case  of  Sir  James  Clark  Iloss*s  expedition  in 
1848;  in  that  of  the  North  Star,  1849;  and  that  of  Captain  Austin, 
of  the  Americans,  and  of  Sir  John  Ross,  in  1850 — ^that  tiieir  researches 
did  not  extend  much  beyond  what  would  only  be  the  commencement  of 
the  Arctic  voyages  and  sufferings  of  the  crews  of  the  Erebus  and  Terror, 
and  not  that  the  plans  of  the  ships  were  based  upon  a  limited  exploration 
of  La!hcaster  Sound,  or  Barrow's  Straits,  or  the  mouth  of  Wellington 
Channel. 

Lieutenant  Pim  said,  that  having  perused  Wrangel's  narrative  atten- 
tively, the  fact  that  Wrangel,  as  well  as  Anjou,  found  an  open  sea  in 
several  places  during  the  cold  season  in  compai'atively  high  latitudes^ 
impressed  itself  upon  him.  The  course  of  the  isothermal  lines,  also,  as 
deduced  from  various  observations  by  modem  philosophers,  and  the 
opinion  of  Colonel  Sabine,  as  well  as  that  of  other  men  of  science,  of 
the  existence  of  open  water  around  the  pole,  afforded  a  clue  to  the 
probable  course  of  Sir  John  Franklin;  since  strengthened,  it  may  be 
added,  by  Captain  Penny's  discovering  northward  of  Wellington  Channel 
a  sea  free  from  ice.  It  is  gratifying  to  state  that  Admiral  Sir  F.  Bean- 
fort's  opinion  is  the  same.  In  a  letter  lately  received,  he  makes  the 
following  remarks : 

'*  I  have  at  all  times,  both  publicly  and  privately,  expressed  my  con- 
viction that  if  the  Erebus  and  Terror  should  succeed  in  passing  through 
Wellington  Channel,  they  would  find  the  Northern  Ocean  comparativelr 
free  from  ice,  and  find  it  an  easy  matter  to  penetrate  to  the  westward. 
Franklin's  difficulties  would  therefore  begin  when,  having  made  his  west- 
ing, he  might  endeavour  to  haul  to  the  southward  for  Behring*s  Straits; 
—•for  Cook,  Beechey,  Kellett,  and  all  navigators  who  have  passed  through 
that  opening,  found  the  soundings  decrease  on  approaching  the  southern 
edge  of  the  ice,  making  it  almost  demonstrable  that  a  bank  of  some 
hundreds  of  miles  in  length,  and  most  likely  rising  up  in  many  islands, 
stretches  across  from  west  to  east  K  those  ships,  therefore,  did  find 
their  way  through  Wellington  Channel,  they  have  got  into  some 
labyrinth  of  ice  and  islands  abreast  of  Behring's  Straits,  or  further  west 
on  the  flats  off  the  coast  of  Siberia." 

From  this  opinion  of  Sir  F.  Beaufort,  and  taking  all  other  circum- 
stances into  consideration,  it  appeared  to  Lieutenant  Pim  that  Sir  John 


Arctic  ExpIaratioTL  486 

Franklin,  having  passed  through  Wellington  Channel,  attained  the  Polynia, 
or  open  water^  and  would  then  naturallj  steer  to  the  westward,  and, 
when  reaching  the  meridian  of  Behring's  Straits,  re-enter  the  ice  in 
order  to  penetrate  to  the  Pacific  Ocean.  Difficulties,  however,  would 
as^in  impede  his  progress.  Embayed  in  the  frozen  masses  which  have 
checked  the  advance  of  every  navigator  from  the  earliest  to  the  present 
time,  he  would  be  at  the  mercy  of  the  winds  and  currents,  rendering  it 
problematical  to  which  coast  he  would  be  driven,  whether  to  that  of  the 
I^ew  or  that  of  the  Old  World.  The  endurance,  hardihood,  and  courage 
of  a  Richardson,  a  Kellett,  a  PuUen,  and  a  Bae,  have  afforded  negative 
evidence  that  the  coast  of  Northern  America  is  not  the  country  where 
the  final  settlement  of  the  question — ^what  has  become  of  Sir  John 
Franklin? — must  be  determined.  The  next  place,  therefore,  to  which 
attention  turns  is  Siberia.  Wrang^Fs  narrative  proving  that  pieces  of  wreck 
have  been  found  on  the  Asiatic  shores,  and  historical  accounts  stating  that 
various  Russian  expeditions  experienced  the  greatest  difficulties  in  pene* 
trating  even  a  short  distance  easterly,  make  it  evident  that  the  very  course 
which  produced  that  effect  upon  the  Russian  vessels  would  bring  about  an 
opposite  result  upon  any  ships  which  may  happen  to  be  about  the  meri- 
dian of  Behring's  Straits;  consequently,  that  a  well-organised  search  of 
the  Asiatic  shores  would  afford  results  highly  satisfactory.  H.rM.'s  ship 
Herald,  after  an  absence  of  six  years,  having  returned  to  England  after 
three  times  visiting  Behring's  Straits,  without  more  success  than  the 
squadrons  on  the  eastern  side  of  America,  and  the  fate  of  Sir  John 
Franklin  being  still  wrapped  in  mystery.  Lieutenant  Pim  said  that  he 
considered  it  his  duty  to  make  known  the  above  conviction,  and  to  sub- 
mit to  the  Lords  Commissioners  of  the  Admiralty  a  plan  for  obtaining 
traces  of  the  missing  expedition.  His  proposal  was,  to  start  on  the  15th 
of  November,  and  travel  by  way  of  St.  Petersburg,  Moscow,  Tobolsk^ 
Irkutz,  and  Jakoutz,  to  the  mouth  of  the  Kolyma,  latitude  68  deg. 
31  min.,  longitude  16  deg.  east,  and  thence  to  commence  exploring  the 
coast  of  Siberia,  east  and  west  from  Siviero  Vostotchinii  Nos,  or  north- 
east cape  of  Asia,  to  Cape  North  of  Cook — altogether  a  distance  of 
10,000  miles.  He  did  not  ask  for  a  party,  but  merely  a  companion 
and  a  servant ;  and  he  stated  that  the  expense  attending  the  journey 
would  be  trifling  in  comparison  with  the  result  which  it  appeared  to  him 
to  promise.  To  his  great  disappointment,  the  Admiralty,  tnough  thank- 
ing him  for  his  suggestion,  declined  to  undertake  the  execution  of  the 
plan.  Lady  Franklin,  however,  impressed  with  the  hope  of  obtaining 
some  satisfactory  intelligence,  requested  him  to  carry  out  bis  proposal  by 
private  means.  Unlimited  leave  of  absence  for  the  purpose  having  been 
readily  g^nted  by  the  Admiralty,  he  had  no  hesitation  in  responding  to 
her  desire.  The  funds  which  Lady  Franklin  was  able  to  devote  to  this 
expedition  amounted  to  no  more  than  600/. — a  sum  obviously  inadequate 
to  such  an  undertaking.  It  was  therefore  determined  to  use  that  money 
for  fitting  out  the  expedition,  and  to  appeal  to  his  Imperial  Majesty  of 
Russia  to  assist  in  effecting  this  object ; — Lady  Franklin  considering  that, 
even  should  the  appeal  be  unsuccessful,  the  funds  would  have  been  ap* 
propriately  expended  in  so  legitimate  an  attempt  to  rescue  her  unfor- 
tunate husband  and  ihe  g^allant  men  who  accompanied  him. 
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It  is  gratifying  to  be  able  to  add,  that  from  a  letter  of  Sir  Roderick  J. 
Murchison,  always  so  active  in  the  cause  of  geographical  discovery,  ad- 
dressed to  the  Times,  it  appears  .that  Lord  John  Russell  has  complied 
with  the  request  made  by  the  Hoyal  Geographical  Society,  through  its 
president,  and  has  granted  the  sum  of  500/.  to  aid  the  special  adTen- 
turous  service  of  the  gallant  officer,  adding  these  kind  words :  ^^  I  trust 
he  will  not,  in  the  ardour  of  the  pursuit,  risk  unduly  his  own  life.  I 
heartily  wish  him  success." 

*'  This  well-timed  aid,**  adds  Sir  R.  Murchison,  *^  on  the  part  of  the 
first  minister  of  the  Crown,  not  only  prevents  the  necessity  of  any  present 
appeal  to  the  friends  of  Franklin  for  a  subscriplion  (which  I  know,  firom 
numerous  letters  addressed  to  me,  would  have  been  promptly  contribixtedX 
or  of  making  further  demands  on  the  purse — alas !  I  fear,  too  much  ex- 
hausted— of  a  noble-minded  woman,  but  will  also  give  Lieutenant  I^m 
great  moral  support  in  Russia.  It  is  known  that  the  emperor  is  deeply 
interested  in  procuring  intelligence  of  the  missing  expedition,  and  has 
long  ago  given  orders  to  obtain  every  information  respecting  it  which 
could  be  procured  from  the  natives  of  the  northern  coasts  of  Siberia.  It 
may  therefore  be  hoped  that  the  more  definite  mission  of  our  country- 
man, who  is  well  inured  to  the  life  of  the  Esquimaux,  will  be  so  coun- 
tenanced by  the  authorities  at  St.  Petersburg,  as  to  enable  him  to  carry 
out,  with  the  imperial  assistance,  a  survey  of  the  distant  and  moon- 
tainous  lands  first  descried  by  the  Russian  navigator  Wrangel,  and  sinoe 
seen  by  Captain  Kellett,  of  H  Jd[.'s  ship  Herald,  beyond  which  it  is  sup- 
posed that  Franklin's  ships  may  have  been  frozen  up.  It  is  througli 
such  imperial  co-operation  that  we  must  look  for  success." 

It  is  to  be  observed  that  Lieutenant  Pim,  having  previously  laid  his 
plans  before  the  Foreign  Office,  he  said  he  could  not  speak  too  gratefuUy 
of  the  kindness  of  Lord  Palmerston  on  that  occasion,  as  well  as  Mr. 
Addington's  promptitude  in  forwarding  the  necessary  documents.  Count 
Wielhorsky,  tho,  secretaiy  to  the  Russian  embassy,  also  promised  at  the 
meeting  of  the  Royal  Geographical  Society,  on  the  part  of  the  Russian 
government,  that  Lieutenant  Pim  should  receive  from  the  imperial 
government  at  St.  Petersburg  the  best  reception,  and  that  every  means 
would  be  afforded  to  assist  him  in  so  noble  and  generous  an  enterprise. 

Supposing  thus,  of  which  there  appears  no  doubt  now,  that  the  negoti- 
ations with  the  court  of  Russia  terminate  favourably,  Lieutenant  ^m's 
track  would  lead  from  St.  Petersburg  to  Moscow  by  railway;  from 
Moscow  to  Irkutz  by  sledge  or  sledges,  a  distance  of  3544  miles ;  and 
firom  Irkutz  to  Jakoutz,  also  on  sledges,  a  distance  of  1824  miles.  Hie 
whole  journey  occupying  about  four  months.  At  Jakoutz  all  reg^ular 
travelling  conveyances  terminate,  and  the  1200  miles  to  the  river  Kolyma, 
as  well  as  the  2000  miles  of  search,  will  have  to  be  performed  in  a  manner 
best  adapted  to  the  resources  of  the  country. 

Lieutenant  Rm  does  not  imagine  that  die  proposed  task  can  be  com- 
pleted before  1854. 

It  would  be  veiy  ungracious  on  the  part  of  a  public  writer  to  treat 
with  indifference  the  general  enthusiasm  with  which  this  new  project  has 
been  received;  but  Lieutenant  Pim  is  already  on  his  journey,  and  it 
becomes  us,  from  the  constant  and  earnest  interest  that  we  have  taken  in 
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tKe  fttte  of  Sir  John  Franklin  and  his  brare  crews,  and  in  the  researches 
made  after  them,  that  we  should  weigh  the  probabilities  of  success  in  a 
fair  and  unbiassed  manner. 

In  the  first  place,  it  is  not  positively  shown  that  Sir  John  Franklin's 
expedition  did  proceed  by  Victoria  Channel.  We  see  by  Arrowsmith's 
map,  recently  published,  that  the  opinions  we  emitted  from  the  positions 
attained  by  the  sledges  under  Captain  Ommanney,  Lieutenant  Osborne, 
and  Lieutenant  Browne,  in  their  explorations  of  the  regions  south-west 
of  Barrow's  Straits,  that  an  immense  tract  remained  unexplored  between 
Cape  Walker  and  fianks's  Land,  in  which  the  expedition  might  remain 
entangled  in  ice  and  land.  The  expedition  again  might,  profiting  by  an 
open  sea,  have  sailed  through  Barrow's  Straits  to  beyond  Parry's  Islands. 
The  researches  of  Sir  John  Richardson,  Kellett,  PuUen,  and  Rae,  cannot 
be  said  to  throw  any  positive  light  upon  either  of  these  categories.  In 
either  case,  the  site  of  entanglement  might  be  between  Parry's  Islands  or 
Banks'  s  Land,  and  the  furthest  point  reached  by  those  enterprising  travellers. 

We  are,  however,  ready  to  admit  that  the  greater  number  of  proba- 
bilities are  in  favour  of  the  Erebus  and  Terror  having  proceeded  by 
Victoria  Channel  into  an  open  Arctic  Ocean.  Undoubtedly,  in  such  a  case, 
as  Admiral  Sir  Francis  Beaufort  has  pointed  out,  Franklin's  difficulties 
would  commence  when,  having  made  his  westing,  he  might  endeavour  to 
haul  to  the  southward  for  Behnng's  Straits ;  for  Cook,  Beechey,  Kellett, 
and  all  navigators  who  had  passed  through  that  opening,  found  the 
soundings  decrease  on  approaching  the  southern  edge  of  the  ice,  making 
it  almost  demonstrable  Uiat  a  bank  of  some  hundreds  of  miles  in  length, 
and  most  likely  rising  up  into  many  islands,  stretched  across  from  east 
to  west.  •  If  those  ships,  therefore,  did  find  their  way  through  Victoria 
Channel,  they  had  got  into  some  labyrinth  of  ice  and  islands  abreast  of 
Behring's  Straits,  or  further  west,  *^  on  the  flats  off  the  coast  of  Siberia." 

Now,  admitting  these  leading  facts,  the  first  category  scarcely  comes 
within  the  domain  of  Lieutenant  Pirn's  expedition.  It  would  require  an 
expedition  provided  alike  with  boats  and  sledges.  The  great  question  is, 
whether  Lieutenant  Pim  has  any  chance  of  success  in  the  second.  In  the 
vast  regions  of  perpetual  congelation  that  extend  from  the  north-east 
cape  of  Siberia  to  Behring's  Straits,  and  to  which  Lieutenant  Pim  intends 
particularly  to  direct  his  attention,  a  man,  or  a  small  party  of  men,  would 
be,  even  aided  by  the  Samoyeds,  like  native  marmots  or  martens,  pigmies 
in  the  immensity  of  Arctic  solitudes.  Still  we  know,  by  what  has  been 
done  by  one  or  two  resolute  men  on  the  Arctic  shores  of  the  American 
continent,  what  man — little  as  his  physical  force  is,  yet  his  intellectual 
power  so  gigantic — can  accomplish.  It  would  appear,  also,  that  there 
are  some  few,  little  known,  permanent  stations  on  the  Arctic  coast  of 
Siberia,  such  as  a  few  stations  at  the  mouth  of  the  Indigirka,  and  Nisjnei 
Rolvinsk,  at  the  mouth  of  the  river  of  the  same  name.  Beyond  this,  to 
the  eastward,  all  appears  to  be  desert.  Still  it  is  probable  that  no  very 
great  difficulties  will  present  themselves  to  the  exploration  of  portions  of 
the  Arctic  coast  of  Siberia ;  the  real  difficulties  would  present  themselves 
in  exploring  the  Likhov  islands  and  the  lands  and  ices  which  are  supposed 
to  lie  to  the  north-eastward  of  that  coast,  or  the  ''  flats,"  as  Admiral  Sir 
Francis  Beaufort  calls  them,  but  in  reality  an  alternation  of  ice-clad 
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shoals,  fiats,  islands,  and  mountainous  land.  Lieutenant  Pirn's  expedition 
scarcely  seems,  at  the  present  moment,  matoiely  organised  for  sndi 
researches,  and  it  is  only  to  he  hoped  that  the  impeml  ^Temment  of 
Russia  will  feel  and  will  meet  these  difficulties. 

But  we  previously  pointed  to  Europe,  as  well  as  to  Asia,  as  the  possible 
direction  taken  hy  Franklin's  expeaition,  and  these  are  our  reasons: 
Supposing  that  expedition  to  have  gained  the  open  Arctic  Ocean,  and  in 
fetching  to  the  south,  to  gain  Behriug's  Straits,  to  hare  found  that  outlet 
closed  to  them  hy  an  impenetrable  hairier  of  land  and  ice ; — suppocdng  the 
expedition  to  have  been  entangled  in  that  land  and  ice  even  for  one  or 
more  winters,  it  might  still  have  sought  the  first  occasion  to  get  to  the 
westward.  Sir  Francis  Beaufort  says  they  would  find  it  a  comparatiT^ 
easy  matter  to  penetrate  to  the  westward.  Lieutenant  Pirn  saii^ 
Wrangel's  narrative  proving  that  pieces  of  wreck  had  been  found  on  the 
Asiatic  shores,  and  historiod  accounts  stating  that  various  Russian  expe- 
ditions experienced  the  greatest  difficulties  in  penetrating  even  a  short 
distance  easterly,  made  it  evident  that  the  very  cause  which  produced 
that  effect  upon  the  Russian  vessels  would  bring  about  an  opposite  result 
upon  any  ships  that  might  happen  to  be  about  the  meridian  of  Behring's 
Straits. 

This  being  the  case,  the  distance  to  Great  Britain  by  the  channel 
between  Nova  Zembla  and  Spitzbergen  would  be  the  same  as  if  the  ex- 
pedition had  retraced  its  steps  amidst  the  difficulties  of  counter-currents 
and  uncertain  frosts.  The  nearer  the  expedition  could  keep — supposing 
it  to  be  navigating  a  Polynia,  or  open  Arctic  Ocean,  as  tnere  is  every 
reason  to  suppose  exists  around  the  North  Pole — to  that  pole  itself,  the 
more  would  the  distance  and  the  difficulties  of  such  a  navigation  be 
diminished. 

For  the  sake  of  science,  and  for  the  sake  of  humanity,  then,  we  rejoice 
in  such  expeditions  as  that  which  Lieutenant  Pirn  has  engaged  in ;  bat, 
although  by  no  means  hopeless,  we  are  free  to  confess  we  put  little  faith 
in  its  success, — at  least,  so  far  as  Sir  John  Franklin's  expedition  is  con- 
cerned. Should  that  expedition  be  still  toiling  its  dangerous  way — ^now 
free,  now  embayed,  now  ice-locked,  or  even  ice  and  land-locked  in  the 
Arctic  Ocean-— our  hopes  would  still  lie  in  its  own  providential  liberation ; 
and  it  may  be  from  the  gallant  survivors  of  these  dread  trials  that  we  shall 
yet  gather  the  first  intelligence  of  their  happy  escape.  Where  that  intelli- 
gence may  be  first  obtained  it  would  be  almost  vain  to  conjecture ;  yet  it 
might  be  obtained  in  Great  Britain,  and  that  from  the  survivors*  own 
mouths,  with  as  much  likelihood  as  from  the  north-east  cape  of  Siberia, 
from  WrangeFs  and  Anjou's  Polar  Lands,  from  Rae's  Victoria  and  Wol- 
laston  Lands,  or  from  Penny's  Victoria  Channel. 
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THE  BOA  AND  THE  BLANKET — ^A  BLOOMER  XIMISTBT — THE  8T.  ALBANS* 
WITNESSES — THE  KOSSUTH  DEMONSTRATIONS — THE  SUBMARINE  TELE- 
GRAPH— THE  GOLDEN  INGOTS,  AND  WHO  WON  THE  GREAT  PRIZE. 

A  DISTINGUISHED  poet  of  our  own  day  has  beaatifallj  said. 

There's  always  daylight  somewhere  in  the  woild. 

So — ^to  paraphrase  his  truthful  line, — ire  may  observe— descending  to 
most  ignoble  prose :  **  There's  always  something  going  on  somewhere." 

The  fall  of  the  year  is  certunly  not  the  most  promising  period  for  dis- 
covery, but  the  dreariest  season  has  its  events,  and  even  the  November 
foes  are  not  dense  enough  to  obscure  the  world  altogether.  **  Something'' 
Stul  <*  peeps  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark." 

That  same  blanket,  by-the-by,  comes  opportunely  to  help  os  in  th^ 
discussion  of  our  subject. 

An  amusing  problem  was  recently  offered  for  general  solution,  in  the 
case  of  the  Boa-Constrictor  at  the  Zoological  Grardens,  who  goived  himself 
with  a  blanket  for  supper  instead  of  his  accustomed  Welsh  nu>bit.  The 
question  was,  whether  the  serpent  would  digest  his  woolly  provender,  or 
die  under  the  operation.  It  seems  that  he  did  neither,  nut — in  true 
statesmanlike  fastdon — ^took  <<  a  third  course,"  for  which  no  one  was  pre- 
pared, though,  after  all,  it  was  the  most  natural  of  the  three.  The 
blanket  did  not  exude  through  the  animal's  pores — nor  did  it  destroy  the 
swallower, — but,  after  more  than  a  month's  gestation,  returned  to  the  place 
it  came  from  by  the  way  it  went. 

The  story  of  the  snake's  delivery  is  told  with  a  nice  touch  of  feeling  in 
one  of  the  weekly  papers : 

^*  On  the  night  of  Saturday,  the  8th  instant,  Tomkins  ihe  watchman, 
on  going  his  rounds,  saw  the  animal  labouring  to  get  rid  of  the  blanket, 
a  part  of  which  protruded  from  his  mouth,  and  he  assisted  it  in  doing  so 
by  taking  hold  of  and  pulling  the  blanket  gentiy,  ybr  which  act  of  kind' 
ness  it  was  thought  the  boa  seemed  grateful^  inasmuch  as  it  offered  no 
opposition,  and  did  not  strive  to  injure  him." 

'^  Tomldns  and  the  Boa-Constrictor^  will,  no  doubt,  go  down  to  poste- 
rity side  by  side  with  ^  Androcles  and  the  Lion;"  though,  we  confess,  we 
are  not  so  much  struck  by  the  serpent's  gratitude  as  the  writer  of  the 
above  paragraph  seems  to  oe  ;  for,  nad  the  Boa  been  ever  so  evil-minded, 
he  could  not  by  any  possibility  have  injured  Tomkins  with  his  moutii  full 
of  blanket.  We  are  wUliog,  however,  to  assume  that  the  creature  was 
grateful,  as  it  makes  the  picture  more  harmonious. 

This  story,  which  may  or  may  not  be  true,  for  it  is  the  time  of  the  year 
when  "  canards^  are  most  in  season,  baa  suggested  one  or  two  considera- 
tions ;  but  before  we  notice  them  we  must  add  another  sentence  to  the  pre- 
ceding account : 

''On  examination,  the  blanket,"  it  says,  ''was  found  to  be  much 
shrunken  in  size,  and  it  was  divested  of  the  greater  portion  of  the  loose 
wool  or  hairy  filaments  composing  its  surface. 

Dee* — Yoii.  zcni.  no.  ccclxxii.  2  k 
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Now,  our  opinion  of  the  matter  is  this, — that  the  whole  affair  is  a  poli- 
tical parahle;  that  the  Boa-Constrictor,  who  has  always  figured  conspicu- 
ously in  fahle,  is  a  myth  of  Lord  John  Russell,  and  the  Blanket  which  he 
toied  to  swallow  the  new  Reform  Bill. 

At  the  close  of  the  last  sessioa  of  parliament  the  Premier— as  eveiy  one 
knows — ^aanounced  his  inte&ticm  of  prepanng  a  measure  on  Refiorm  for 
early  adoption.  Unemharrassed  hy  the  acts  of  his  colleagues,  and  left 
quietly,  during  the  recess,  to  himself.  Lord  John  set  to  wtnk  to  prepare 
his  plan.  Of  oomee  be  would  much  nther  have  swallowed  the  Rabbit 
than  the  Blaiiket ;  hut,  as  pec^le  are  not  oonteat  now  with  anythmg 
short  of*  prodigy,  he  was  ohliged  to  oommeDoe  openitioDS  with  the  larger 
and  more  difficult  auhjeet.  To  the  surprise  of  all  who  leanrt  what  he  wag 
about,  he  maaaged  to  get  it  down,  and  ipeople  bc^gan  immediately  to 
wonder  in  what  sha^  it  would  reappear.  Some  said  it  would  end  ia 
nothing,  others  that  it  would  prove  too  much  for  him,  and  seTeral  weeia 
lapsed  during  which  the  public  remained  in  a  most  unoomfijriable  state 
of  suspense. 

At  last,  the  government  paper,  which  always  mysteriottslY  fioreshadows 
the  coming  of  polidcail  events,  made  ^be  aonounoement  thtti  the  great 
problem  was  to  be  solved,  and,  under  the  g^uise  of  describiag  the  throes  of 
the  Boa-CcBBtrictor,  revealed  the  fate  of  tibe  future  Reform  BilL 

Its  history  appears  to  us  to  be  complete. 

It  was  swallowed  conire-cemr^  and  when  swallowed  was  fiyund  to  be 
too  hard  of  digesti(m.  There  was  nothing  left  then  but  to  try  to  diraoae 
of  it  in  the  briefest  manner  poesiUe,  and,  accordingly,  oathe  day  apedned. 
Lord  John  set  to  work  "  to  get  rid  of  the  blanket,"  and  suooeeaed  in  cast- 
ing it  up  again.  Not,  however,  unobserved,  that  careful  watchman — ^not 
Tomkins — but  the  President  of  the  Reform  Assodation,  we  will  suppose — 
having  a  watchful  eye  on  his  lordship's  movements.  That  Ibnctionaiy, 
who  had  always  been  of  opinion  that  the  measure  was  too  much  for  the 
Premier's  stomach,  very  i^romptly  came  to  his  assistance,  and  '' pulling  the 
blanket  g^itly,"  restored  it — yet  imdigested — to  the  country.  It  was  not 
quite  in  its  original  state,  being  ''  mudi  shrunken  in  sise,"  and  '^  divested 
df  the  g^reater  portion  of  the  loose  wool  or  hairy  filaments  (the  restrictiTe 
schedules  and  expanding  clauses)  which  compose  its  surface;"  by  which 
we  may  plainly  infer  what  Lord  John's  Reform  Bill  would  have  becoffle 
in  the  course  of  time  if  his  gorge  had  not  risen  against  it  altogetlier. 

It  is  stated  hy  the  government  organ,  that  the  Boa  *'  has  now  an  ex- 
tremely attenuated  appearance,  and  drinks  frequently,  probably  because 
of  the  great  absorption  of  the  liquids  of  its  body  by  the  blanket. 

This  is  the  natural  consequence  of  attempting  anything  beyond  a 
person's  strength,  and  we  hope  it  will  prove  a  warning  tQ  the  preseat 
cabinet.  They  are  not  equal  to  Blankets,  whose  texture  is  too  compact 
for  weak  stomachs.  Let  the  Whigs  stick  to  Rabbits — flight,  lively  ardctos 
of  food,  that  go  down  easily  and  give  nobody  any  trouble.  The  only 
question  is,  how  far  the  public  are  likely  to  be  content  with  the  per- 
petual prospect  of  such  a  family  party  in  the  quiet  enjoyment  of  cabinet 
pudding ! 

''  Cabinet  pudding"  is,  of  course^  suggestive  of  many  other  good  thin^ 
turtle  and  venison  not  excluded ;  and  the  consideration  oi  those  dainties 
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at  ODce  biings  to  mind  die  worthies  who  haye  acquired  a  pariicalar  kind 
of  reputation  by  eating  theoa.  Thia  allusion  will,  we  presume,  be  sufl^ 
cieat  to  explain  whom  we  mean,  without  setting  up  a  finger-post,  with 
^e  inscription,  '<  To  Guildhall  T 

It  seems  that  '^  your  most  graye  belly" — as  Menenius  Ag^ppa  says-* 
has  been  grumbling  greatly  against  its  corporate  head,  accusing  it  of  all 
kinds  of  misdemeanours  on  the  occasion  of  the  Great  Paris  F^tes — the 
ehiefest  of  these  outrages  against  the  sensitiyeness  of  ciyic  feelinct, 
baying  been  a  want  of  politeness-— or,  as  the  word  is  termed  on  the 
other  side  of  Temjde  Bar,  ^  politefulness" — towards  the  inferior  members. 
We  are  scarcely  surprised  at  this,  when  we  remember  who  they  were 
who  composed  the  general  corvee  on  the  occasion  referred  to«  We 
entered  our  protest,  at  the  time,  against  the  whole  representatiye  lot,  and 
can  scarcely  afford  much  sympathy  now  for  any  of  the  grumblers,  who, 
as  far  as  our  experience  went,  would  haye  done  exactly  the  same  as  their 
chief,  had  they  held  his  '*  dignified  position." 

Bloomerism,  which  has  latterly  engrossed  so  much  attention,  has 
bardly  yet  assumed  a  political  aspect,  but  we  have  no  doubt  it  soon  will, 
aiMi  for  our  own  parts  we  should  be  quite  as  willing  to  st^port  a  Bloomer 
administration  as  a  Whig  one.  With  Mrs.  Dexter  at  the  right  hand  of 
affairs,  there  might  be  some  chance  then  of  getting  oyer  the  ground. 

We  all  know  how  valuable  are  the  sendees  of  a  female  caayasser  at  a 
contested  election,  but  hitherto  the  fair  sex  have  decked  themselves  in 
smiles,  and  dealt  in  silken  phrases,  solely  on  account  of  their  husbands 
and  brothers.  The  time  is  coming  when  they  will  canvass  for  them- 
selves ;  when  "  Bloomerism"  will  be  the  test  of  a  candidate's  political 
creed,  and  ''  Pettiloons  and  Progress"  the  motto  inscribed  on  his  banners. 
He  will  no  longer  be  asked  if  he  is  in  favour  of  the  Ballot,  but  whether 
he  intends  to  support  the  *'  Pantalette."  The  People  s  Charter — with 
its  five  points,  like  a  star-fish — ^will  give  place  to  the  Ladies'  Charter, 
hedged  in  by  as  many  points  as  a  porcupine  or  a  pincushion.  And  when 
Bloomerism  returns  its  supporters  to  parHament,  that  parliament — ^if 
there  be  faith  in  man — ^will  legislate  for  Bloomerism.  And  woman 
knows  how  confidently  she  may  rely  on  a  suitor's  promise— with  nearly 
as  much  certainty,  we  believe,  as  on  the  vote  of  a  St*  Albans'  elector, 
when  he  has  been  bribed  on  both  sides. 

Par  parefUhese^  that  St.  Albans'  inquiry  has  somewhat  agreeably  di- 
versified the  events  of  the  past  month.  If  it  had  not  been  for  such  honest 
Britons  as  Messrs.  Edwaids,  Blanks,  and  Blagg,  we  should  almost  have 
&ncied  that  our  national  identity  had  been  swamped  in  the  marshes  of 
the  Theiss.  But  for  the  wholesale  revelations  of  those  gentlemen,  eaeh 
of  whom  seemed  desirous  of  making  a  cleaner  breast  oi  it  than  the  other, 
have  satisfied  us  that  "  there  are  yet  men  in  Denmark,"  and  that  all  are 
not  like  the  incorruptible  patriots  of  Shoreditch,  who— lor  want  of  some- 
thing better  to  do— have  taken  to  wearing  the  Hungarian  rosette,,  and 
— what's  more — have  actually  refused  to  sell  it  at  an  unheard-of  advance 
upon  the  prime  cost ;  and — more  remarkable  still — have  declared,  eveiy 
man  Jack  of 'em,  that  the  aforesaid  rosettes  shall  be  "handed  down" 
as  heir-looms  in  their  respective  funUies  I 
Apart  from  the  risk  to  which  we  have  just  refexxed,  the  Kossuth  demon- 
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strations  have,  in  themselves,  afforded  the  public  a  pleasing  dweriiSiement^ 
in  the  absence  of  any  other  remarkable  excitement.  It  baa  been  quite 
refreshing  to  see  with  what  eagerness  John  Bull,  who,  a  few  years  sinoe^ 
had  never  heard  of  sach  a  place  as  Hungary,  or,  if  he  had,  never  troubled 
himself  to  ask  where  it  was,  has  plunged  head-over-ears  into  the  Serbo- 
nian  bog  of  Magyar  politics;  how  familiarly  he  talks  of  slaves  and 
Wallack^ — as  if  they  were  the  slaves  he  paid  for  twenty  years  ago,  or  the 
Wallacks  who  have  amused  him  at  the  Haymarket  Theatre ;  and  with 
what  a  patient  ear  he  listens  to  harangues,  of  which  no  one  will  deny  the 
eloquence,  though  many  may  doubt  the  propriety.  But  John  Bull  has  a 
safety-valve  for  the  steam  that  sets  him  in  motion.  In  the  ordiiuiiy 
occupations  of  life — in  fighting  against  fortune  or  making  head  against 
difficulties — ^in  all  practical  matters,  in  short — bis  line  of  conduct  is  action. 
But  when  you  broach  an  ingenious  theory,  particularly  if  it  happen  to  be 
a  political  one,  he  then — like  Balaam's  ass — begins  to  talk  about  it,  a 
sure  sign  that  he  intends  to  do  notbiog.  M.  Kossuth  and  his  adTisen 
appear  to  be  afraid  of  this,  for  the  orator  is  ever  uigent  with  his  auditoifl^ 
that  the  expression  of  their  **  opinion"  should  not  melt  into  thin  air,  nor 
evaporate  altogether  in  words.  II  a  beau  dire^  ce  pauvre  M,  Kossuth! 
All  the  eloquence  with  which  he  is  gifted  will  not  move  John  Bull  to 
^*  march,"  as  long  as  there  is  a  chance  that  such  a  step  may  diminish  the 
weight  of  his  daily  loaf  and  probably  double  its  price.  He  will  '*  sympa- 
thise **  with  Hung^ary  as  much  as  you  please,  but  when  her  cause  becomes 
a  question  of  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence,  he  contents  himself  with  the 
expression  of  his  best  wishes,  and,  recovering  his  sanity,  returns  to  fail 
own  concerns.  It  is  not  to  the  Czar  of  Russia,  but  to  *'  Taxes,"  that  he 
cries  '^  Stop!'*  For  such  a  purpose,  John  Bull  has  his  own  commoa 
sense  to  guide  him,  and  need  not  take  the  word  frt>m  the  mouth  of  a  base 
assassin  like  Popilius  Laenas,  whom  M.  Kossuth  cites  with  so  mudi 
satis&ction. 

We  may,  therefore,  at  once  dismiss  the  ''  Demonstrations"  as  only  so 
much  harmless  amusement,  being  perfectly  certain — ^unless  the  Magyars 
can  make  Hungary  what  Shakspeare  made  of  Bohemia — a  maritime 
country — that  both  effect  and  cause  have  disappeared  with  the  Humboldt 
steamer,  as  far  as  we  are  concerned. 

As  to  the  minute  chronicling  of  M.  Kossuth's  movements, — ^what  he 
wore  when  he  went  abroad — ^tbe  shape  of  the  nightcap  he  slept  in  (a  cap 
of  liberty,  of  course), — how  he  tied  it  on,  how  he  shaved  (if  he  ever 
did  shave) — ^how  he  pulled  on  his  boots — ^which  first,  the  left  or  the  right 
— how  he  didn't  take  chocolate  for  breakfast,  but  preferred  the  best 
"  Orange  Pekoe,"  sold  by  Dakin  and  Company-— how  he  sent  his  two 
little  boys  to  the  "  Introductory  Gymnasium*'  of  the  Reverend  Philo-Ieu- 
therius  Flayskin,  of  Clapton,  and  his  daughter  to  the  establishment  of 
the  Misses  Walkandtalk,  of  Hanunersmith ;  these  are  points  which  we 
refrain  from  disinterring  from  the  colunms  of  the  daily  and  weekly  news- 
papers, where  they  found  a  fitting  resting-place. 

But  enough  of  politics,  and  quasi-political  personages.  Let  us  ^ance 
at  other  things. 

The  Submarine  Telegraph  is  no  longer  a  problem  at  the  mercy  of  the 
waves,  but  &faU  (tccompli  in  all  the  strictness  of  the  tenn.     On  the  13tfa 
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of  the  past  inontli  it  6red  the  great  gan  of  peaceful  communication 
between  Dover  and  Calais,  in  honour  of  the  greatest  warrior  of  the  age, 
and  almost  simultaneously  effected  the  first  transaction  between  the 
London  Exchange  and  the  Bourse  of  Paris;  and  that  political  importance 
might  not  be  wanting  to  develop  its  uses,  the  godsend  of  a  ministerial 
defeat  in  the  French  Legislative  Assembly  was  telegraphed  along  its 
wires. 

The  public  have  ever  since  been  busily  speculating  on  the  thousand 
things  it  may  hereaf^r  accomplish,  when  the  scale  of  charges  is  reduced 
to  a  somewhat  reasonable  rate.  The  tube  across-  the  channel  is  the  ear- 
trumpet  of  the  world.  You  have  but  to  whisper  your  thought,  and  its 
'  echo  is  instantly  returned  from  the  Ejremlin  or  the  Vatican,  from  the 
Euzine  or  the  Mediterranean. 

"  How  are  figs?"  asks  the  head  of  the  firm  of  Candy  and  Co. ,  the  great 
grocers  of  Leadenhall-street,  and  straightway  an  answer  reaches  them  from 
their  Smyrna  correspondent,  advising  sales  at  (blank)  per  drum,  by  which 
Candy  and  Co.  are  enabled  to  turn  an  honest  penny. 

Instead  of  advertising  the  lost  bundle  of  Bank-notes  in  the  third 
column  of  the  Times^  the  sufferer  jots  down  the  numbers  at  Lothbury, 
and  before  he  gets  back  to  his  counting-house,  the  detectives  of  Paris,  of 
Brussels,  of  Berlin,  and  of  Vienna,  are  making  the  round  of  all  the  hotels 
and  money-changers'  shops  in  their  respective  capitals,  to  warn  them 
against  fingering  the  forbidden  fruit. 

Captain  O 'Blazer,  no  longer  unattached,  has  eloped  with  the  wife  of 
the  Honourable  Augustus  Fitz-Muff,  and  carried  the  frail  fair  one  to 
"  Porris,"  where  he  hopes — ^under  a  fdgned  name — to  enjoy  the  "  first 
sosoiety  of  the  most  fascinating  city  in  Europe."  But  before  the  cap- 
tain has  set  his  foot  on  board  ue  Folkestone  steamer,  the  cast  in  his  eye, 
the  cock  of  his  nose,  and  the  ample  spread  of  his  auburn  whiskers — (it 
was  the  whiskers  did  the  mischief) — are  safely  booked  in  the  Livre  Noir 
of  the  Prefecture  de  Police,  on  the  Quai  des  Orfevres,  and  when  the  cap- 
tain and  his  false  passport  arrive  at  the  ^ar^  of  the  Faaboure^  Montmartre, 
it  is  quietly  intimated  to  him  that  he  must  leave  France  by  the  nearest 
frontier,  unless  he  desires  to  be  accommodated  at  his  own  expense  in  the 
prison  of  Sainte  Pelagic.  Captain  O' Blazer  takes  the  unwelcome  hint, 
and  brings  up  at  Brussels,  gambles,  drinks,  quarrels,  is  ruined  first  and 
finished  afterwards  in  a  duel  with  a  Belgian  Count,  who  carries  the  cause 
of  quarrel  to  California,  where  he  dies  in  the  diggins,  and  the  lady's  last 
sigh  is  exhaled  over  the  wash-tub— all  this  poetical  picture  being  one  of 
the  results  of  the  submarine  telegraph. 

Here  is  a  pleasanter  view  of  the  case : 

The  frost  has  suddenly  set  in  sharp,  and  Chevet's  shop  in  the  Palais 
Royal  is  filled  with  blackened  trufSes  from  Perigueux.  The  Vicomte  de 
Grandgousier,  taking  his  morning  walk,  pauses  at  the  accustomed  spot, 
and  rapturously  surveys  the  earthy  heap,  his  eye  wandering  from  the 
truffles  over  capons  from  Le  Mans,  boar  s  heads  from  Brittany,  and 
gelinoffes  from  the  Ardennes.  He  orders  his  ch^f  to  prepare  a  dinner 
ror  twelve,  the  telegraph  is  set  in  motion,  and  on  the  following  day,  at 
six  o'clock,  Paris  time,  the  round  dozen  are  assembled  from  every  capital 
in  Europe  to  eat  the  first  truffler  of  the  season,  Lord  Swallowell,  from 
Guttleton  Hall,  in  the  chair,  being  the  very  first  who  arrived. 
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In  short,  not  to  mnlliplj  instances,  tlie  sabmarine  teleg^r^h  most 
henceforward  be  looked  upon  as  the  general  agent  for  the  transaction  of 
•rerjihiog,  whether  it  be  a  courtship  or  a  game  of  chess,  the  apprehen- 
sion of  a  runaway  deric,  or  liie  secret  convejance  in  cipher  of  the  htat 
projected  improvement  in  the  trimming  of  a  bonnet  de  mint. 

This  marvellous  invention  has  carried  our  thoughts  across  the  water, 
and  cast  our  mental  vision  on  the  doings  of  our  next  door  neighbours  m 
Paris. 

The  battle  of  the  ''  Owls  and  Rats''  was  a  canard  iubUme^  and  is  only 
to  be  considered  amongst  the  apoervpha;  hut  the  struggle  for  the  ingots 
has  been  bien  autre  chose.  Mot  that  there  can  be  any  real  resistance 
where  the  hands  are  completely  fettered  by  fiite ;  but  though  aH  the 
efforts  in  the  world  could  not  affect  the  laws  of  chance,  the  struggle  was 
stiB  strong  in  every  man's  heart,  between  hope  and  fear,  between  the 
possible  and  the  impossible ;  and  such  throes  are  of  deeper  consequence 
than  any  caused  by  open  wadEne  with  the  world. 

It  was  a  singular  spectacle  to  behold  the  crowd  of  anxious  faces— 
omdous  all,  in  spite  of  the  assumed  indiflferenee  of  many — stngular  to 
feel  the  intense  silence  that  prevsuled  when  the  terms  on  which  the 
lottenr  which  was  to  be  drawn  were  read.     And  when  the  wheeb  went 
round,  and  the  numbers  were  successively  drawn,  how  eagerly  was  eveiy 
glance  directed  to  the  one  particular  spot.     The  arena  was  one  that  hs^ 
been  often  and  often  filled  by  an  admiring  and  applauding  multitode; 
but    all    the  tours  de  force  of  the  boldest   equestrianism  were  as 
nothing   to  the   revolution  of  a   ample  tuming>boz  upon   its  ptfoi 
And  how  they  didnt  admire,  though  they  wondered,    outre  memre^ 
when    up    came    No.    2,558,115,    and    everybody    ^bcovered    tint 
he  wasn't  the  lucky  man,   and   didn't  know  who  was.      Some  said 
Louis  Napoleon  had  won  the  great  prise,  as  a  aott  of  ooroUazy  to 
his  general  luck ;   others  dedared  that  M.  Thiers  was  the  fortunate 
winner,  for  the  very  satisfactory  reason  that,  since  he  had  again  pot  his 
thumb  in  the  pofitical  pie,  and — ^unfike  Cttle  Jack  Homer — ^had  never  been 
able  to  puU  out  anythmg  in  the  shi^  of  a  plum.     It  would  be  di£Seiilt 
to  relate — ^not  to  travel  out  of  the  class  to  whicii  the  hon.  member  for 
the  department  of  the  Seine  InflSrieure  bdongs — ^to  how  many  deerotteurs 
and  chiffoniers  the  great  ingot  was  awarded,  but  we  are  sorry  to  say  that 
on  none  of  these  worthies  does  the  mantle  of  fortune  appear  to  have 
descended.     We  shall  probably  hear  that  a  great  English  ea^talist  is  the 
fortunate  personage ;  but  we  request  none  of  our  readers  to  believe  this 
or  any  other  report,  for  we  can  assure  them  that  he  will  go  down  to 
posterity  arm-in-arm  with  the  writer  of  Junius,  the  Editor  of  the  Timet, 
and  the  Man  in  the  Iron  Ma^     Beyond  this  point  our  ^  bird's-eje 
view^  does  not  extend — at  least  this  month. 


(  ^95  ) 
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Iv  «U  the  baaUea  of  the  Grrampians  were  suddenly  endowed  with  life, 
they  would  scarcely  be  more  nvianous  than  *'  The  Livingstones,"*  who 
come  as  claimants  on  our  symnathies  in  one  of  the  last  new  novels.  Ima- 
^ne  the  actois  in  a  story  of  real  life  to  be  CampbeUs,  the  scene  Argyleshire, 
with  its  lodi2^  its  puqple  heaths,  and  wood-enbosomed  mansions,  nestling 
tlie  dowagered  oonoentratioa  of  fisunily  pride,  and  some  idea  may  be 
ftrmed  of  what  the  Livingstones  aie  in  thw  own  patriaichal  domaias. 
Tme^  that  we  get  rid  of  two  of  them  at  the  onset.  Walter  Livingstone, 
a  young  officer,  killed  by  a  fall  from  his  hone,  and  an  aged  father  (Lord 
Glonruth),  whose  end  is  hastened  by  the  nd  catastrophe;  and  these 
events  introduce  us  to  the  hero  of  the  hook  (Edward  Armytage),  a  brother- 
offioar,  who  repairs  to  Glenruth,  to  comfort  the  &ther  in  his  affliction,  aa 
also  an  only  oang^ter  (the  heroine),  Grace  lavingstone;  and  the  sup- 
pressed attachment  that  springs  up  between  the  two  is  one  of  the  most 
delicately-told  incidents  in  the  work. 

Then  we  have  Glenruth  passing,  by  the  law  of  entail,  into  other  hands, 
and  Grace  transferred  to  tne  care  of  a  step-aunt — ^if  there  is  such  a 
thing — Lady  Markham,  widow  of  Lord  Glenruth*s  brother,  and  who, 
dreading  the  rivaliy  of  Grace  in  disposing  of  several  nuuriageable  daugh- 
ters, confines  her  to  the  nursery  as  a  monomaniac.  What  a  family  are 
these  Markhams !  The  author  delights  in  numbers ;  we  will  give  him 
the  benefit  of  the  same :  Charlotte,  plain,  passionate,  heartless;  Augusta, 
red  hair,  great  hands,  high  cheek-bones,  proud,  selfish ;  Fanny,  rude, 
vulgar-minded ;  Julia,  vain,  unamiable  to  a  degree ;  EUen,  sickly,  dj^g, 

gOiS. 

Next  come  the  Livingstones  of  Lee,  and  here  we  are  really  for  a  mo- 
ment at  fault.  All  we  ca<^  make  out  at  the  onset  of  the  dwellers  at 
Invercarron  are,  first,  Lady  Livingstone,  a  widow;  one  son,  John  Living- 
stone, a  young  guardsman ;  a  fourth  son,  and  favourite.  Colonel  Francis 
Liyingstone,  whose  amiable  wife,  Magdalen,  plays  an  important  part  in 
the  story ;  a  thirteenth  daughter,  Katherine,  gifted,  affectionate,  gene- 
rous, and  true,  but  a  monstrous  fiirt,  with  three  lovers.  But  there  are, 
also.  Sir  Thomas  Livingstone,  another  son,  a  captain  in  the  navy ;  an- 
other, Gilbert,  in  Australia;  and  a  daughter,  who  has  married  Lord 
Dalryn^ile,  at  this  time  minister  at  Florence. 

Aa  Gbsoe  withdrew  from  Glenrulh,  so  there  were  also  new  Living- 
stones installed  there:  Basil,  a  gentle,  honest  youth,  widi  a  noble  and 
tender  heart,  devoted,  like  that  of  Captain  Armytage,  of  Lord  Beaumaris, 
and  a  host  oi  others^  to  the  incomparable  Grace ;  and  Basil's  brother, 
Algernon  Reginald.  But  it  is  time  now  to  mention  that  two  dark  mys- 
tenes  are  connected  widi  the  history  <^  the  chi^  actors  in  this  drama  of 
real  life.  The  first  refers  to  Edward  Armytage,  who,  the  son  of  a 
baronet,  the  wealthy  proprietor  of  Seaton  Armytage,  had  been  suppkntad 
in  his  birthright  by  a  rude  and  vulgar  usurper,  and  a  wretch  calling  her- 
self Lady  Armytage,  whose  chums,  with  those  of  her  son,  were  founded 

■~'  'I  ..■!.  I.I  II  I  I 

*  The  Livingstones.   AStory  of  BealUfe.    Svols.    Colbom  and  Co. 
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upon  a  <'  Scotch  marriage,"  said  to  have  been  contracted  by  the  late  Sr 
Ralph,  previous  to  his  legitimate  marriage  with  the  mother  of  Edward. 
The  second  refers  to  the  heroine,  who,  in  yirtue  of  a  deed,  purposely  kept 
back  by  the  actual  and  usurping  lord  (as  is  not  unfrequently  the  case), 
had  power  to  claim  Glenruth:  the  entail  by  that  deed,  including  the 
h^rs  whatsoever  of  a  predecessor  of  the  late  lord — Baron  Anthony. 

A  certain  Colonel  Heron — and  a  strange  bird  he  is, — who  has  formed 
a  close  intimacy  with  Ned  Armytage  in  India,  comes  to  fish  in  these 
troublous  waters.  There  is  a  villain  by  name  Hudson,  but  who  calls 
himself  Hardman,  who  holds  the  link  that  attaches  the  two  houses  of 
Armytage  and  Glenruth  together.  But  sore  and  puzzling  to  any  but  a 
dusty  old  Scotch  writer  to  the  sig^et^  are  the  proofB  of  conspiracy  and 
defrauding  that  are  to  be  eliminated.  The  reader  has  not  enough  of  the 
Living-stones,  he  is  forced  with  the  persevering  old  colonel  to  wade 
through  the  whole  genealogy  of  the  dead  ones  too.  In  the  mean  time,  a 
dark  cloud  has  come  over  the  scene.  Grace  and  Edward  Armytage  had 
(chiefly  through  the  instrumentality  of  honest  Basil)  become  man  and 
wife,  and  gone  out  in  the  course  of  events  to  India.  The  war  in  the 
Punjaub  had  broken  out,  and  Captain  Armytage  was  returned  as  dead. 
The  heart-stricken  widow—our  heroine — on  her  way  home  is  further 
bereft  of  an  only  child  by  an  accident.  Such  calamities  as  these  render 
the  recovery  of  Glenruth,  which  had  been  effected  for  her  in  her  absence 
by  the  indefatigable  and  generous  old  Heron,  a  matter  of  utter  indifference. 
Grace  is  dead  to  all  interests  in  this  world,  yet  a  lurking  hope  remains 
that,  with  so  much  genuine  faith  and  piety,  she  will  recover, — perchance 
even  reward  the  goodness,  the  suffering,  the  sacrifices,  and  the  affection 
of  Basil.  But  no ;  there  is  nought  but  death  for  him :  while  Captain 
Armytage  returns  unexpectedly,  and  before  this  tale  of  ''real  life" 
closes,  there  is  another  heir  to  Glenruth  and  Seaton  Armytage;  for 
Colonel  Heron,  who  had  brought  out  of  darkness  into  light  the  question 
of  the  entail  of  Glenruth,  assisted  by  the  dying  usurper's  own  confessions 
and  Basil's  magnanimity,  had  also  exposed  the  machinations  of  the  sot" 
disant  Lady  Armytage  and  her  confederates  in  iniquity,  Hardman  and 
Sir  Richara  Armytage. 

The  "  Livingstones"  wiU,  we  fear,  be  set  down,  from  all  we  have  said 
of  the  work,  as  a  Scotch  tale,  requiring  a  Scotch  head  to  follow  it  out  in 
all  its  intricacies,  and  to  make  oneself  familiar  with  the  nnmbeiless 
members  of  a  good  old  Scotch  £Eimily.  And  it  is  so  to  a  certain  extent ; 
but  these  evils,  no  doubt  unavbidable  in  a  story  professing  to  be  one  of 
real  life,  are  militated,  if  not  effaced,  by  the  clever  portraiture  of  character 
—from  the  heartless,  selfish,  proud  Markhams — **  and  as  sweetest  wine,** 
says  our  author,  "  makes  the  strongest  vinegar,  so  a  mother's  hate  is  as 
intense  as  mother's  love  can  be"-^to  the  honest  Mrs.  Onslow  of  Brighton, 
with  her  self-willed  butler,  Pettigrew ;  from  the  doughty  lovers  of  the 
wavering  Kathie,  to  the  jealous  aikd  triumphant  Hamilton ;  and  lastly, 
from  the  fair  Miss  Ferrers  to  the  positively  ugly  Miss  Gwendolen  Gibbs ; 
and  the  beautiful,  but  frail,  Lady  Daventry,  to  the  sweet,  forgiving,  and 
appropriately  named,  Magdalen.  All  these  characters  are  ably  sketched ; 
and  if  the  story  is  deficient  in  simplicity  and  sustained  interest,  it  is,  at 
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IflMtt  fan  of  OBiait^  defer  writings  and  of  a  eeEtam  kind  of  honeit 
maMveUj  nmch.  affected  by  North  BiitoxB,  more  psrtieiilaily  fajr  the  antfaor 
of  <'  Margtoet  Maitknd;"  and  maay  of  the  aeenea  and  inciaeiits  are  re* 
pkte  with  stixring  dnunatic  mtensL 

The  hero  of  the  Faloon-roGk*  is  of  the  tme  Bjronic  Btaom.  He  had 
been,  at  ffiiteen,  left  ^lord  of  himself,"  widioat  ntha:^  mother,  or  any 
lektionwhocoiddcoDtrolhmi.  Made  an  officer  at  fifteen,  before  a  year  and 
a  half  had  elapsed  he  had  fought  six  duel%  caused  two  divorees,  been  tfaxee 
times  at  the  point  of  death,  and  once  condemned  to  a  three  months'  im- 
prisonment in  the  fortress.  But  Waldemar  de  Falkenbnrg,  fike  a  true 
hopo  of  romance^  was  dark^  handsome,  dissatisfied, mysterioos,  andmisan- 
tfaropical,  yet  by  no  means  miso^onist. 

A  par^^  of  aristocxatic  Engfi^  desceuvrei  at  one  of  the  Bhinebads 
elevated  one  of  those  penniless  youths  inspired  of  art — Wilhelm  Norberg 
— so  common  to  the  Fatherland,  to  the  rank  of  a  hero  in  ordinaiy,  and 
confirmed  Falkenbnxg,  who  is  discarded  at  court,  and  apparently  by  all 
xvspectable  people,  into  the  position  of  hero  extraordinary.  Widi  these 
fiismonabftes,  who  would  have  been  as  exchisive  as  polar  bears  at  home^ 
Falkenburg's  arrogance  was  only  oonsciousness  of  worth ;  his  intoieranee 
of  others,  lawftd  pride ;  his  waywardness,  impatience  for  a  distinction  that 
was  doe  to  him;  his  snllennefls,  dignity;  his  bitterness,  wit;  his  fiexj 
temper,  youthful  impetnoshy — ^in  slmrt,  not  a  £Kult  but  was  found  to  have 
its  origiii  in  a  virtue  disguised,  or  to  resolve  itself  at  worstinto  a  gracefvl 
imperfection.  For  his  more  serious  (and  undeniable)  derelictiona — ^for  Us 
IX)n  Juan-like  sins — why  it  really  was  not  his  fiiuilt,  if  all  the  womstt 
would  throw  themselves  at  his  head  1  Besides,  in  aStelantg  to  treat  this 
portion  of  Waldemar's  misdemeanours  with  compsrative  indiffereDce,  each 
separate  in£vidnal  wished  it  to  be  clearly  understood  that  he  or  she  had 
nothing  to  oonplain  of. 

Be  &is  as  it  maj,  the  hero  of  tiie  Falcon-rock  began  hia  Anglo-Germaa 
ffirtatkms  with  a  good  and  £Eur  young  gnrl,  Hden  Marlowe  by  name,  bat 
who^  ahhough  captivated  for  a  time,  ludcily  escaped  the  vampbre,  and 
wedded  an  honest-hearted  young  Englishman,  who  was  once  trnited  as  a 
rhinoceros  by  his  more  polished  acquaintance  in  Rhine-land.  Not  so 
with  tbe  beautiful,  the  accomplished,  but  tiie  littie-piincipled  LHian, 
whose  dowry  went  to  restore  the  old  SchlotSy  and  her  bieanty  tograoethe 
table  of  a  a^ricions,  hao^ity,  Grennan,  feudal  baron.  But  ''  of  what 
belel  the  haughty  Lord  of  Falkenborg  and  his  richly-dowere^  bogh^ 
haired  bride;,'*  the  author  says,  *'he  may  perchance  tell  hereaf^.'*  So  we 
are  at  liberty  to  leave  off  at  the  same  point — premising  tiMt  Falkenbuxg 
is  charaetsrised^  like  the  other  weiics  of  its  anlhor,  by  a  thorosgh  know- 
ie^e  of  Grermaa  diaraeters,  and  no  slight  atoqnaintance  irith  English 
fiMbionaUe  Mt,  aqpeenJly  as  it  is  too  oftea  exhibited^  not  mach  Uk  the 
national  cre^t,  abroad. 

Mrs.  Trdlc^'b  kst— ^'Mra  Madiews;  oi^  Family  Mystexies''t--iB 
a  genrnne  novei  of  the  good  old  sehooL  Thene  are  no  oecnk  doctrinfli^ 
theolo^eal,  political^  or  social,  painfully  defivered  aader  the  garb  cf 

*  Falkenborg.    A  Tale  of  the  Rhine.    By  the  Anlhor  of  Iddred  Venioi^ 
Germania,  &c.    3  vols.    Colbum  and  Co. 
t  Mrs.  Mathews;  or,  FamflyMjrvteiies.    ByMraTroDopa    Svda    Conran 
dCok 
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fiction.  There  is  a  Jesuit — ihat  is  a  rine  qua  nan  of  present  days  ;  1 
although  himself  deceived  by  auricular  confession,  he  is  an  honest  I 
brave  man,  who  comes  in  at  the  close  with  a  dearer — ^not  a  rosary-ii 
his  hand,  to  bring  about  the  usual  amount  of  poetic  justice.  *'  Ft 
Mysteries'*  is  no  misnomer ;  the  stoxy  is  as  intricate  and  perplexed  as 
most  experienced  hand  ever  ^bricated,  and  yet  the  interest  never 
There  is  one  volume  of  opening  matter,  one  volume  of  bunness, 
instead  of  one  chapter  of  dhuncementy  there  is  a  whole  volume,  o 
on  the  reader  at  a  race-horse  speed  through  the  most  delightful  surpi 
to  a  most  proper  and  fitting  conclusion.  First  then  we  have  y 
liathews,  wedded  at  the  mature  age  of  fifty  to  a  husband  twelve  yeni 
her  senior,  but  not  without  having  had  an  early  attachment  to  an  Indil 
bound  Scot,  John  Anderson  by  name.  We  have  a  fine  old  £etther  als^ 
well  portrayed,  but  little  essential  to  the  development  of  the  story.  Tfe| 
peace  of  '^  Welden  Grange"  is  first  disturbed  by  the  arrival  of  a  nattinl 
grandson  of  Mr.  Mathews,  a  *^  splendidly  handsome,"  most  captivatinij 
and  most  gif^  youth,  and  proportionately  idolised  by  his  indiscreel 

Sandfather ;  next,  by  Janet  Anderson,  orphan  and  penniless  daughter  d 
rs.  Mathews's  first  love,  John  Anderson. 

Then  again  we  have  in  the  neighbourhood  the  inevitable  ooon^ 
people.     The   Otterbourues,   noble,   with  a  pedigree  going   back   to 
the  Conquest,  but  desperately  involved;   the  Steytons,  upstarts,    but 
wondrous  wealthy ;  the  rector,  a  Mr.  Price,  with  a  tolerably  handsome 
and  tolerably  clever  wife  and  offering.     At  the  starting-point  the  noble 
fiimily  is  to  be  enriched,  and  the  rich  fiunily  to  be  ennobled,  by  the 
alliance  of  Herbert  Otterboume — a  gentlemanly  and  most  meritorious 
youth — ^to  Emily  Steyton,  who  is  as  beautiful  as  she  is  rich.     But  she  is 
also  a  most  self-willed  and  inconstant  young  lady,  falling  in  love,  first 
with  Stephen  Coming^n,  the  handsome  supposititious  grandson,  and  then 
ultimately  running  away  with  meek  WiUiam  Price,  the  rector's  son.  The 
manner  in  which  the  severe  Churchman,  and  man  of  exceeding  morality, 
is  described  as  accommodating  himself,  and  aidins;  and  abetting  in  an 
elopement  between  his  son  and  the  fair,  but  somewhat  hail  young  heiress, 
is  told  in  Mrs.  TroUope's  very  best  vein. 

Herbert  Otterboume  has,  it  will  be  perceived,  been  a  gainer  by  the 
loss  of  so  versatile  a  young  lady :  not  so  his  fieither,  who  depended  upon 
the  ready  cash  to  relieve  himself  firom  pressing  embarrassments,  and  from 
which  he  has,  afi;er  such  a  disaster,  no  mode  of  extricating  himself  but 
by  self-destruction — ^a  sad  alternative.     Herbert  and  his  mother  are  by 
this  event  plunged  into  g^at  difficulties,  which  are  soothed,  and  even 
made  cheerful,  by  the  friendship  and  sympathy  of  Mrs.  Mathews,  and  her 
adopted  daughter  Janet,  and  the  latter  ultimately  becomes  the  worthy 
bride  of  so  good  a  son  as  Herbert,  but  not  until  it  has  been  discovered 
that  Stephen,  who  makes  love  to  a  well-sketched  character—the  maid 
Minny,  as  well  as  to  her  mistress,  Emily — ^is  discovered  to  be  an  arrant 
rogue  and  impostor,  and  is  taken  in  the  vexy  act  of  committing  a  robbery, 
in  conjunction  with  his  real  father,  upon  his  supposed  grand&ther.    This 
is  but  a  superficial  glance  at  all  these  '*  Family  Mysteries,"  the  real 
interest  of  which  lies  in  their  slow  and  gradual  development.    In  that 
respect — that  of  continued  and  well-sustuned  interest — '^  Mrs.  Mathews" 
may  fairly  take  rank  with  the  very  best  productions  of  its  experienced 
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soxthoiess,  and  in  many  points  of  view  it  is  more  faultless  than  manj  of 
its  predecessors. 

A  most  dismal  tragic  story  is  ''  Havenscliffe"* — ^a  story  of  two  old 
Iiouses  situated  in  the  southern  extremity  of  that  wild  and  mountainous 
oountnr  which,  commencing  with  the  northern  spurs  of  the  Cheyiot,  ex- 
tends mr  into  Northumberland,  Durham,  and  Yorkshire.  A  wilder  and 
more  desolate  region  can  scarcely  he  imagined.  ''  It  was  literally,"  says 
Mrs.  Marsh,  ^'  an  impervious  wildemess.'*  The  very  names  of  EaTcns- 
diffe  and  Whamdiffe  are  sugsestiye  of  things  dark,  ominous,  and  warn- 
ing. As  is  the  country,  so  fuso  are  the  inlmbitants.  Bandal  Langford, 
the  hero  of  the  story,  is  as  stem,  as  morose,  and  as  forbiddine^,  as  the 
scenery  by  which  he  is  surrounded.  The  most  barren  moor  has,  nowever, 
its  flowerets.  The  heroine,  Eleanor  Whamcli£Ee,  beautiful  and  fragile, 
possessed  a  heart  and  temper  of  the  most  exquisite  susceptibility  and  tenr 
demess,  and  an  intellect  fine  to  the  last  degree ;  and  as  out  even  of  the 
repulsive  bog,  chemistry  can  eliminate  rich  and  valuable  essences,  so  did 
Eleanor's  goodness  awake  to  life  the  innermost  heart  of  that  stem  ragged 
man. 

This  is  all  very  smooth  and  romantic,  and  the  Ravenscliffes  and 
Whamcliffes,  senior,  are  both  anxious  for  the  union  of  the  two  old 
houses ;  but,  unfortunately,  the  tender-loving  Eleanor  has  given  her  heart 
to  a  young  Irish  lord — Lord  Lisburn,  subsequently  Earl  of  Fermanagh^ 
whom  she  accidentally  met  at  Cheltenham ;  and,  worse  than  all,  this  very 
Irish  lord  had  publicly  flogged  Randal  in  the  face  of  the  whole  university, 
when  the  two  were  youths  at  Cambridge ;  and  Randal,  brought  up  by  a 
cold  puritanical  mother,  and  austere  to  a  degree  in  bis  principles  of  rijght 
and  wrong — an  austerity  thp.t  follows  him  through  life— had  not  re- 
sented the  insult  in  the  or^nary  manner,  nor  in  any  way  whatsoever, 
except  to  carry  with  him  the  memory  of  that  dark  outrage  to  his  old 
rookery,  and  there  brood  over  it  in  useless  and  powerless,  yet  passionate 
melancholy. 

When  in  after-life  Randal*s  heart  is  softened  by  love,  he  suspects  he  has 
a  rival,  but  he  does  not  know  who  that  rival  is ;  and  the  prolonged 
struggles  betwixt  love  and  pride  in  that  implacable  man,  ana  between 
love  and  duty  and  friendship  in  that  tender  woman,  are  the  most  perfect 
and  the  most  powerfuUy  wrought  portions  of  the  story — a  portraiture  of 
sentiment,  high  feeling,  and  deep  purpose,  worthy  of  the  author  of 
"  Emilia  Wyndham." 

The  wedding  of  such  an  ill-assorted  pair  is  as  tragic  as  any  scene  in  the 
story.  But  Randal,  on  this  occasion,  instead  of  being  hard  and  vulvar, 
tenderly  nursed  his  broken-hearted  wife,  and  wept  most  humanely  by  her 
bedside:  and  Eleanor  was  reconciled  to  her  fate  by  so  much  affection. 

"  Many,"  says  the  authoress,  "  will  think  her  a  marvellous  common- 
place— some,  perhaps,  an  unworthy— creature,  thus  to  accept  her  ap- 
pointed portion.  Many  will  blame  her  for  letting  that  portion  be  forced 
upon  her  by  the  unreasonable  violence  of  others.  But  some  will  sympa- 
thise with  her,  when  the  fatal  deed  was  done,  for  thus  endeavouring  to  sub- 
mit, and  devote  herself  to  perform  the  duties  she  owed  to  the  man  to 
whom  a  power  too  strong  to  resist  had  united  her." 

*  Bavensdiffe.  By  the  Author  of  "  Emilia  Wyndham,"  &c.  3  vols.  Colbum 
and  Co. 
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Uoforhniately,  allter  dnse  two  hesrti  had  got  at  kit  to  undentand 
each  other — aod  when,  if  there  was  not  ecstasy,  there  was  at  least  hippiaesi 
in  the  onion — the  turbulent  Irish  k>Ter  arrives  to  distarb  tibe  existing  har- 
mony. He  is  seen  by  tiie  fiery,  jealoos  Randal  in  convene  with  his  wi£e — 
he,  hiB  old,  unforgiven,  hated  nvaL  A  fieree  combaft^  or  rather  straggle, 
ensues,  and  Eleanor,  crashed  and  broken-hearted,  diiM,  leaving  behind  her 
«  son  and  a  heir  to  her  own  beaoty  and  sweetness,  but  never  to  Havens- 
difie! 

Time  passes.     The  old  people  are  dead  and  gone  with  poor  suffering 
Eleanor,  and  Randal  is  wedded  to  a  tenant's  daughter,  and  has  by  her  " 
son.  Priest — ^whose  character  is  not  so  distmctly  made  out  nor  so  deveriv 
portrayed  as  most  o£  Mrs.  Marsh's  personages — and  a  dear  Httle  pet  of  a 
thing,  Emma  by  name.     The  implacable  pride  and  austerity  of  the  father, 
aided  and  abetted  by  a  wily,  unscmpuloas  stepmother,  begets  a  misunder- 
standing between  father  and  son ;  and  Edwin — the  most  sonny  character 
in  the  work — withdrawing  from  his  paternal  home,  is  kept  awar  by  the 
common  female  resource  of  stopping  letters.     Thus  exiled,  he  tonus  an 
attachment  with  Geraldine,  the  beautiful  daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Fer- 
managh, by  a  marriage  that  took  place  one  year  after  Eleanor's  death. 
The  two  houses  are  united ;  and  now  we  see  a  glimpse  of  a  general  recon- 
ciliation and  of  future  happiness ;  but  this  would  not  smt  the  sombre  hue 
of  tiiese  romantic  dironicles.     Edwin  dies  a  penniless,  <fisinherited,  heart- 
broken husband,  leaving  a  son,  heir  to  his  sorrows,  as  hn  £ftther  had  in- 
herited those  of  his  motner;  but  the  good  little  Emma  awakens  her  father 
at  length,  but  too  late,  to  a  sense  of  what  is  right,  and  Randal  is  at  last 
reconciled  to  his  ancient  enemy,  Fermanagh,  and  Edwin's  son  is  recognise- ' 
as  heir  to  Ravenscliffe,  in  denaaoe  of  the  plots  and  treacherous  practaees 
of  Priest  and  Madame  Randal.     We  say  too  late^  fer  the  reader  feels  no 
isterest  in  Edwin's  sod,  except  on  account  of  his  descent.    Poetic  justice 
dioold  have  been  effected  in  the  persons  of  at  least  one  of  two  generatiaiis ; 
but  here  we  have  to  wait  for  a  third.     Truly,  '*  Ravensdiffe"  is  a  dark  and 
dismal  story — a*stoiy  undoubtedly  of  great  power,  fidl  of  Ingh-wrought 
pnsions,  and  replete  with  scenes  sketched  by  a  pen  of  no  comnton  al»li^ — 
but  it  is  far  from  being  a  pleasant  story;  it  appears^  if  anything,  to  be  a 
compQsitioa  of  a  higher  class — almost  a  tr^edy  in  prose.     Of  each  a 
story,  Mrs.  Aeton  Tindal,  often  quoted  by  the  authoress,  and  who  is  now 
too  generaMy  accepted  in  Hterary  circles  not  to  take  the  place  she  deserves 
among  the  poetesses  of  the  day,  justly  writes : 

Oh  husb !  may  blest  forgetfulness 

Oor  former  being  steep. 
And  with  its  sorrows  aiay  its  love 

in  dead  oblivion  sleep. 
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